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EDUCATION & TEMPERANCE. 

By Proxy, 

ON Wednesday Mr. Runciman 
moved the second reading of his 
new Education Bill. He frankly 

admitted the illogical character of his proposals, defend-
ing them, however, on the ground that bad logic and 
good feeling are the foundations of all progress. The 
proposals had been arrived at by a• process of elimina-
tion, and the result was not the ideal of any of the 
parties concerned. Mr. Runoiman described the things 
eliminated as things that did not matter ; the Govern-
ment had set out with the determination of being 
soople ' in things immaterial.. The misfortune is that 

nobody really regards the things in question as im-
material. 

THE feeling of dismay and resent- 
Plain Speech. meat found expression on the 

Liberal side. Mr. A. Hutton 
moved the rejection of the Bill in a brilliant speech. 
He pertinently asked how long the proposed settlement 
would be a settlement. The Bill was a cynical depar-
ture from the history of the Liberal party. The con-
tracting out provisions reduced public control to a 
farce ; the Government had made enormous conces-
sions and obtained hardly anything in return. Mr. C. 
Edwards, another Liberal, seconded the rejection, and 
declared that the Bill meant the absolute abandonment 
of every Liberal principle, and the complete betrayal 
of everything that the Liberal party had stood for 
on this question. It was the most cynical, the 
most flagrant betrayal of political principle that had 
been witnessed in the annals even of modern politics. 
Mr. Yoxall, the representative of the teachers, objected 
to the whole of the Bill both on administrative grounds 
and on the ground of principle. It was not a Liberal 
Bill, and it was opposed to the principles which both 
Liberals and Nonconformists held dear. 

ON the other hand;such stalwarts 
Reluctant 
	

as Sir George White and Mr. 

cept it as containing emergency proposals. Sir R. W. 

Acceptance. 
	Massie, while not prepared to de- 

fend the Bill, were willing to ac- 

Perks disliked the Bill. A balanced calculation of its 
qualities gave a result just a little way in its favour. 
It was their duty to make the beet of a bad job. Such 
is the condition of impotence to which Nonconformity 
apparently has been reduced by the most powerful 
Liberal Government the country has ever seen. The 
more we examine the Bill the less we like it. Noncon-
formists may be giving thirty shillings, but they do not 
receive a sovereign. What is this asphyxiating atmos-
phere that has reduced so many of the leaders of Non-
conformity to a condition of helpless despair 2 The 
huge committee which has been formed to assist the 
Government in the passing of the Bill contains men of 
all parties and of all churches—a motley collection in-
deed. Let us hope that the results at which they arrive 
will not be the negation of all principle. Does all this 
sooplenees ' imply that the Government and Noncon-

formists in the past have been fighting for something 
more than justice and right ? We had not so under-
stood the matter. 

MR. BALFOUR'S speech was a char- 
Mr. Balfour's 

Attitude. 	sised the fact that on the face of 
acteristic deliverance. He empha- 

it this Bill could not result in a 
settlement of the Education difficulty. Which of all the 
parties concerned would give any pledge that the settle-
ment should be permanent? Was not each party in its 
heart contemplating by what future steps this eo-called 

DELICIOUS COFFEE.  

RED  
WHITE 

.BLUE 
Per Itreekteel i after Bluer. 

1 Soople.' 
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How Bobby made Peace at Christmas. 
By Ramsay Guthrie. 

(Author of The Maddisons of Moorlea,' A Son of the Silence,' etc.) 

settlement could be modified to suit its views. Very 
cleverly the Opposition leader played off one party 
against another. Mr. Asquith's reply was an able argu-
ment in favour of the proposed settlement by mutual 
consent. A stage has been reached when everybody 
must make a surrender. Unfortunately the surrender is 
nearly all on the side of the people who placed the 
Government in power. The Second Reading was carried 
by a majority of 166, and the cross-voting indicates 
that once more the Nonconformists are to be betrayed 
by the help of the Tories. In the minority is the name 
of Sir George Kekewich. Nothing could be more sig-
nificant. 

LAST Friday the General Com-
mittee had the Education Bill 
under consideration. It was evi-
dent nobody liked the Bill, and 

ultimately a resolution was adopted which, while ad-
mitting the enormous difficulties with which the settle-
ment of the question is beset, emphatically declared 
that notwithstanding some excellent clauses the Bill is 
vitiated by glaring defeat • and injustice. The Com-
mittee strongly affirmed its profound hostility to the 
concession of any right of entry to Council Schools, 
and to the provisions for contracting out, as well as to 
making statutory and obligatory the giving of religious 
instruction at all. It also declared its belief that under 
Mr. Runoiman's proposals tests for teachers would be 
insidiously, but effectively, introduced. Should the 
Government find no other way out of the difficulty the 
Committee recorded its deep oonviotion that provision 
should be made for right of entry to be given out of 
school h i re only ; that no member of the teaching 
staff shoe t give sectarian religious instruction; that 
wherever Viere is but one room in any school no reli-
gious teaching other than Cowper-Temple teaching be 
permitted, especially within school hours ; that all 
money given for E'ucational purposes from public 
funds shall be exclusively used for education ; that all 
necessary safeguards against any possibility of religious 
tests be established; and that permission to give re-
ligious teaching in all State-aided schools shall be in 
the hands of the local authorities. A very excellent 
resolution, but it does not leave much of Mr. Runoi-
man's Bill intact. 

THE week has been historic not only 
A Tied House. for the cause of Temperance but 

for that of Constitutional Reform. 
On Tuesday the Lords met in secret conclave at Lans-
downe House, and decided almost unanimously to throw 
out the Licensing Bill without giving it a Second Read-
ing. Next day they proceeded to the farce of deliberat-
ing on the measure. Its rejection was moved on the 
plea of grave inconvenience,' and as violating equity 
in its dealing with the classes it affects. Notwithstand-
ing the fact that the Bill was already 'dead as a door 
nail,' to quote the Lord Chancellor's words, the debate 
was a brilliant one—on the side of the Government that 
is. The Archbishop of Canterbury, Lord Rosebery, 
Lord Lytton, the Bishop of Hereford, and Lord Lore-
burn delivered speeches of great force and eloquence in 
favour of the Bill. The whole attitude of the Arch-
bishop was a new thing in the history of the Episcopal 
bench. He deplored that the Lords were placing them-
eaves in a position which thinking men hereafter would 
regard as the wrong side. Lord Rosebery's speech was 
a brilliant performance, full of fine points, and revealing 
that blending of fact and argument, wit and humour, 
for which Lord Rosebery is perhaps unrivalled. Lord 
Loreburn's closing words must have pierced the pachy-
dermatous cuticle even of the peers, and especially of 
Lord Lansdowne. In the division which is to take 
place we shall be overwhelmed, of course, but with all 
respect to the noble marquis, it will not be to his 
honour, I think, that he will succeed, for it is the 
triumph of the trade over the community, the victory 
of wrong over right.' The voting was 96 for, 272 
against, the Second Reading ; and so this tied house of 
the trade, with its 200 brewery owners, killed the greatest 
measure of Social Reform this generation has seen. 

WILL the Government and the 
What Next? 	country take this lying down ? 

We cannot believe it. We are 
profoundly convinced the House of Lords has signed 
the death warrant of its privileges. A measure backed 
by all that is wisest and best in the nation cannot be 
thus impudently done to death with impunity. The 
Government and the Liberal party, aye and all who 
care for freedom and righteousness, must at once pre-
pare for the greatest constitutional struggle of modern 
times. If we hesitate then, our liberties are doomed. 
To impose high licenses in the next Budget is not 
enough ; if the main principle of the Licensing Bill, 
and of twenty other great measures of social ameliora-
tion is to be secured, the veto of the House of Lords must 
be destroyed. This is the question of questions now, and 
nothing else must be allowed to push it into the back-
ground. Against the arbitrary and unconstitutional 
action of the House of Lords the General Committee 
recorded its emphatic and indignant protect last Friday. 

EvERYONE in Black Dene knew 
that the Brownsone and the 
Deans were ' kind ae cousins.' 
Their attachment was the 
amneement and the pleasure 
of old and young. 

' By hinnies !' one would 
say, when their Dames were 
mentioned, ' but ye hetta be 
careful. It's dangerous epeakin' 
atween them. They're terrible 
kind, think as thieves, an' 
nivver parted.' 

They were neighbours and 
had lived ' forenext ' each other 
since the day when they were 
married. Sally and Bella in 
their maiden years had been 

bosom companions. It was the stroke of fortune when they 
were wedded on thesame Spring day. Lucky lasses ' they 
were said to be. Ben Brownson and Abe Dean were the pride 
of the Methodist people. From childhood they had grown in 
the church, and in their twenties they were tall and strong, 
intelligent and devout. It was the humour of the time that 
they were ' a couple of the bonniest couples ' that Black Dens 
had ever seen. 

Favoured with houses adjoining in London Street, their 
married life began. 

More and more they came together. 
In the chapel they shared one of the smaller pews. When 

the Anniversary came round Bella and Sally always joined in 
providing a tray. When subscriptions were required Ben and 
Abe gave the same amounts. On pay-Saturdays the four set 
off for the town togethe-r. While the women did the market-
ing the men kept each other in countenance, counselling 
patience and hope, as they waited in the streets. When Ben 
and Abe were at the meetings of the Lodge, or at the sessions 
for business at the chapel, their wives were in one of the 
kitchens, ' rattlin' the machine or darnin' for dear life.' When 
Sally ran short of flour she simply informed Bella, and when 
Bella was loot of marmalade ' Sally came to the rescue. 
• On Sundays, almost invariably, tea was taken together in 
one house and supper in the other. Each house boasted a 
little harmonium, while Ben had the additional distinction of 
a concertina. On the latter instrument he was quite a pro-
ficient. On the harmonium he could only play with one 
finger of each hand. Abe was wont to say that be could 
have been a champion player if the music box. bad had a 
handle.' His wife had all the art. Ben was overshadowed 
by her skill. With her right hand she could play with two 
fingers, while she faked ' the bass with one finger of the 
left. But these were details. In either house on Sunday 
nights they were able to hear the air and the four supplied 
the harmony. A fine quartette they made. Sally was a pro-
nounced soprano. Bella's contralto was low and sweet. Abe 
took up the tenor and Ben brought up the bass. 

What nights they had ! The home was heaven when the 
hymns were sung. The best day of the week had always a 
grand finish  off,  and the songs were in their hearts in the 

days succeeding. 
— By-and-by Bobby was born, and the Deans were the for-
tunate parents. 

Abe was extraordinarily uplifted when he knew that he 
was a father. 

Let's hey a haald o' that bairn I' he cried on the second 
day. I waant to feel me responsibility. . . . Ye're aall that 
nervous I' be remarked to his wife and Sally. ' I'll not let 
him faall. I'll hang on fly his goonie like call that. . . . By 
ye're a fine little chep ' be apostrophised exultantly, ' an' 
luckier than ye knee. Thoo'll hey a fine time here, me bonny, 
wi' thee mother an' me I' 

Ben thought that Abe put on airs in those early days of 
his pride. 

Noo, keep theesel' humble an' prayerful,' was his humour-
one caution to Abe. There's mony a chep been a fether efore 
thoo, an' there'll mebbies be others later on.' 

Bella made no secret of her pride. Motherhood was the 
bliss unspeakable. 

Sally, of course, was there in tendance on the mother and 
child. 

' Bella, hinney I' Sally was standing with folded arms gaz-
ing at her friend in bed. I envies tha, I dee! Not that I 
wad rob the o' thee babby, but I wish I had his twin. Thoo's 
pleased wi' theesel', I see Thee face is eel aehine I An 
thoo looks that cosy lyin' there wi' thee bairnie cuddled aside 
tha!' 

Bobby's coming made many a difference. Bella declared 
that she was leg-tied an' hand-ful.' Happy she was en-
fettered by love and weighted with the cares of motherhood. 
Abe, too, found his liberty curtailed. He had to ' put his 
hand tae an' rook the creddle noos an' them'. 

Thereafter, the Brownsons were oftener at the Deane' and 
the Deans the more seldom in the Brownsons.' All this was 
delightful to Ben and Sally. Bobby was theirs as well as his 
parents. 

When Bobby could lisp he knew that his parentage was - 
duplicated. 	Uncle Ben' was his darling friend, Auntie 
Sally' his pet favourite.' 

By-and-by the little chap was in and out of the two houses. 
He was equally at home in either. Uncle Ben gave him the 
wildest licence, Auntie Sally positively spoilt him. He had 
a happy childhood in the love of his parents and the tender-
ness of Sally and Ben. 

Black Dens was scandalised when the news got out, the 
Methodists, especially, were horrified. The majority could 
not give the rumour credence at first. Doubt was soon im-
possible. The rumour for once was the truth. 

The women had differed, and they and their husbands were 
not on speaking terms. It was observed that the doors were 
shut, an ominous sign, indeed. 

Tue Browneons were observed on the Saturday making for 
the town alone. The Deans followed them an hour later. 

On the Sunday Abe and Bella were at the chapel with 
Bobby between them. The rest of the pew was vacant. 

The Methodists were confounded and ashamed. 
Their class-leader had called to see them but left with 

burning cheeks and hopeless heart. He had sought to ascer-
tain the cause of the quarrel in the hope that peace might be 
established. He was baulked at every turn. 

Sally was outrageous. In her wrath her power of speech 
was amazingly quickened. Her vocabulary of invective was 
an astonishment. The secret was too awful to name. 

I'm done wi' her, done for iver ! ' Sally had declared, with 
passionate gestures and angry eyes. To think that she con!! 
dae sich a thing to me, to me, her bosom friend that was ! 
I'll nivver believe in a single sowl again, nivver I Me faith's 
gone, gone for ivermore I' 

Bella, on the contrary, was sullen and reserved. She would 
keep her own counsel. 

She knees best wheat ails her, an', if she is that huffy, 
she hes ownly hersel' to please,' and further communication 
Bella declined. 

Ben and Abe were miserable. To keep the peace with their 
wives they were compelled to appear as enemies. Out of sight 
they drew together, though caution had to be exercised by 
reason of prying eyes and gossipy tongues. The eitua'ion was 
ludicrous. Coming from the pit, they would walk together 
to the top of the street, then Abe would lead the way. and 
enter the house before Ben was within sight from the window. 

Everything was wrong. 
Ben was moody at night-time, sitting by the fire. He would 

have given anything to have been with Abe. 
' Thoo's nivver had a tune this while back,' Sally snapped 

at him one night when his uneasiness and depression were 
conspicuous. Wheat are ye sittin' there for twiddlin' yer 
thumbs ? An' wheat's thee concertina done to tha ? It's a 
teedy business sittin' here wi' a dummy ! ' 

Poor Ben ! His eyes filled with tears. Could this be Bally, 
the Sally of the pleasant heart and the winsome tongue ? 

My lass ' he cried, 'but it's aaful to hear the speak like 
thatl Wheativer's come ower the ? Thee heart's getten 
poisoned ! ' 

The concertina was in its box, and the box stood on the 
harmonium top. He had no heart for music. 

Not a sound could be heard from the house adjoining save 
the shouts and the laughter of Bobby. 

Sometimes Sally cried. Bobby had been forbidden to cross 
her threshold. This was the keenest thrust of all. She loved 
the boy and she knew that he was fond of her. As an infant 
she had fondled him, and, through all the years, he had been 
keen to be with her. Her enemy ' had striken her in the 
tenderest place. 

Abe, too, was ill at-ease. How could he go to the class-
meeting without Ben ? He had always been a warbler. 
Morning and night he was wont to sing. Scotto of times, un-
known to each other, Ben and he had manoeuvred duetts, Abe 
on one side of the wall and Ben pn the other. Now he was 
silent. He could not sing. 

As for Bella, she had a quilting fit. She wrought off her 
petulance with her needle. Over the quilting-frames she 
leaned, till her back was like to break and her eyes were al-
most blinded. 

Bobby could not adjust himself to this state of war. When 
the door chanced to be opened, he would leap outside with 
shouts for Auntie Bally. When he was sternly drawn within 
his bewilderment found expression in questions. 

I Has Auntie Sally got the measles ? ' 
' Has she been playing with matches on the sly ? ' 

Did she spill the castor-oil on her pinny ? ' 
Bobby was baffled with this domestic siege. 
Since the secret most be told, it must be whispered. Like 

most disagreements it was the veriest triviality. 
For the Anniversary that year, the women-friends had pat-

ronised the milliner and the dress-maker. The latest styles 
were chosen and the treasures were there at hand. Unfortu-
nately, the Sunday had a dismal dawn, and, ere the morning 
passed, the rain came down. 

Over the railings they had discussed the misfortune. It 
would be nonsense to risk the things of beauty unless the 
weather wondrously cleared. 

After dinner, Sally had a good look-out, and concluded that 
the case was hopeless. She accordingly prepared for the after-
noon service in the gown and hat that were now her' seconds.' 

She could have screamed, so poignant was her pain, when 
Bella appeared at ten minutes to two in the splendour of her 

firet s.' 
Surely it was the surprise that swept her off her feet I She 

lost her self-control and there and then charged Bella with 
duplicity. 

The culprit' tried to explain but Sally was beyond the ap-
peal of reason. 

It would be idle to repeat the expletives of her wrath. 
Bella would have fled indoors, but Abe was not to be dis-

appointed of the service. It would have been better if she 
had had her way. She was io the service in bodily presence 
but not is mind and spirit. The glory of her apparel intensi-
fied her misery. 

Before tea she sought again to appease her friend, but the 
fiat was her fate. Sally repeated and multiplied her reproaches. 

There were mischievous people 'who were ready to furnish 
fuel and to fan the flame, but these, quite fortunately, were 
snubbed for their pains. 'The majority in Black Dene kept a 
shamed and pained silence. 

The approach of •Christmas intensified the trouble. For 

The General 
Committee. 



Some Reminiscences of 
Hull Primitive Methodism in 1865. 
IN the year 1865, Charles Kendall was the superintendent of 
Hall Second station (Jarrett Street), and bie son, the writer of 
these lines, was travelling the first year of his probation in 
Newcastle-on-Tyne. Though I was then but a stripling, just 
entering on my 21et year, I bad long been given to the free 
use of the pen in making extracts from books, in jotting 
down notes of conversations, and sometimes in attempting 
rough and rapid character-sketches of persons who interested 

ins. Some of these memoranda I have 
found exceedingly useful in more recent 
years, as they have supplied just those 
points of detail and traits which most 
easily escape the memory, but which, 
when preserved, tend to give actuality 
to the scenes and events of the past. 
I see now it was a commendable prac-
tice, and had I to begin life afresh, I 
would do the same again—only more 
eo, adopting Captain Cattle's motto, 
When found, make a note of.' Now, 

in rummaging amongst my books and 
papers the other day, I came across 
the full diary of a thirteen days' vaca- 

REV. C. KENDALL. tion which I spent in Hull in the .year 
1865. On inspecting it with some curi-

osity I found I had something more than a diary before me. 
It contained some evidently sincere attempts to describe the 
men and women I met during this preacher's fortnight—per-
sons whom we now, forty-three years after, would like to 
know more about. 

SOUTH EAST VIEW OF KINGSTON-UPON-HULL. 
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years theiDeans had dined with the Brownsone on the Day 
of Christmas, and the Brownsons had returned the compliment 
on the New Year's Day. 

How could Sally forget ? 
How busy she used to be those days preceding Christmas ! 

wbat preparations she made What a spread she furnished! 
She was amok beside herself with shame. - Again and 

again she bad pleaded with Ben to take her to his mother's 
for Christmas. A nywhere she would go rather than endure 
the day in Black Dene. Ben declined. She declared that he 
was stubborn. He was obdurate to the last degree. Ever 
since they were wards d they had eaten their Christmas din-
irr at home and they would not depart from the custom. 

Truth to tell, Sally cried, but even her tears left Ben un-
moved. There is reason to think that he rejoiced in her distress. 

Abe, too, and Bella had thoughts of Christmas and already 
the kitchen was in process of preparation. The circlet of 
hoops, with the tissue paper and the lanterns and the flags, 
was hanging from the ceiling. The holly was here and there 
and the mistletoe was above the doorway to the big front 
room. 

For the first time they would spud the Day of Christmas 
alone... 

Abs was mortified, though he maintained a frigid silence. 
Bella simulated energy and enjoyment. 

Bobby intervened. 
The crisis was ended. The siege was raised. A truce was 

declared. Peace was re-established. 
Bobby suffered, but in spite of that he had the most en-

chanting Christmas. He had toys enough to stock a shop, 
He was the hero of the season. 

It was the day preceding Christmas Day. The great Store 
waggon was proceeding slowly up London Street. It was 
moontaine high 'with bags of flour  and parcels of groceries. 

The driver was assisted by two strong-  youths. Every family 
in London Street had he 
packages to receive. 

Sally's door was shut 
when Bella went out to 
get her goods. 

In the commotion, Bob-
by escaped, and, hiding in 
tue rear of the waggon, he 
was TM perceived. 

Hie mother's door 
closed, he climbed up the 
wheel of the waggon and 
established himseit in the 
driver's seat. 

Bella'e withdrawal was 
the signal for Sally's emer-
gence She was in the door-
way, waiting for her things. 

It was the catastrophe 
of a moment. Something 
alarmed the two great 
i once. A sudden spring, and Bobby was flung to the ground. 

His crit s tilled the air. 
With a shriek, Sally sprang to adz) him. The horses were 

',ming up the street, the parcels and the bags flying in all 
(iirections. 

My canny lad ! ' cried Sally; my bonny B obby I' 
She had him in her arms and his bleeding head was on her 

houlder. 
Bella had heard the cty and had rushed also to the rescue. 
le he killed ? ' was the moan of her ramie and pain. 

' Nae, hinney,' was Sally's assurance: ' He might hey been, 
but, thank God, he ien'r. Hoo he's escaped 's a parfeot 
tuaracle. The waggon must hey jumped reef ower him. It's 
his heed an' it's bleedm' badly,' and Sally was carrying him 
mto his mother's house. 

Both were bu-y with Bobby, sponging his:head, comforting 
him, and arranging the pleat-r. Tne mother was almost 
helpless, but Bally was resourceful and alert. 

They had just got Bobby into bed when Abe appeared, and 
the father's newt was full of fear, and yet aflame with j..7. 

hat a mercy the boy was saved I 
Ben had marvelled that his door was open. He marvelled 

the more when he found the house deserted. 
Bally Bally I ' he called, but there was noanswering voice. 

Back to the door he stepped and came face to face with a 
group of women who had gathered to find news of Bobby. 

He, too, crossed the hitherto prohibited threshold and the 
four stood together by Bobby's bed. 

It was as it the disagreement had never been. They were 
back again to the happy and kindly days. 

Sally,tonk the initiative, stealing her arm round Bella'e waist. 
Yell come for yer dinners the morra, winnet ye ?' 

Bela answered with a kiss. 
That night Ben and Abe set off to the town and returned 

with gigantio.parcels. Bobby would be able to play the sol-
dier, the engine-driver, the sailor, the tram-conductor the 
artier, and the builder. Each bought gifts for their Wives, 
end, unknown to each other, gifts for one another and for 
each other's wives. 

Bobby forgot his plastered head in the variety of his em-
ployments. 

What a day they had, and what a night Bella re-opened 
the harmonium, and Ben rendered flouriettes on the concertina. 
The happy hymns were sung, and the past was forgotten in 
the goodwill of friendship, and the peace of Christmas. 

The good news was known in Black Dene, and all were 
glad in the reconciliation so singularly effected. 

Bobby for several days was seen with his bandaged head. 
The accident was regarded as a Providence. , Only the un-
wonted could have solved the problem, 

Bobby, though a martyr, was nevertheless a hero. He had 
made peace for font at Christmas. 

Eiffel Tower 
•AUN FLOUR:  

After this prelude, that could not very well be dispensed with 
let me say I left Newcastle for Hull on Monday January 15th. 
The diary tells me I ' sauntered about York a little.' The 
very names of the streets were so many reminders of the anti-
quity, of the place. I was in Micklegate and Walmgate, and 
1 know not how many other gates.' As I moved along it 
was plain to see I bad got into the land again of monster 
pigs, gorgeously patterned waistcoats, chubby faces and ro-
tund bodies. While pacing the platform. I was accosted by 
a man named Capstaff, a preacher in the York circuit, form-
erly the same in Newcastle. He told me an anecdote which 
has two sidea---one amusing and one vexing, It seems his 
employer joined the Pimitives eight months before, and while 
staying at Hornsea in the summer attended one of our camp-
meetings there. He stood outside the ring while the prayer 
meeting was going on; it would have been better if he had 
gone right in. One brother—doubtless well-meaning, but ig- 

norant and fool-
ish—seeing a 
gentleman o n 
the outskirts of 
the ring, took , 
occasion to call 
the Lord's parti-
cular attention 
to bim, asking 
Him to under-
take in his case. 
'0 Lord!' he 
said, 'Thou 
see'et that man 
standing there .  
with the gold 
chain and with 
them kid gloves 
oo, bring h i m 
down, Lord! 
humble his 
pride ' Not a 
pleasant situa • 
tion this—to be 
made the subject 
of such a deli-
cately couched 
reference I Na-
turally, the vie- 

MR. JOSEPH SMITH. 	 itor shran k from 
being made a 

target of and moved away. Mr. Newsome, the superintend-
ent of the Horrisea circuit, who was present, was justly annoy-
ed at the incident and brought the matter before the ensuing 
quarterly meeting, and a letter, explanatory and apologetic' 
was forwarded to-the York gentleman. 

On arriving at Hull I attended the anniversary tea of Jar-
rett Street, and afterwards spoke at the public meeting along 
with Revs. Thomas Campey, and J. R. Parkinson. The pro-
ceeds of the day totalled £103. My father and I took supper 
with that staunch old friend of the Connexion—Mr. Joseph 
Bmitb, confectioner of Charles Street. The next day there 
was tea-drinking with Mr. Pearson and family, and on 

(Continued on next pegs.) 

READY SHORTLY, 

PROFESSOR C. C. 
FINDLAY'S 

EXPOSITION OF THE EPISTLES 

OF ST. JOHN. 

FELLOWSHIP IN 
THE LIFE ETERNAL. 

Price 10/6. 

READY SHORTLY. 

THE STORY OF 
DR. BROWN'S LIFE. 

WHICH ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
WISHED TO WRITE. 

CEORGE BROWN, D.D. 
Pioneer Missionary and Explorer. A Narrative 
of Forty-eight years' Residence and Travel in 
Samao, New Britain, New Ireland, New Guinea, 
and the Solomon Islands. With over 100 Illus- 
trations from Photograpl.s. 	Price 15/- net. 

Why send Christmas Cards when 
for a Shilling you can send a beau-
tiful book by Professor Peake, 
Ralph Connor, Dr. Campbell Mor- 

gan, and Dr. J. R. Miller ? 

PROF.  A. S. PEAKE. 

Aids to the Devotional Study 
of Scripture. 

By Prof. A. S. PEAKE, M.A., D.D. 
Three volumes prettily bound in cloth. Price Is. net each. 
Entitled respectively : (4 The Christian Race ; (2) Election 

and Service ; (3) Faded Myths. 
" They are," says the "Daily News," " deep spiritual medi-

tations, practical and sometimes mystical, devotional and 
evangelical. They are, in fact, a blending of the ripest 
Biblical scholarship_ with the simplicity of an unfaltering 
faith." 

RALPH CONNOR. 

The Angel and the Star. 
A Christmas Booklet. By RALPH CONNOR. 
Illustrated in Colour by Cyrus Cuneo. Price 1/- net. 

" The Angel and the Star " is perhaps the first book of its 
kind to be illustrated with eight pictures in full colour by an 
artist of front rank. This Christmas message has all the fine-
ness of diction of Ralph Connor's works of fiction, and cer-
tainly the man who can write with such masterly touch of 
"The Sky Pilot," has a message not only for his own church 
and country, but for all. This is an ideal gift for a friend. 

DR. Or- CAMPBELL MORO-AN. 

Mountains and Valleys 
n the Ministry of Jesus. 

By the Rev. G. CAMPBELL MORGAN, D.U.' 

/s-onaetC.hristmas booklet which Dr. Campbell MorganPrhiaces 
is going to share with ".The Angel and the Star," by Ralph 
Connor," and " Go Forward," by Dr. J. R. Miller, the 
honours of a great circulation. It is printed throughout in 
red and black, and has a frontispiece and artistic cover. 
This very pretty little book is sent out packed in a strong 
and attractive envelops suitable for posting. 

DR. J. R.  MILLER.  

Go Forward. 
By the Rev. J. R. MILLER, D.D. 

Illustrated in colours by Warwick Goble, price 13. 
To lovers of devotional literature there is no booklet like 

the beautifully illustrated shilling booklet of Dr. Miller. 
Hitherto Dr. Miller's shilling booklets have been illustrated 
in black and white, but the new volume contains PICTURES 
IN COLOUR. 

Other companion volumes are: The Gates of Heaven—The 
Song of the Angels—Unto the Hills—Loving my Neighbour 
—In Perfect Peace—Sunshine Within—Beside the Still 
Waters—The Secret of Gladness—To-day and To-morrow- 

The Face of the Master—The Small Coin of Love. 

Beautifully Illustrated, price Is. each. 

HODDER & STOUGHTON, WARWICK SQUARE, LONDON, E.C. 



M. J. F. PENTITH. 

.A. • . • • 
SPLENDID 

— TONIC 

Nonalton, 
a combination 

of Pure Grape 
Juice and Bark, is 

highly recommended in 
cases of Debility, Indigestion, 

Neuralgia, etc. It is pleasant 
in taste, and is a perfectly safe 

non-alcoholic pick-me-up that 
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Wednesday honoured guests were received at my father's 
house. There were Mr. and Mre. Henry Hodge, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. T. Robson, and Mr. and Mrs. J. Lyons. Now Messrs. 
Hodge and Robson were no strangers to me; consequently 
the diary says little about them. It was otherwise with Mr. 
Lyons, as we shall see. I had been a member of Mr. Rob-
son's class, with Messrs. J. F. Pentith and Worenop as my 
fellow-members. Many a pleasant evening had I spent at 
his hospitable home. In that cosy room the preachers often 
foregathered, and there was abundance of lively talk, and at 
times no little laughter, for how could it be otherwise when 
a man so full of wit and fun as J. T. Robson was the host? 
Especially do I remember one night, when the topic of the 

hour was the 
withdrawal of 
T h o ma e 
Greenbury 
from the Con-
nexion. The 
date may ap-
proximately be 
fixed by a letter 
of John By-
water, now be-
fore me, dated 
March 30th, 
1864, which 
begins with the 
words: ' Is it 
true that Mr. 
Greenbury has 
left the minis-
try of the Con-
nexion? ' So in 
those March 
days of '64 
H u 11 District 
Primitives 
could not meet 
together, or 
write to each 
other, without 
Mr. Sr een-
bury's sever-
ance from the 

Connexion being referred to and discussed, as it was that 
night in Mr. Robson's room. Then the conversation played 
and coruscated round the subject, till at last the quest-
ion was started: And what sign or legend shall we place 
over his door?' Competitive mottoes were invited, and the 
prize was unanimously awarded to Rev. Joseph Tongue 
who proposed the inscription.—' The Standard Bearer Fallen,' 
that being the title, or sub-title of a book Mr. G. had written. 
Those who knew Mr. Greenbury as a popular Primitive Meth-
odist preacher are a dwindling band. He was a handsome 
man, tall, well-proportioned, and with a pleasant countenance. 
He had, too, a fine voice, and often sang at public meetings, 
to the delight of his audience. I well remember his appear-
ance on the platform of Victoria Street chapel, Grimsby, on 
an anniversary occasion, probably in 1862. Though he had 
already delivered his speech and sung, my father requested 
him to sing once more, adding mischievously, for however 
much the congregation may like your speaking, I am per-
suaded it likes your singing still more.' 

So, as I have said, the old diary attempts no description of 
Mr. J. T. Robson; none being needed. It only records how 
he read for the amusement of the company a handbill issued 
by a number of revivalists unconnected with any religious de-
nomination, who called themselves ' The Murtlow's Hallelujah 
Band.' The bill finished up with an invitation which was cal-

culated, o n e 
thinks, to warn 
off, rather than 
attract, o tpt -
eiders. Come 
and hear this 
extra ordinary 
Baud — Black-
guards, Drunk-
ards, Fighters, 
Harlots, 
Thieves a n d 
Outcasts. Come 
with us, and we 
will do you 
good, for the 
Lord hath 
spoken good 
concerning 
Israel. A Col 
leelion t o de-
fray expenses.' 

Th e  diarist 
has tried his 
young hand at 
a f ul 1-length 
portrait of J. 
Lyons, and 
from s ubse- 

MR. HENRY HODGE, J.P. 	 quent know- 
ledge I take it 

to be a fair likeness. I am glad of it, for in the sixties Lyons 
was in his way a remarkable man. The description is given in 
short, staccato sentences, but we will let them stand just as they 
were written. ' Lyon's father was a soldier twenty-seven years. 
His mother was the daughter of the canteen keeper in Jersey 
Barracks. He received little or no education. He began life 
poor, but has worked his way up to comfort, if not to positive 
affluence. He is a little man, between thirty and forty, with 
the appearance of a pugilistic jockey, for he wears a pair of 
glossy top-boots and yellow scarf with gold pin. His hair, of 
which he has little, is brushed close to his head, allowing you 
to recognise its true shape. But, despite the terrier-like ap-
pearance of his head, which is the first thing you notice, you 
soon perceive that neither in his countenance nor in his char-
s 'ter, is there the slightest trace of ferocity. His flexible 
mon& ofttimee gives a mild and sweet expression to his coun-
tenance; and he is perhaps the kindest-hearted man you could 
meet in a summer day's ramble. He has a heart fall of pity  

for the destitute and the miserable in circumstances or in sin. 
Chiefly due, perhaps, to this sympathetic quality, he ie a most 
zealous advocate of the Temperance cause. He told us how, 
one Sunday, looking out of his room (in North Street) he 
saw a poor child bare-footed amongst the snow. Its feet were 
so cold that, to gain temporary relief from the intolerable sting, 
the poor child stood on one leg, holding up the other foot. But 
the foot in the snow soon became half-frozen, and then that 
was held up and the other put down. And thusthe poor thing 
went on. Lyons told of this with much feeling, in order to 
show what drink was doing. He statedly relieves the desti-
tute, and although no scholar, he is very active in evangelistic 
work. He has been bringing good influences to bear on a free-
thinker. He has succeeded in getting him to chapel, and is 
sanguine of getting him to class. Zealous for his Saviour, he 
has wormed himselfiinto great favour with the Jewish rabbi 
(Mr. Cohen) who comes to his shop to see after bloodless meat. 
He speaks to him about Christ, and tells him how desirous he 
is to get him converted to the true faith, and has frequently 
assured him that if he can only see him converted, he will sit 
up all night to sing 'Hallelujah to the Lamb.' Lyons actually 
took the rabbi with him one day to see a dying man, and in 
his presence fervently prayed through Christ for the sufferer. 
The rabbi being afterwards questioned about the prayer said, 
' It was a very good prayer as far 
as it went.' Lyons' inoffensive—
nay extremely agreeable and harm-
less—talk about himself added to 
our evening's enjoyment. He is a 
fine specimen of an unJducated 
religious man. Christ as daily 
companion is better than a' liberal 
education.' His religion is not one 
of form only or sentiment. His 
sympathies have expanded and 
strengthened themselves in char-
itable deeds. Without being ac-
quainted with music as a science, 
Lyonsis a good singer. He has a 
clear, silver-bell-like voice and 
sings with good taste and feeling. 
To-night he sang us lots of Tem- 	REV. G. LAM). 
perance melodies and old prayer- 
meeting tunes. While singing he looks at you with sparkling 
eyes, beating time with his right hand, and patting his whole 
soul into it. On account of his singing Lyons is in great 
request for temperance meetings. Mr. Henry Hodge, who 
no doubt has a great deal of business oare, seemed, and in fact 
said he was—cheered with the minstrelsy. Very likeable is 
Lyons I ' 

The next day, Thursday, the 18th, was spent in comparative 
quiet. I see I bagged a small anecdote relating to ' Blind 
Nancy,' one of the characters ' associated with Old West 
Street. Nancy was not more than four-and-a-half feet in 
stature, and always eat in a small pew at the foot of the pulpit-
steps. Almost invariably she was about the first to speak at 
the love-feast, and never missed saying, ' If I had only been 
faithful to the grace given, I might have been a tall cedar in 
Lebanon, while I'm only a dwarf in the valley.' On this day, 
too, I put some finishing touches to a piece of blank verse I 
had hammered out. It was called ' A Night Piece,' and the 
motif had been suggested by the impressions produced on me 
during a walk from Lemington-on-Tyne to Newcastle on the 
night of January 10th. I sent the piece as the humble first-
fruits of my muse ' to Rev., afterwards Dr. W., Antliff, the 
editor. A reply came during my stay in Hull, saying, The 
lines are decidedly above mediocrity, and I shall have pleasure 
in giving them publicity. My father used to say that the 
only time the poetic afflatus came upon him was once when he 
was sitting under an ancient gibbet at Lincoln. If so, the eon 
has gone one better than the father, since I have felt and re-
sponded to the afflatus twice—only twice—during my life. 
Dr. Antliff was already personally known to me. Some two 
or three years before this he had visited Grimsby, and, because 
I, a mere youth, wished to have his portrait, he went to the 
trouble to sit for his likeness, in order to please me. It was a 
kind act. 

The afternoon and evening of Friday, the 19th, were spent 
with Mr. J. T. Robson. There were present, besides my 
parents, the Rev. George Lamb, superintendent of Hull First 
circuit, Mr. Henry Hodge, Mrs. Hodge and her nurse, and Mr. 
John Sissons with his wife and younger daughter. I note 
with interest how the conversation turned and lingered on 
William Clowes and Thomas Holliday, and their marvellous 
power in prayer. Mr. Lamb observed 
that ' there was greater variety in Mr. 
Clowes' prayers than there was in the 
prayers of any man he had ever heard.' 
-Mr. Sissons, at whose house Mr. Clowes 
had dined every Thursday for seven-
teen years, unless he was away from 
Hull, confirmed this statement. It was 
but natural the subject should interest 
me, for was I not called Holliday' 
after one of my father's earliest super-
intendents, and when a child had I not 
been privileged with seeing William 
Clowee? It was in Hull streets, and he 
moved slowly along between two young MR. JOHN SIMONS. 
preachers, who each lent him a support- 
ing arm. And yet had I but known? How unwitting we 
are of the future that awaits mil As I sat there drinking all 
in, I had no premonition that the baby.girl Clowee took in his 
arms and baptized, and whom he continued to pray for by name 
with the rest of the family,was destined to become my own true 
yoke-fellow for forty years. She will have it that Clowee' 
prayers have followed her, and rested for a benediction on 
her house, and I cannot, and will not, contradict her. 

I shall not here tell the life-story of my father-in-law,whom 
I came to regard with feelings much deeper than those of 
respect. He was a devout Christian, a broad-minded, un-
ostentatiously generous, and entirely just and honourable man. 
His friend, Dr. Joseph Wood, has included Mr. Simons in his 
'Men and Women I have Known,' which appeared in the 
Alderegate Magazine' for 1896. In that full and appre-

ciative sketch many characteristic anecdotes of Mr. Simone 
are given, to which the reader is referred. One additional in-
cident, however, we will give, illustrating, as it does, Mr. 

Simone' devout belief in providence. For many years Mese,. 
Henry Hodge and John and William Sissons were ac n I. 
tomed to spend a summer's day in driving to North Cave 
where the brothers Sissons first saw the light. On one of 
these pleasant anniversary excursions, at the instance of Mr. 
John, a halt was called just near a grassy spot, and the 
party alighted for refreshment and pleasant talk. Pres-
ently, John addressed his brother: ' William, do you ever 
think of that sweet passage which says Thou shalt remem• 
ber all the way in which the Lord thy God has led thee these 
forty years.' Yes, John; why do you ask?' was the reply. 

Well; those words come home with uncommon force and 
sweetness to me to-day. For it is just forty years since I, a 
poor country lad, came along this road,with all my poor belong-
ings tied up in a handkerchief. I halted here and ate of my 
frugal fare. And now, like Jacob,' I have become two bands.' 
Thanks be to His Holy Name ! 

The rest of my brief holiday was soon over. I preached at 
Holdernese Road on the Sunday evening, and had the joy of 
seeing one conversion. I paid a visit to my friend, Joseph 
Tongue, at Beverley. We talked of books and studies. To-
gether we visited the famous Beverley Minster and the scarcely 
lees famous church of St. Mary's, and the Westwood, which 
reminded me of Newcastle town-moor. There were sundry 
other tea-drinkings and visite paid and received, and then I 
went back to Newcastle, refreshed and invigorated for my 
work.—H. B. KENDALL. 

A CHILDREN'S EVENING HYMN. 

IVY. 
(To I. W., Lincoln). 

Music by J. DANN, F.R.C.O. 
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The day is gone, the night is come,The night for quiet rest, 

	

I II) 	il l 

Jai 	 

	

 	II 

Ten e: • 	- tie bird has 	Home to its  down-p  nest. 
I 	I 	 j 	I 	I 	I 	15,1 , ) 

	 E2r 	 1_24  
h h 	1--"r2  I 	, 

The robin was the last to go, 
• And from his leafy bow 
[. He sang his evening praise to God; 

But he is silent now. 

The bee is hushed within its hive, 
Shut is the daisy's eye; 

The stare alone are shooting forth 
From out the dark, dark sky. 

No, not the stars alone, for God 
Has heard what I have said; 

He listens to his little child 
Kneeling beside his bed. 

He kindly hears me thank Him now 
For all that He has given, 

For home and friends and olothes and food, 
But most of all for heaven. 

Stroud. 
On Thursday, November 19th, we had a visit from the Rev. 
Joseph Pearce, of Cradley Heath, who preached an excellent 
sermon in the afternoon, and in the evening delighted the audi-
ence with his popular lecture on Eccentric Talkers.' There 
was a good attendance at each service. 
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LET me gossip while you crack the walnuts—that is to say 
assuming you do not trouble to read this screed until after 
dinner on Christmas Day, which is a large assumption, seeing 
that the issue of the Leader for which this is designed, though 
styled the Christmas Number, will appear weeks before the 
great festival has arrived, and seeing, also, that you will have 
something much more congenial to do on the evening of the 
Natal Day than to bother about what I may have to say. 

Nevertheless, walnuts or no walnuts, let me gossip, and allow 
me to tell you that your cheap sneer of old and garrulous ' will 
not deter me, for I am neither old nor garrulous. There, now. 

OLD BRIDGE, BERWICK, 

What I was going to tell you about was a fair in the ancient 
town of Berwick-on-Tweed. Do you care to hear about it? 
You do ! Very well, then. You know the old place, of course? 
You don't ? My cedes You don't know the historic, glorious 
Border borough, around whose ruined castle, massive walls, 
bastions, and towers lie an empire's dust, within whose records 
lie tales of heroism and helotiem (every helot a Spartan, of 
course, except when he belonged to the Englishry), tales of 
treachery and intrigue, of epoch-making events, such as kings 
in conference and the like, tales of legends and of love, and 
so on, and so on ! Then get your 1909 diary at once, and book 
your next summer's holiday there. 

Our Fair—you see, I am saying ' our' fair, for I had the 
honour of being twice born within the walls of that pivot-
centre of British territory, and by virtue of the first birth had 
the choice of a nation; at any rate, I took the liberty of mak-
ing my own choice. Our fair, I was saying, was held on the last 
Friday in May every year, and continued until the following 
day; indeed, the ' muggers' (dealers in earthenware who trav-
elled from fair to fair), spread out their goods on the spacious 
High Street on the early days of the next week, when the 
frugal housewives of the town turned out to secure the bar-
gains. The fair was officially opened by the Mayor and Cor-
poration at mid-day on the Friday. The serjeants-at-mace and 
other attendants—amongst them being a devoted Primitive 
Methodist, James Trainer, clad in his top hat, blue coat, and 
bright buttons—accompanied the procession, the belle the while 
pealing merrily in the Town Hall tower. 

It was on such an occasion in the early sixties, when the 
hucksters' stalls and muggers' wares were ranged on either 
side of the thoroughfare; when Robert Salmon, free Kir-
ca'dy, the lang toon in the kingdom o' Fife,' was 'feedin' the 
ravens with his gingerbread ' (throwing handfuls of ginger-
bread cakes among the people to gather a crowd around his 
van); when the centre of the street was alive with people 
from the country villages as well as the townspeople; when 
Castlegate was crammed with cattle, lean stirks and fat three 
year-olds—it was then that the fun of the fair was a teetotal 
meeting. 

A well organised temperance fete it 
was. It began with an open-air meet-
ing, and the speakers commenced their 
orations on the Town Hall steps—a 
classic spot. You see the Old Bridge 
in the picture, and the Town Hall spire. 
The steps in front of the Town Hall 
are of great width, and the street from 
thence to the Scotch Gates is very 
capacious. It was on these steps on 
January 11th, 1829, that Wm. Clough, 
the first Primitive Methodist mission-
ary in Berwick, preached to a congre-
gation of thousands. He had only been 
in the town nine days, and he was 
amazed at the size of his congregation. 
Only once before had he spoken to such 

a multitude, and that was at a Newcastle camp meeting. His 
first sermon in Berwick was preached on the previous Sunday 
on Wallace Green, where the soldiers from the barracks near 
by parade, and the tradition is that Nellie Don, a woman of 
marked individuality who kept a mangle, brought him a chair, 
and invited him to tea after the service. Nellie became one 
of the first members, and for years afterwards held prayer 
meetings in her house up the black Bull Yard,' the worship-
pers kneeling by the side of the mangle. There is a gentle-
man living to-day at Whitley Bay, who attended some of 
those meettnge in his youth. Nellie subsequently went to 

Sunderland, and when she paid occasional visits to the old 
town, she used to speak with an important air of Mr. Fen-
wick, my superintendent,' which had the desired effect of pro-
ducing feelings of awe within those of us who were young 
and impressionable. 

My first meeting with Nellie was at a camp meeting.. at 
Eyemouth. John Atkinson was the conductor, and if Maurice 
A. Drummond was there, it was in 1861. Nellie Don, you 
must understand, was a wee woman, but I reckon she was 
the cause of the biggest stir at any love feast which ever took 
place in the picturesque Scottish fishing village. Everybody 

seemed to be shouting, or 
praying, or crying, and, re-
markable as it may seem to 
those who knew him, Mr. 
Atkinson's sheath rem high 
above the din, while he 
held on to the back of a 
pew with both bands. The 
might of that little wo-
man's faith and prayers 
was remarkable. Form any 
years she was a leading 
spirit in the hard work 
of establishing Primitive 
Methodism in Berwick and 
its vicinity. 

A story is told that 
Nellie was once a passen-
ger on board one of the 
paddle steamers which 
used to run from the Tyne 
and Wear to Berwick in 
the days before the rail-
way systems ruined the 
latter place. The vessel had 
got well on her voyage 

when a north-east gale sprang up, and it was necessary to 
stand out from the land. The gale increased in fury, the fires 
were drawn out, and the craft eventually floundered helplessly 
in the trough of the sea. As day and night succeeded day and 
night, despair seized hold of all on board. No; not all. Nellie 
Don, in the teeth of all appearances, and in spite of the hope-
lessness even of the captain and crew, believed that Grd would 
take them safely to Berwick. Calmly she told the affrighted 
people that, as He did with the Apostle Paul, the Lord had 
stood by her in the night time, and assured her that in three 
days they would make port. And at the appointed time the 
battered steamer sailed into the Tweed, to the surprise and joy 
of the anxious friends, many of whom had given it and all 
on board ap for lost. 

About that first Primi-
tive Methodist meeting on 
the Town Hall steps, an 
extraordinary thing hap-
pened—the ringing of the 
bells, customary at that 
particular hour,  were 
stopped, in order,' M r. 
Clough remarks  in his 
journal, that the people 
might hear to profit.' Mr. 
Kendall has been struck 
with this mark of respect, 
not to speak of the absence 
of any semblance of per-
secution. But think of the 
quality of the audience• 
' A mixed multitude of 
gentry, clergy, and corn. 
mons: Of the audience 
on the Sunday following, 
Mr. Clough says—and I 

have witnessed many simi-
lar scenes—it was serious, respectable, and atteratiire: The 
windows were crowded with people on all sides. After preach-
ing the people seemed nailed to the ground, They stood as if 
they wanted something more.' 

William Lieter, whose name will be for ever associated with 
the consolidation as well as the extension of Primitive Metho-
dism on the Borderland, followed Clough, and he was accus-
tomed to have immense audiences before him ae he declared 
the truth as it is in Jesus from the Town Hall steps. Signe 
and wonders accompanied his ministry, and through his in-
strumentality the present chapel was built, the opening taking 
place in February, 1830. George Herod, John North, John 
Matfin, Adam Dodds, Thomas Greenfield, William Fulton, 
Henry Yooll, and all the other fathers who had the distinction 
of ministering in that forum sanctified those ascending stones; 
while of the generation following Barnabas Wild, John At-
kinson, John Snaith, M. A. Drummond, Hugh Gilmore, William 
Johnson, William Bowe, John Gill, John Magee, R. G. Graham, 
Henry Yooll, junr., and many still serving, occupied the his-
toric platform, until their example was copied by quickened 
Christians belonging to various communities in the town, not 
the least conspicuous figure amongst *horn wits -ther-  late 
revered Principal Cairns—and Primitive Methodism had no 
more sincere friend outside its own pale. It was no mean 
thing to be one of a company to stand on the hallowed ground 
alongside of the honoured George Armstrong, on a lovely 
summer Sunday in 1907, when the Centenary camp meeting 
was held in Berwick. 

But I have travelled far from the temperanoe meeting. (IF 
was the TJWII Hall elope —bless them—that set Me I oft.) 

When I tell you that George Charlton was one of the speak-
ere you will know how high our yoang expectations hadlisen. 
There bad been a revisal of religion at the chapel the mightiest 
I have ever seen anywhere. Two years before that, when 

John Snaith was on probation in 1859, 
there was an upheaval at Eyemonth. 
The village was transformed. It was 
a resurrection. Hundreds o f men 
and women discovered themselves in 
every sense, and the fishermen of Eye-
mouth and Coldingham became a modal 
of industry and progressiveness. But 
for that awful Friday in October, 1881, 
when the village was almost swept of 
its breadwinners, and when the croon 
of the wife and mother and the lilt of 
the maid were turned into wailing acd 
lamentation, our church there would 
have had another tale to tell during 

REV. H. YOOLL. 	the intervening years. That is not to 
say it is not doing well now, for it is. 

It has gripped the generation which has sprung up, and the 
bonnie new church there is its pride and joy. 

Berwick was low when the copious showers of blessing soil 
upon Eyemouth and district. In the village of Ord, two 
miles distant, it is true, conversions had taken place in Mr. 
Home's schoolroom, at meetings conducted by Presbyterian 
young men. Just before the dawning of 1861, however, the 
breath of God was felt in College Place chapel. James 
Warne was superintendent at the time, and William Sudlow 
had been employed as an evangelist. John Magee was then 
an eloquent publisher of the evangel. A few striking conver-
sions took place, one of whom wee that of a notorious charac-
ter: a horse jobber, a hard drinker

' 
 a pugilist, and the rest. This 

made a sensation, and people flocked to Fee the new converts; 
went again, and themselves remained to pray. Some of the 
Ord converts came, and George Lewine, who went into the 
ministry, and is still in active work, and. Robert Ltsidler, who 
died a year or two ago, joined the society and became zealous 
and efficient workers in the vineyard. The town was moved EN 
it had never been moved before, as it never has been moved 
since. Hundreds of young pecoale were converted during 
the eighteen months the work rolled on. All the Protestant 
churches received the benefit of it; a moiety of the saved 
joined the Primitives. Along with George Lewins, David 
Robb and George 'Wood also became travelling preachers, but 
they are Congregational pastors to-day. Nearly half a cen-
tury has sped, but there are still a few in the old society and 
the town, who were brought from darkness to light in 1861. 
There are also still-living some scattered over the country, and 
among the English-spee-king people warms the seas, who have 
led fruitful lives, that got their first impulse heavenwards tht n; 
and there are many more who have reached the further shore. 

In the early sixties there were re-
markable men in the circuit—the ori-
ginal circuit, twenty-three miles in 
length, from Belford, in Northumber-
land, to Eyemouth, in Berwickshire. 
and seventeen in width, from the sea to 
Wooler, at the foot of the Cheviots. 
John Brown, of Ancroft, the tenant 
farmer, a spiritual and intellectual Her-
cules, who twenty years afterwards 
looked as if be would be sent to the 
House of Commons, and would have 
been had he lived. Andrew Craig, of 
Milfield, the admiration and model, 
along with. John Brown, of the young 
locals;' DavidCarr, of Felkington; 

Michael Clarke (not the Australian mis-
sionary), of Belford; the quiet, retiring James Chisholm, of 
Allendean, a greater man than was ever known to his gener-
ation. Then there were the typical Primitives like Jamie 
Young, of Ford Moss, who, with Robert Wilson, a whip-the-
cat ' tailor, who used to ensure a camp meeting being a lively 
time. Robbie Lisle, of Lowick, bright with a brightness that 
age could not dina, infeoting George Jobson, the Berwick en-
thusiast, and many another of his hearers with his fervour. 

Though it be galloping on to half a century ago, I see 
Robert Lisle now at a Spittal camp-meeting—the thirty-fifth 
Spittal,  camp-meeting he said he had attended—a little, spare 
man, his hand gripping and tugging the lapel of his coat as 
he sang to a minor tune then much in use, Pass a few swiftly 
fleeting years,' and his head drooping the further at every 
tug, or sharply rising up as the notes made the ascent. Rot-
bie's face glowed that day, for a great mass of people stood 
before him on the sea shore, the majority young and full of 
gladness. His d'ecourses were innocent of any claim to scien-
tific arrangement. Logical sequence there was none, but they 
made us youngsters happy. Snatches of experience, then 
verses of old hymns and strings of quotations from psalm, 
prophecy, gospel, or epistle, interspersed with exhortation or 
warning, and anon assurance of the pardoning mercy of God 
to the vilest sinner who repented and turned to the Lord to 
seek salvation. 

And there was John Pringle—only a 
ploughman, a true rustic in appearance, 
but to many of -us he was as the prophet 
Amos or asJohn the Baptist. Tall, gaunt, 
rugged, severe. A man who believed 
God, and who had a message. The 
vision of the enormity of sin had stamp-
ed itself upon his soul,And the truth of 
salvation only by living in Jesus and 
being holy was as clear to him as the 
day. Had he been educated and dis-
ciplined he would have been a lee der of 
men, for he had within him all the ele-
ments of men of the stamp of Welling-
ton and General Booth. Uncouth was 

REV. ADAM DODDS. he ? Rude of speech and clumsy in 
stride—a peasant man ? Yes, he was 

all that; but he was a man of God—a man of power—sod his 
neighbours knew it. One service he conducted I can never 
forget. It was in a narrow schoolroom, with coloured walls, 
a few deal forms, a bare table, a print hung up behind the 
preacher containing in bald oharaoters the solemn words:— 
Every one of us must give an account of himself to God. 



A number of eager, believing souls were gathered. The peas-
ant man was enrapt. A great awe fell upon the assembly, every 
feeling over-mastered by the Roal Presence. That mean school-
room was, indeed, the gate of Heaven. John Pringle left the 
Primitives for another community. Then came eclipse. 

Yes, yes; have patience. I am just at the fair and the 
teetotal meeting now. You see it was the Town Hall steps 
and the revivals which set me off. I told you that George 
Charlton was one of the speakers. He was the lion of the 
day, I need not say. How we laughed at his stories; but I 
am not going to say anything about the speeches. On the 
right of the speaker, at the foot of the steps, there was at 
that times noted public house, and the publican had prepared 
boiled beef and salmon on a scale befitting the occasion, to 
say nothing of the extra supply of liquor. Charlton was in 
his glory, and as the afternoon was getting on to perilously 
near the time when the country people would have to go home 
the publican's day threatened to be ruined, for be would have 
to be an audacious soul who dared to enter the tavern that 
afternoon. Bonifare—as was the fashion to style the inn-
keepers of that period—was furious. The cooked food was 
likely to be thrown on his hands and his liquor would be un-
sold. He rushed off to the Mayor to get the meeting stop-
ped. His worship told him politely that so long as the crowd 
was orderly he could not interfere. The publican fumed, but 

• the bluster had no effect on the decision of the Chief Magis-
trate. Alper while the mass of people in front of the steps 
grew in density. As sleet resort Boniface engaged a German 
band, and he brought the musicians to the front of the house 
to drown the speakers. The immense gathering was thrilled 
with excitement when the instruments blared. Instantly a 
well-known by mu was struck up. Months of street process-
ionir g had fitted the youngsters to give out volume of sound, 
and they sang their lustieW. The band played, the huge choir 
sang Larger grew the throng; more intense became the ex-
citement; onlookers caught the contagion and sided with the 
singers. Voices and instruments kept in competition. The 
voices dro. ned the instruments; eventually the band ceased. 
A cheer announced the discomfiture of the Germane and the 
publican. Such a cheer; it was good to hear it. It is good 
to remember the combat. 

Great Yarmouth. 
The annual meeting of the Temple P.S.A. and Adult Bible 
Class, which wag held on Thursday evening, was a great suc-
cess. Newly 200 friends set down to tea, kindly provided by 
Mrs George Flaxman. At the evening meeting the annual 
report was read by the secretary. The President (Mr. E. W. 
Kerriaon), and the Rev. A. Wood who distributed the prizes, 
spoke in eulogistic terms cf the work carried on by this so-
ciety. The miscellaneous part of the programme was supplied 
by the P.S. A. string band and choir. The society has recently 
bought a small two manual organ, and the effort to clear off 
the deficit of £14 10s., bad that evening been accomplished. 
The tea realised £4 10s and a further £ tO had been collected 
by the secretaries (Mr F. B. Bell and Mr. A. F. Powell). 

Christian Endeavour. 
Topic for Week beginning Dec. 6th. 

Songs of the Heart. (12) 'The Sleepless Watcher.' 
Psalm cxxi. (Consecration.) 

Hymnal.-273, 274, 272, 283, 284. 
C.E. Hymnal.-488, 474, 458, 212, 203. 

I.—The setting of the Psalm. It is one of a group includ-
ing those from 120 to 134. They are known as the Songs of 
the Ascent. They were for use on those occasions when the 
pilgrims journed to Jerusalem. This one of our topic would 
therefore be used when they came in sight of the holy mount 
of Jerusalem. That holy mount appealed to their sacred 
memories and feelings in very much the same way as Mow 
Cop appeals to Primitive Methodists. The very sight of the 
place was suggestive to this Psalmist. From thence was his 
help, and yet he corrects himself immediately, and says ' My 
help cometh from the Lord.' The help name not from Zion 
but from Jehovah in Zion. Even so, the place where we wor-
ship is nothing, except for Him- whom we worship. 

IL—The topic specifies the help as that of being kept by the 
Lord. All through the Psalm the Lord is represented as a 
keeper. Even in verse 7 where the verb is rendered shall 
preserve (thy going oat, etc.) it should be shall keep,' and is 
so rendered in R.V. How very expressive is v. 4 which gives 
the title to our topic, He that keepeth Israel shall neither 
slumber nor sleep ! ' It is a really wonderful conception of 
God ; as a watcher over His people. His watchfulness is so 
constant and faithful that not only does He not sleep but He 
never even slumbers in only partial consciousness. This repre-
sents not only constant wakefulness, but never failing power. 
God is never tired, nor weary. That was well represented to 
the pilgrims when they set out from Babylon on their long 
march as given in Isaiah xl. Haat thou not heard that the 
everlasting God . . . fainteth not . . . neither is 
weary ? ' All human watchers and caretakers are desired to 
maintain sleepless watch, and yet human frailty makes this 
very difficult and almost impossible. The nurse may be so 
wearied that she may slumber, as may the soldier on watch. 
All our human guardians are liable to fail. Tnere is an East-
ern story of a poor woman who went to her sovereign to ask 
for compensation for loss of property by robbery, which had 
taken place while she was asleep. Why did you sleep? de-
manded the monarch.' She replied promptly I fell asleep, 
because I believed you were awake.' With this sharp answer 
the King was so pleased that the loss was made up at once. 
Jehovah is our only ' sleepless watcher.' 

III.—The watcher's care for the nation. He that keepeth 
Israel.' That nation was the Lord's choice from amongst all 
nations, and through all the centuries of her wonderful his-
tory a sleepless watch was kept. That little nation without 
the strength of numbers, wealth, or armaments, remained 
the wonder of the world. The Lord did watch over her and 
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fought her battles. It was only when the nation failed to 
look to the holy one of Israel, that harm and loss came to her. 
Unfortunately nations learn slowly to put more trust in 
Jehovah than in armies and navies. 

IV.—The watchers care for the individual. The Lord is 
thy keeper. In this Psalm of eight verses, the pronoun thy or 
thee is used with this personal application ten times. This keep-
ing power of the Almighty is applied to the veriest details of 
the life of the individual. His very steps are guarded. 	Not 
suffer thy foot to be moved.' He is kept day and night, in 
his ' going out,' and coming in.' He is kept from perils of 
sun stroke and moon stroke, for both were believed in and 
feared. Lunacy was often believed to be the result of being 
moon struck. What intimate Divine companionship is sug-
gested The Lord is thy shade on thy right hand.' Body and 
soul are alike guarded and for all time. If we believe this 
message of God's Word, then let us, as Endeavourers, make 
this last re-consecration service for 1908 a time for a more 
complete committal of our lives to God's keeping. In the 
Lord's keeping only, we are safe. 

Readings and responses:—Gen. xxviii. 15-18; Josh. v. 
13-15; 2 Kings vi. 15-17; Psalms xci., cxxxix. 7-12; Dan. iii. 
23-26; Matt. vi. 26-32; Mark xi. 1-6. 

Junior Topic, Psalm cxxi., ' God Keeping us.' 
CHARLES HUMBLE. 

A Sensible Christmas Present. 

NOTHING could possibly give greater pleasure to a member of 
one's family than to receive a bioyole as a Christmas present. 
The Harris Cycle Company, Hill Cross Works, Coventry, are 
making a special feature at this particular time of the year in 
supplying Primitive Methodist' readers with a bioycle,either 
a Gent's, a Lady's, or a Juvenile's, at a very low price, so as to 
encourage a number of bicycles being given as presents at this 
festival season. The Harris Cycle Company is one of the best 
cycle firms in the whole of the cycle trade, for not only prompt 
personal attention to each enquiry, or order, but they are 
makers of one of the best of bicycles. They claim that 
their machine has twelve years full life and substantiality in 
it, in fact they send a written signed certificate of guarantee 
for twelve years with every Harris cycle, sending it carriage 
paid on approval for any prospective customer to see. It 
will no doubt surprise many of our readers who find out from 
the Harris Company what their special price is (if the cycle 
is to be given as a Christmas present) and this should be 
mentioned when making an enquiry. 

It should be noted that with this special offer the bicycle is 
sent fully complete even to lamp and bell. Of all the cycle 
catalogues nothing has been more interesting or more expen-
sively got up than the Harris catalogue, and their cycle is 
made in just as thorough a manner, the Harris people believ-
ing in the old adage—' If a thing is worth doing it's worth 
doing well.' 

SOUTH-EAST LONDON MISSION. 
Dr. ROBE RTSON NICOLL in the British Weekly of September loth,-  1908, speaking of this Mission 

said it was "one of the most valuable Home Missionary efforts of the day." 

INII/ 	  

EAN end 

ONOTONOUS STREETS. 
1111" This, in brief, is the characteristic of the district in which we labour. "WE 

Many men are out of work; many widows and many children are cold, hungry, and in want. 

CHRISTMAS IN SLUMDOM  
will be a miserable mockery to many if we cannot supply the necessaries which we know to be wanting. 

TO FT` 1FE S 3E 1\T  X IC IFC l\T 
this Mission, through its Sisters, supplies to hundreds weekly medical relief and nursing; 

TO THOSE IN DESTZTXITZON 
we want to supply Clothing, Coals, and Groceries, and 

CHRISTMAS DINNERS 
FOR 

WAIFS & CRIPPLED, CHILDREN • 
V. Will you please send a Gift? 

Ch(qucs and Postal Orders shculdle cross(d "Landon and Scuth Western Bal k, BenIcrdsEy rErch,"std Eft,t to tte Superin- 

tci 	Fey. 	JOEISEON, Et. Carge's 	Cld Fent licad, Lcrecn, S F. 

ANY 
ILES of 



MR. JAMES, INGHAM. 

MR. JAMES BRADBURY. 
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The Planting and Progress of the Church. 
Some Hitherto Unpublished Facts and Pictures. 

By George G. Martindale. 

PEAKLAND METHODISM. 

As the crow flies, it may be a quarter of a hundred miles from 
Mow Cop to Bradwell, in 'the Peak.' But Primitive Meth-
odism was 14 years in working its way from one point to the 
other. One or two things at least need to be borne in mind in 
regard to the fact indicated. First, those were not the days 
of motor cars nor aeroplanes, but of shoe-ology. Second, the 
route taken was the gloriously circuitous one by the Trent 
and Humber, via Hnll, to the West Riding of Yorkshire and 
Sheffield. And many a trophy was won to the standard during 
the march. Valiant and invaluable leaders in subsequent cam-
paigns were enlisted in that reconnaissance. 

To Bradwell be-
longs the distinc-
tion of the 'trysting 
place' where Primi-
tive Methodism 
gained foothold 
among the mountain 
villages of Derby-
shire. The period 
of the pioneering is 
compressed into a 
few lines, but is 
pregnant with sig-
nificance and sug-
gestiveness. Brad-
well, one of the old-
est circuits in the 
Manchester Dis-
trict, was one of the 
fruits of the Shef-
field Mission, begun 
by Jeremiah Gil-

bert. ' Six of us including Gilbert, writes the late James 
Ingham, went from Sheffield, October 7th, 1821, to Brad-
well, to hold the first camp meeting there, and I believe we 
had not a member in the town. Well might we Bay. What 
are these among so many?' Many expected it would be a 
wet day, but God can answer prayer. It was a fine day, 
and the wicked were heard to say, See, they can change 
the weather.' As the result of that Michaelmas camp meet-
ing there were quite a score of converts ready to be enrolled 
as members.' Services were continued in the house of Mr. 
George Morten, and a chapel was opened in 1822 by Hugh 
Bourne. Bradwell became the head of a circuit in 1823, and 
had as' its first minister the Rev. Jeremiah Gilbert. 

From data very kindly supplied by Rev. H. B. Kendall, B.A., 
it is pretty clear that Jeremiah Gilbert came from Caunton, 
the home of the Antliff's. A letter to his mother, dated 1821, 
bears the address—' Elizabeth Gilbert, Cannton, near Newark, 
Notts.' Further, be must have been one of the converts of 
William Clowes, or his close associates, when they visited 
Newark and the neighbourhood in 1818, as he speaks of 

MR. COOPER'S HOUSE, THORNSETT. 

having been imprisoned in Bolsover Round House as early as 
June, 1819. He therefore appears as a connecting link between 
the great pioneer evangelist of our church and the two emi-
nent and revered leadt re—Drs. Wm. and Samuel Antliff —of 
our own time. The former of the two was one of my exam-
iners when 1 sat as a candidate for the ministry, and was 
the Principal at the college during my term as a student. Dr. 
S. Antliff was closely connected with my admission into the 
full ministry of our church, and, subsequently, we were often 
associated in the old Nottingham District, which he BO dearly 
loved. 

Moreover,what pictures reprint themselves on the lenses of 
my memory by reference to the name Ingham. liow vividly 

I recall the days of my boyhood; worship in my father's 
house away in the East Riding of Yorke; and Rev. David Ing-
ham—eon of James Ingham, mentioned above—as one of the 
ministers of Pocklington circuit, ooming fortnightly for the 
week-evening services. A record full of charm for the younger 
generation could doubtless be unearthed from the annals of 
that circuit and neighbourhood. The reminiscence shows the 
power of association. 

REV. C. HALLAM. MRS. C. HALLAM. 

In those early days evangelistic fervour propagated itself 
with marvellous rapidity. We are, therefore, in no degree 
surprised to find that the contagion had extended from Brad-
well—only Oct. 7th, 1821, be it remembered—to Thorneett, 
in the same year, or early in 1822, passing on to Rowarth, 
Aepenshaw, New Mills, Marple, and beyond. Here is our 
centre of present interest. The precise personnel of pioneer 
is indeterminate, but it is certain James Ingham was an im-
mediate second, if not first, striker. Mr. and Mrs. Samuel 
Cooper opened their house for preaching services and class 
meetings. It is a pleasure to give a picture of that meeting place 
to our readers. A connection with that primary pillar of the 
infant cause is, I believe, yet maintained in Rev. Jas. Cooper, of 

ANDERTON HOUSE, HOWARTH. 

Birthplace of Mrs. C. Hallam. 

West Ham. Subsequently, the cause seems to have become ex 
tinct and re-established a church being built in 1867, and re 
modelled and enlarged in 1903. We have now a flourishing 
church and Sunday school at Thorneett. 

Mr. Robert France, for a considerable number of years one 
of our ministers, and in 1832 stationed at New Mills, shortly 
afterwards relinquished the ministry and commenced busi-
ness at Thorneett. He there married a Mies Green, and 
together they had most honourable and useful association 
with the church. 

Rowarth is worthy of specific mention as the place where the 
first society class was established in this locality, and as the 
native place of Rev. John Hallam's mother. Rev. Christopher 
Hallam was the second minister in New Mills circuit in 1835-6, 

CHURCH AND SCHOOL ROOMS, NEW MILLS. 

and won the hand of Miss M. Hadfield, of Anderton House 
Rowarth. She gained great accaptauce as a preacheress, and 
as far down as 1869 conducted chapel anniversary eervices at 
New Mills. The illustrations will be valued by many of our 
readers. 

Through the closing of factories and the removal of families 
in search of employment, our church at Rowarth has for many 
years ceased to exist. 

Referring particularly to New Mille, basal work in the open. 
air cannot have been later than 1822, and tenanted occupation 

must have been pro- 
vided for services, as 
New Mills was created 
the head of a circuit 
in 1826, and united to 
Manchester District, 
with Revs. Thomas 
Blaidea and John Bry-
ant as its ministers. 
In 1827 the chapel and 
schoolroom, with min-
ister's house in base-
ment, was built. For 
nearly half a century 
that rude structure 
gave hospitality to a 
band of noble-hearted 
and devoted worker., 
who rejoiced in over-
flowing successes, com-
pelling them to seek 
more commodions 
quarters. 	Hence, in 
1876, under the enter-
prise and prudence of 
Rev. Wm. Goodman, 

the present handsome church and schoolrooms were opened. 
No complete account of Primitive Methodism in New Mills 

is possible without reference to James Ingham, who for a gen-
eration at least seems almost to have been its doyen. Be 
was a native of Lepton, near Huddersfield, and for several 
years in his early manhood, like Robert France, was in the 
itinerancy. The labours, however, were more than his phy-
sical frame could endure,' and he was obliged to retire from 
the ministry. He began business at High Burton, near Hud-
dersfield, and in 1838 came to reside at New Mille, where for 
27 years, by his integrity, intelligence, and devotion, he ren-
dered service, the value of which cannot easily be mathema-
tised. 

Mention should also be made of Mrs. Ingham, their eon 
(Mark Ingham), Messrs. Levi Wyatt, Henry Turner, James 
Turner, Samuel and Thomas Cooper, Thomas Ellison, Joseph 
Lomax, James Taylor, William Thatcher, and John Saville 
(able and popular as a camp meeting preacher), as also Mre. 
Ann and Mrs. Alice Cooper, and Mary Taylor, all of whom 

as !lieutenants and 
privateer. rendered 
inestimable service 
t o the church and 
circuit by their fidel-
ity and self-sacrific-
ing toil. In a later 
generation the names 
of Andrew Shaw,  
Abraham Mellor, 
Emmanuel Wharm-
by, James Pollard, 
Joel Lomas, John 
Bradbury, Joseph 
Mace, William Simp-
son, Richard Wood, 
Josiah M. Walton, 
and William White-
head find mention. 

Situate as New 
Mills ie on the bor-
der-line of Derby-
e h ire, Lancashire, 
and the West Ridir g 
of Yorkshire, t h e 
cultivation of both 
vocal and instru-

mental music found illustration in choir and orchestra effi 
ciently generalled for possibly seventy-five years by Thomas 
Wood, James Stafford, Thomas Ellison, Timothy Beard, 
James Bennett, and James Bradbury, whose loving service 
deservee at least the acknowledgment we give to-day. 

The string band ie now replaced by a beautiful organ. and 
instead of the fathers are the children,' efficiently and gladly 

pursuing the work initiated by their ancestors. ' One soweth, 
and another reapeth: other men laboured,' and we, their heirs 
and successors, having entered into their labourer, are endeav-
ouring to prove ourselves worthy of the heritage entrusted 
to us. 

Not Generally Known. 

IT ie well known that Spa Treatment is undoubtedly the beet 
remedy for many complaints, and is invariably recommended 
by the medical profession. It is not so generally known that 
the treatment can be taken at home, with little cost and 
trouble. The celebrated Spa Water of Kelenfold, Hungary, 
and known in England as ' Arabella,' imported by Christy of 
Old Swan Lane, E.C., is the beet of natural waters—unfailing 
as a remedy in headaches, gout, liver, indigestion, and com-
plaints of a similar nature. This wonderful and natural water 
if occasionally used is a certain preventative against that most 
dreadful complaint appendicitis. The sparkling water of 
Kelenfold is better adapted for specific treatment in which 
mineral waters are recommended by many others. In spite 
of the wealth of salines this ie absolutely free from all nau- 
seousness which is noticeable in natural waters. 	

Arabella' 

is strongly recommended by specialists in the above disorders. 

BOVRIL 
helps you to eat 
and feeds You. 

JEREMIAH GILBERT. 



EDINBURGH 

PRIMITIVE METHODIST MISSION 
LIVINGSTONE HALL, 

SOUTH CLERK STREET. 

Redemptive, Preuentiue, Educative, 

During 1908  
We have befriended, trained, and started in 
life 112 girls. 
We have visited thousands of homes, and have 
comforted the sick, fed the hungry, watched by 
the dying, and clothed the ill-clad. 
We have given treats to hundreds of the poorest 
children. 
The Evangel of hope, love, and faith has been 
preached in the open air, in the slum, from the 
mission platform, and by the electric lantern. 

VISITORS TO LONDON  
Will find every Comfort and A.000mmodation at 

THE MAY TREE HOTEL, 
16 MINORIES, CITY, 

Very Central to all parts of London. 
Single Beds, 2s. Id. 	Double. 4s. 

WESTB017RNE PARK 
PERMANENT BUILDING SOCIETY 

(inaugurated at Rev. Dr. Clifford's Church 1 
SAFE AND SOUND SECURITY FOR SAVINGS 

4  per Cent. INTEREsT on DEPO.SITS mid sHAREs. Paid 
Half-Yearly. free of deduction for tax. Amounts from 1/- received. 
Easy WirsDRAWALe. 

LIBERAL ADVANCES on Land, Shops, Houses. 
136 WESTBOURNE TERRACE, LONDON, W. 

Apply for Prospeotns. 	 C. JOHNSTONE BURT, Sec. 

The Primitive Methodist Leader 

ADVERTISEMENT SCALE. 

Page 	•• 
Half Page 	 •• 	00 	00 	 00 

Quarter Page .. 
Per Inch (4 cols.) 
Per Inch (8 cols.) .. 	•• 

Front page, per inch 	.. 

Births, Marriages and Deaths 

•• 

• • 

• • 

• • 

£7 0 0 

3 10 0 
1 15 0 

O 8 0 
O 4 0 
O 8 0 
O 2 0 

CHEAP PRE-PAID ADVT.% id. per word, minimum, ls. 
Three insertions for price of two. 

T. M. BBINDLEY, 

ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, 

4 LUDGATE CIRCU8, LONDON, E.O. 

Our "COMICAL" Packet. 
1110.10. Eighteen Humorous Cards, very laughable and funny 

jests, clever designs shaped and folding ; quite-up-to-date, 
including Novelties in Xmas Post Cards. All good Jokes, 

1 	Surprises,-and Novelties, with appropriate lines Specially 
written, including some capital Cards usually sold at 2d. 
and 3d. each. 	 Sent post paid, 1/1 

Who will not appreciate this? 
Half-a-Ouinea's worth for 2s. 6d. 

OUR ROYAL CABINET 
OF 

CHRISTMAS & NEW YEAR CARDS. 
A delightful range of Cards. This season's collection is 
certainly one better and undoubtedly is the best we have 
ever had the pleasure of offering, comprising twenty-five 
superior cards, from the value of Twopence to Ninepence 
each, all of which are elegant folding and tri•folding designs, 
the majority leafletted, including The Parchment, The 
Brilliant and The Photogravure Series, Frosted, Jewell-
ed, Glistening Dew Selection. Autograph and finished 
in the very best style, Many of these cards are by Raphael 
Tuck and Sons and other first-class makers. All have 
carefully selected verses and quotations from celebrated 
authors. 

As a _further inducement to make this Cabinet still more popular 

A very handsome tinted 

AREOGRAPH CARD. 
Shaded with Raised Flowers or Bouquet, 
Gold Blocked and Tinselled in a very pretty 
manner, leafletted and ribboned in a tasteful 
style. This card alone is published at one 

This wonderful assortment will be sent, post paid, Bs. mt. 
or two differently assorted, 58. 

The most remarkable value ever offered by any firm. 
Our Second Selection 

of equal value but differently assorted to the above and can be 
ordered an 

THE PRINCESS CABINET. 
Just the very assortment for a family to remember a large circle 

of friends. 
Sent securely packed for 2:9, or the two cabinets for 5/- 

Shopkeepers and Small Traders would flqd these Boxes very 
remunerative. If the Cards were retailed separately three 

times our charge could easily be realised. 

	 411111111111111■11w 
Any of the above Packets will be sent on receipt of Postal Order or 

Money order. Odd amounts in stamps to defray postage. 
PACKETS OF 25 CARD ENVELOPES 3d, 

Order Early! Send at Once You Cannot do Better !! 
Stationers, Shopkeepers and Fancy Trade shmid send for Whoolsale 

Catalogue and Sample. of Christmas Card., Novelties, A.., po et free Three 
Scamps. 

JOHN THRIDGOULD & Co. (Dep.P.M.L.) 
18 & 20 Sidney Street, Commercial Rd., London, E. 

Established 1851. 

WE INF 
PRESENT 
GRATIS. 
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CHRISTMAS IS COMING! king in tthe  RAMSAY GUTHRIE'S BOOKS 
THE VERY BOOKS FOR 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 
AND 

Sunday School and P.S.A. Prizes, 

A Son of the Silence 
Price 2s. 8d. Post free 3s. 

The British Weekly : "Mr. Ramsay Guthrie's many 
admirers know that he is the prince of Methodist Idyll-
ists, a writer of pure, true, and sincerely religious stories. 
He has an unrivalled 'knowledge of the Methodist 
ministry, and, instead of searching greedily, as some 
writers do, for faults and foibles among Church leaders, 
he brings out the beet qualities of hie brethren. . . . 
Many outside the Methodist world will follow with keen 
personal interest the story of Arthur's great work as s 
missioner, and of the trial that befalls him in the most 
brilliant hour of his success. The book is admirably 
written." 

Black Dyke. 
The Yorkshiri Post : "There is the hall-mark of truth 

on Mr. Ramsay Guthrie's studies of life in the Durham 
colliery villages. . . . As he writes it, the dialogue 
has an enduring charm." 

Kitty Fagan Price 2s. 8d. 
• Post free 3s. 

The Scotsman " A capital piece of work." 

On God's Lines. 
Third Edition. Price 15.11d. Post free 2s. 3d. 

The Newcastle Daily Leader : "Ramsay Guthrie has 
written a book which excites admiration, and laughter 
and tears. He has presented the life of the pit villagers 
as it was never presented before. . . . One reads 
his book with a perfect delight that somebody has at 
length discovered the poetry of the pit village." 

Neddy Jacques 
and Others. 

Second Edition. Price 1s.11d. Post free 2s. 3d. 

The Christian World : " The portraits of the lowly 
folk in these stories are drawn with the sure touch of 
intimate knowledge and affeotionate comprehension." 

The Maddisons 
of Moorlea. 

Price 1s. 11d. Post free 25. 3d. 

Just Published. The Aldersgate Serial for 1908. 

Elsie Macgregor. 
Cheaper Edition. Prioe 1s. Post free 1$. 3d. 

The Baptist : " A fascinating story." 

Davie Graham: 
Pitman. 

Price 1s. Post free 1s. 3d. 

The Sunday School Chronicle : It is not so much the 
story that interest us as the mental attitude of the teller. 
We recommend the book unreservedly." 

Idylls of Rosehill 
Price 1s. Post free 1$. 3d. 

The Sunderland Daily Echo : " These people walk 
straight from the author's pen into our hearts." 

Books for Primitive Methodists. 
By a Primitive Methodist Author. 

7he complete Set of 9 Volumes will be sent 
post free for 161- 

OF ALL BOOKSELLERS, OR FROM PRIMITIVE METHODIST 

MiNISTERS, OR DIRECT PROM THE AUTHOR, THE 

Rev. J. G. BOWRAN, 
■BURSWELL AVENUE, HEXHAM. 

Price 2s. 8d. 
Post free 3s. 

OLDHAM HOUSE AND PROSPECT PLACE HYDROS, NATLOOL 
Magnificent Situation, Soo ft, above Sea level, Southerly 
suspect. Accommodationfor over zoo visitors. Two minutes 

from Tram terminus. 
THE PRIMITIVE METHODIST HOLIDAY RESORT. 

TENNIS, BOWLS. BILLIARDS. AND LARGE CONCERT HALL. 
RUSSIAN AND OTHER BATHS. MOTOR GARAGE. 

TERMS-31/e 35/- 81 38/8 PER WEEK INCLUSIVE. 
nydropathIc Treatment for Rheumatism, Ac., a Speciality 

Write for our Free Booklet and Guide. Nat. Tel. 56. 
Apply:-MRS. WILDGOOSE (Dept. A.) 

CHRISTMAS AND 
NEW YEAR CARDS' 

Wonderful Value in Packets. 

JOHN THRIDGOULD & Co. 
Cheapest House in London. 

" We recommend our readers to send for these charming Packets if they 
wish to form any idea of the variety of pretty souvenirs that can be pro-cured at the lowest possible outlay,"-Weldon's Ladies Journal. 

THE SEASON'S NOVELTIES. 
The "YOUNG PEOPLE'S" Packet. 

Thirty-six Sweetly Pretty, Folding Christmas and New NO. 1. Year Cards. Bright and attractive designs, every card 

1/- different, with seasonable verses and greetings: Suit-
able for Schools, Ac. The value here is really wonderful. 

Sent post paid,  1/2  
The "FRIENDSHIP" Packet. 

Twenty-four Splendid cards all of which are Choice 
No. 2. Folding Designs, usually sold at 1d. and 2d. each. The 

	

1 	
very identical assortment where quality and quantity are 
desired. Sure to give perfect satisfaction. 

Sent post paid, 1/1  
Our "SOVERn,IGN " Packet. 

.3  Twelve very handsome Artistic gems bound to suit the 
the popular taste. Embossed, Jewelled, and Frosted 

1/
designs. The majority are well worth 3d. and 4d. each ; 

- also including Novelties which are alone worth the price 
charged for the whole, packet. All will he delighted with 
this selection. 	 Sent post paid 1/1  

The "STUDIO" Packet. 
Twelve Studies in Black & White, all fine art Folding No. 4. Cards. Photogravures, fine Etchings and Mono-
chromes executed in a manner superseding steel engrav-
ings; distinctive' and stylish, some leafletted with silk 
tassels or ribbon, with selected greetings. 

Sent post paid, 	1/1 
With LOVE GREETINGS Packet. 

Six most beautiful Scripture Folding Cards, Leaflets, 
N°' 7. Sweet Messengers, with carefully chosen Scripture 

Verses, and bright thoughts by FRANCES RIDLEY HAVER- 1 /- GAL, H. M. BURNBLDE, CHARLOTTE MURRAY. and other 
favourites. 	 Sent post paid, 1/1 

The "ONWARD" Packet. 
Thirty Folding Cards, with seasonable Scripture Texts. 

N°•  °' Choice Embossed Designs. Most suitable for the Sun- 

1  / day School Class, etc., a very welcome packet for Schol-/- ars. 	 Sent post paid, 1/1 
The "XMAS CHIMES" Packet. 
Sixteen Choice Scripture Cards from the Keswick NO- o• series. Half-a-crown's worth of these Beautiful Cards 

	

1 	superior packet. 
all finished with Leaflet, Silk Chord, and Tassel. A very 

Sent post paid, 1/1 

1 /- 

We have had a glorious year. 

Our Mission is a hive of Christian Agencies. 

Extension has been forced upon us. 

WE REPRESENT YOU, READERS. 

Send us by return a donation, a parcel of 
goods, for our Sale of Work on Decem-
ber 11th and 12th, new or second-hand, and if 
you can afford nothing more-a:word of good cheer. 

SAMUEL PALMER, Superintendent, 

LIVINGSTONE HALL, EDINBURGH. 

OLDHAM HOUSE HYDRO 
MATLOCK. 



A Great Bargain. 
THE DORE FAMILY BIBLE. 

This is a truly magnificent work• It is in two volumes. Size 	X 12 X 4 
inches thick and bound in best Morocco, beautifully gilt on sides and back, with gilt 
edges. Nearly every other page is a full-page illustration in the inimitable style 
of GUSTAVB DOR.B. The work is published at 	7s., but I am pleased to offer 
it at £3 10s.-less than half price. There is only a limited number to be had. 

A WONDERFIIIIL OFFER! 
THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA BIBLICA. A Four Volume work com-

plete in One Volume. Published at £5. Bound in Half Morocco. Offered at 
£1 13s. 6d. net 

" UNDER THE SYRIAN SUN." Two Volumes. The Lebanon, 
Baalbeck, Galilee and Judea. By A. C. INCHBOLD, author of " Phantasmia," 
" Princess Feather," " The Silver Dove," &c. This book contains lo full-page coloured 
plates and eight black and white drawings by Stanley Inchbold. The Literary World 
says : " We do not remember to have seen any such attempt as Mr. Inchbold makes to 
represent the wonderful variety of continually changing colour that is peculiar to the 
Holy Land. ' These water colours are specially interesting, because of the vivid and 
sympathetic way in which they represent the cities and landscape of Palestine. This 
book was published at 4-t 4s. net. Offered at 115 (fd. 

NEAREST THE POLE. A Narrative of the Polar Expedition of the 
Peary Arctic Club in the S.S. Roosevelt 1905.6, by R. E. PEARY. Full of beautiful 
photographs. Published at au. Offered at 6s. ed 
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BOOK STEWARD'S ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. THE CONNEXIONAL 

PICTORIAL SHEET 

ALM1N1CK.  

DO YOU KNOW? 
THE 

Aldersgate 
Primitive 

Methodist 
Magazine 

Best Family Magazine in 

Great Britain, 

INTERESTING. 
INFORMING. 

RELIGIOUS. 
Suited to 

THE ELDERLY, 
THE MIDDLE AGED, 

THE YOUNG. 
Appealing to 

MEN, WOMEN, 
YOUNG PEOPLE, 

BOYS & GIRLS. 

Ask your Minister to show you 
the January Advance Copy. 

THIRTY ARTICLES. 
FIFTY ILLUSTRATIONS. 

THREE SERIALS. 
" The Good Friend's House," by 

Mary M. Sharpe. 
" Sweet Sister Temperance," by 

Isabel Griffiths. 
"Stories of a Native Commissioner," 

by Rev. E. W. Smith. 
Some of the Contents : 

" Wonderful Conversions," by REV. C. 
C. MCKECHNIE. 

"A Quest for Job's Tears," by ALLEN 
WEST. 

" The Greatest Lion Story," by G. CRAN-
FORD JAMES. 

" Our Central African Missions," by 
A. BALDWIN. 

" Precious Memories," by WM. WINDSOR. 
" Matlock Choir," by REV. J. BURTON. 
" The President's Message." 
" Gems of Healthy Fiction," by the 

EDITOR. 
"Sabbath Chimes," by REV. A. T. 

GUTTERY. 
" Aspects of Californian Life," by G. 

CARVER LENNOX. 
" Sparks from the Anvil," by F. J. 

SAINTY. 
Complete Story, " As we Forgive," by 

LILY COOK. 
" The Greatest Preacher in London," by 

The WANDERER. 
"Taken at the Flood: Bexhill," by 

T. A. FAIRWEATHV. 
"The Romance of our Chapels," by 

OSCAR NEWM. 
Woman's Kingdom," 

by AUNT MARJORIE. 
" First Aid in the Home," by AN OLD 

PRACTITIONER. 

" Children's Sunday at Home," by 
W. C. Ball ; Primitive Methodist 
Watchwords, by A. Wood. With 
Memoirs, Reviews, News from the 
Front, &a. 

Now Ready. 

RAMSAY GUTHRIE'S 
NEW BOOK 

The Maddisons of Moorlea 
Large Crown 8vo, Cloth boards, Gilt top, 

Illustrated. 

Price Two Shillings and Sixpence. 

JUST ISSUED. 

A New and Third Edition of 
RAMSAY GUTHRIE'S 

First Book 

"ON GOD'S LINES." 
Large Crown 8vo, Cloth boards, Gilt top. 

Price 2s. 6d. 

Beoond Edition. 

NEDDY JACQUES 
AND OTHERS. 

By RAMSAY GUTHRIE. 
Large Crown 8vo, Cloth boards, Gilt top. 

Illustrated. 
Price Two Shillings and Sixpence 

"At the Sign of the Lamp 
and Salvage Stories." 
By Edward McLellan. 

Large Crown 8vo, Cloth gilt, and Gilt top. 
Illustrated. 

Price Two Shillings and Sixpence. 

LEADERS OF EN 
SERIES, 

Large Crown 8vo, Cloth gilt. Illustrated. 

Price Two Shillings and Sixpence. 
Theodore Roosevelt By Charles D. 

Michael. 
Will Crooks. By George Haw, with 

Introduction by G. K. Chesterton. 
Leo Tolstoy. By A. C. Turberville. A 

work of splendid interest in view of the 
approaching eightieth birthday of Count 
Tolstoy. 

Dr. John Clifford. By Denis Crane. 
John Burns, M.P. By A. P. Grubb. 

GEORGE MACDONALD'S 

FAMOUS BOOKS. 
Now Ready, a New Illustrated 

Edition of the following: 

Adela Cathcart. 

Weighed and Wanting. 

Mary Marston. 

A Dish of Orts. 

Guild Court. 

Stephen Archer. 

The Vicar's Daughter. 

Published at 3/6 per vol. 

Offered at 2/- net, 

The Red Dwarf 
and Other Stories for Young Folk. 

By H. 0. H. Richardson. 
With an Introduction by Dr. J. CLIFFORD. 

Crown 8vo, Cloth boards. Illustrated. 

Price Is. 6d. net. 

Three charming Toy Books, 
printed in four colours. Splen-
did presents for children. 

FOUR AND TWENTY TOILERS. 
By F. D. Bedford & E. Y. Lucas. 

ALL THE WORLD OVER. 
By Edith Farmiloe & E. Y. Lucas. 

PICCALLILI. 
By Edith Farmiloe. 

Published at 6s. 
Offered at 2s. 13d. 

FOR 1909. 

BEAUTILULLY designed and 'printed in 
two colours, containing much use-
ful and interesting information, anp 
Portraits of the President and Vice-
President of Conference, and many 
other past and present Connexional 
officers. 

PRICE ONE PENNY EACH. 
Mounted on Linen & Rollers & Varnished 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 

MOTTO CARD FOR 1909 
ARTISTICALLY produced in gold and 
colours, with silk cord for hanging on 
wall. An unique design, giving the 
portraits of President and Vice-Presi-
dent of Conference, and Secretary and 
Treasurer of the Centenary Fund. 

A copy should be presented to every 
Church Member and Scholar. 

Price 1d. each, or 58. 6d. per 100. 

PRIVATE 

CHRISTMAS CARDS. 
MY NEW SPECIMEN BOOKS are 
now complete, and will be forwarded, 
on application, to any address in the 
United Kingdom, Post Free. Those 
who intend sending Cards abroad should 

apply for Book without delay. 

Christmas Cards in Packets 

The Wonderful Packet of 20 exquisite 
Christmas and New Year Cards at 
9d., postage extra, 2d. 

The Excellent Box of 12 well selected 
choice Christmas and New Year 
Cards, including envelopes, at ls., 
postage extra, 3d. 

The Hearty Greetings Box of 20 High 
Class Christmas and New Year Cards, 
including envelopes, at ls. 9d. post-
age extra, 3d. 

The Rose Box of 12 well selected 
choice Christmas and New Year 
Cards, including envelopes, at 2s., 
postage extra, 3d. 

SERIILVOLUMESron1908 
Beautifully Bound in Cloth Boards, 
making very Handsome Annuals. 

THE QUARTERLY REVIEW AND 
CHRISTIAN AMBASSADOR. A 
beautiful volume for the Library, 95. 

PRIMITIVE METHODIST •MAGA-
ZINE. A splendid presentation vol-
ume, 7s. 6a. 

THE CHRISTIAN MESSENGER. A 
valuable present, 8s. 6d. 

SPRINGTIME. A very handsome pre-
sent for the young men and maidens 
in the homes of our people. Cloth, 3s. 
Cloth Gilt, 8s. 6d. 

THE MORNING. Cloth, 2s. ; Gilt extra,  
2e. 61 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL JOURNAL 
and TEACHER'S ASSISTANT. 
Cloth Boards, 8s. 

THE CHILD'S FRIEND. Cloth Boards, 
le. Cloth Gilt, le. 4d. 

Give your ORDER EARLY to prevent 
disappointment. FOR CHILDREN. 	  

E. DALTON, 48-50 Aldersgate Street, London, E.C.' 
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splendid men have been reared. The Trythalls were staerreh 
brave men, and few more loyal members are to be found that 
the present bearers of that honoured name. Matthew Quin-
trell was a man of quaint but exceptional ability. And who 
that knows anything of Camborne is not famihar with such 
names as Bryant,Waters, 
Chynoweth, Bennetts, 
Curnow, Nankivel and 
Retallack. And what a 
power was Capt. Rob-
bing I It ie a joy to us 
that his grandson, Mr. 
W. J. Robins, a local 
preacher, class leader, 
assistant society steward, 
and secretary of the 
Camborne Trust, is prov-
ing himself to be one of 
the most indefatigable 
workers we have to-day. 
From Camborne also the 
circuit has chosen Mr. 
W. Palmer, a man of un-
common grit, to be its 
junior circuit steward. 

Some years ago a re-
markable revival broke 
out here. Services were 
held nightly for over eight weeks, and over two hundred 
professed conversion. A number of them became useful 
local preachers. This revival spread to nearly all the 

MR. We PALMER, JUNIOR CIRCUIT STEWARD. 

CAMBORNE CHURCH. 

MR. R. PAPPIN, SENIOR CIRCUIT STEWARD. 

REDRUTH CHURCH. 

MR. W. IIOSKIN'H. 

BROAD LANE CHURCH. 

T H s Western 
most part of Eng-
land, with its 
wealth of s u n-
shine, has come 
to be known as 
the ' Cornish Ri-
viera.' Its mild 
winters and  its 
soft warm sum-
mers make i t e 
climate delight-
ful. The people 
are  largely o f 
Celtic origin. 
Emotional and 
excitable, the  3r 
can be kind heart-
ed, generous and 
courteous. Some 
of - the bee t 
men w e have 
been privileged 
to meet are Cor-
nish; good as  
gold, true a s 
steel; men who 

would be enormous aesets to any church or community. 
It is not surprising that these emotional people are fond of 

music; they revel in it. They are good singers; and this is 
the land of organs. In our choirs may often be found very 
talented men and women, youths and maidens; and musical 
degrees are quite common. Their love of hymns and hymn 
tunes is notorious. On board ship or in foreign lands, you 
may easily know a Cornishman, Whatever others may be 
doing he will be siogiog the hymns of the Homeland. So 
great is his love for hymns that even if he be drunk (and we 
have seen drunken Cornishmen), he can sing nothing else. We 
shall not soon forget meeting a group of drunken men soon 
after coming to Redruth. They were singing ' All hail the 
power of Jean's name,' and fine singers they were—the bean-
tiful blending of all the parts was amazing. 

REV. H. T. B. GOODWIN. 

There is a deep religious vein in these people of the West. 
The Scotsman is said to be a good sermon taster. So undoubt-
edly is also the Coruishman ; nay, he is more. He is an ad-
mirer and lover of a good sermon. A master in the pulpit 
becomes almost an idol amongst these people. How they fire 
your imagination. They compel you to preach. No ten 
minutes' sermons here. A man who cannot preach in Corn-
wall ought to try his baud at something else. In the bowels 
of the earth on the Monday morning the sermons of the pre-
vious day are discussed alike by the godly and carnally minded. 
Sometimes the discussion will continue for the whole week, 
and many and stringent are the criticisms passed on them. 

But Cornwall is pre-eminent-
ly ihe land of Methodism. In 
1745 John Wesley first visited 
this county, and from end to 
end he tramped, preaching the 
message of the Crossat every 
available spot, and establishing 
little Methodist societies, until 
the whole of the peninsula was 
dotted with Methodist chapels, 
Here, too, in the early part of 
tbe nineteenth century the Bible 
Christians — then known as 
Bryanites —sprang into being; 
and to this same part of England 
name William Clowes in 1825. 
There is also a goodly number 
of what, until the Union, were 
known as United Methodist 

BEV. W, EASEL 	Free Churches. Here and there 

, 	
you come across an Anglican 

Church sometimes you may see a Baptist, Congregational, or 
Roman Catholic Church, but go where you will, you find a 
Methodist chapel; you cannot escape them, they are every-
where. Indeed, nothing strikes visitors more than their ex-
traordinary number. 

We have already noticed that William Clowes visited Corn-
wall in 1815. It in unnecessary to go over again the history 
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of those days, since it liar been so well done by Mr. Kendall 
in Vol. II. of his History of the Primitive Methodist Church. 
Suffice it to say that while Clowes was labouring on the London 
Mission, he received an invitation to come down to Cornwall 
from a Mr. Turner at Redruth, who, with his wife, had been 
working as an unattached evangelist in and around the town. 
They had succeeded in gathering in a few converts, and there 
was a strong desire that they should be handed over to the 

care of the Prim-
itive Methodist 
0011111311011. [3:13 
on October 5th, 
of the aforemen-
tioned year, 
Clowes arrived 
in Redruth, and 
since then Prim-
itive Methodism 
has been a power 
to be reckoned 
with in this Me-
thodist county. 

The Redruth 
ciroait consists 
of ten churohes, 
with two minis-
ters, thirty local 
preachers, a n d 
twenty-five class 
leaders, with 
their assistants. 
Geographically 
it is not a wide 
circuit, the 
farthest distance 

being only three miles. The Redruth Church is without doubt 
the nest Primitive Methodist Church in the West of England. 
It as a seating capacity of over 800, and possesses a beau-
tiful three manual organ blown by electricity. Mr. F. E. 
Luke, A.R.0 0 , the accomplished organist, who is a member 
of the Church, and to whom it is a joy to meet in class, is an 
ideal man for the position, and his choir treats us with some 
very fine music. The erection of this church in 1884, 

enabled ne to utilise the old chapel for 
Sunday school purposes. The locality in 
which it is situate is known as • Plain-an-
gwarry.' The late rector of the parish 
church called it plague and worry.' We 
have often wondered whether our presence 
there had anything to do with this change 
of nomenclature. In any case some grand 
times have been witnessed here, glorious 
revivals which men speak of to this day 
with a thrill of joy. As we write it is 
gratifying to record that a revival has 
broken out again. It has not yet assumed 
any great dimensions, but there are indica-
tions that the best is yet to be.' We have 
had the droppings, may God send us the 
showers. Redruth is waiting for them, 
longing, yearning. 

Perhaps the most familiar names con-
nected with this church are those of Capt. 
John Hooking and Capt. Chas. Fredk. 
Bishop. What magnificent men they were, 
Each in his own order, extraordinary. 
What a debt the men of the present owe 
to them. They are gone, but they are not 
forgotten. Not only were they captains 
of industry, but leaders of the first rank 

in the church. Kindly and deserving reference is made 
to them in Mr. Kendall's great work. But there were 
other men too. Edward Smith, John Nicholls, John Treth-
owan, William T. Hooking, the Jones, the Michelle of Treleigh, 
the Teaguee, Jas. Puckey, and a host of others, not to mention 
the men of the present, worthy sons of their noble sires. 

What a character was Jno. Trethowanl Not cultured in 
the way men speak of culture. But he had a ripe soul as was 

seen in his inter-
course with his fel-
low men. John was 
a miner. Now it is 
the habit of miners 
on pay day to file up 
to the office window 
where the cashier 
has a list of the 
names of the men 
who have 'anything 
to come ' i.e. (in the 
way of wages) and 
sometimes a man 
would be told his 
name wasn't down. 
John would say to 
the men on pay day, 
' Haste got anything 
to come?' A trifle,' 
was the usual reply. 
'Haste got anything 
to come at th' great 
day ? ' he continued; 
' i f thee hasn't, 
they'll tell ee, when 

theeet come up to the window your name eddn (isn't) here; 
thee hasn't got nothin' to oome.' 

Camborne is a town three miles away, with a population 
of 15,000. Here the second minister, the Rev. W. Zany, 
lives. Camborne church will seat nearly 500. Very remark-
able scenes have been witnessed here at various times, and  

country places. Another gracious revival which began here 
kept the church doors open night and day for over sixteen 
weeks. 

At Broad Lane may be found a type of the religious life 
rarely met with. We have been in meetings there when the 
Spirit of the Highest rested upon us in abundant measure, and 
very strange were the manifestations of religions emotion that 
were witnessed. One saintly man, during a prayer meeting 
after a week night service, to the utter amazement of the 
preacher who had never seen that kind of thing before, began 
to laugh, and he laughed and laughed again. It was conta-
gious. Another laughed, and another. The preacher opened 
his eyes and, the Lord forgive him, he laughed too. When 
he spoke to them of it afterwards they called it Holy 
Laughter.' William Clowes met with that sort of thing 
when he was here more than eighty years ago, and he ex-
postulated with them. But his expostulations have been in 
vain, so far at least as Broad Lane is concerned. And after 
all, why, if emotion leads one to tears should it not lead an-
other to laughter, for are they not closely related. Laughter 
and tears, shouting and singing may be but different manifes-
tations of the 
same emotion. 

There is o n e 
name which will 
linger long in the 
memory o f the 
men a t Broad 
Lane, and that 
name is John 
Daddow. He was 
a religious giant. 
His great person-
ality was  truly 
magnetic. He 
possessed i n a 
marked degree  
that religious fer-
vour so charac-
teristic of the Cornishman. Underground, many fathoms 
below the surface, Capt. Daddow has had many a prayer 
meeting with his men. Mr. W. Hooking, the Redruth 
society steward, who is at the head of the Mineral Depart. 
ment of the Tehidy Estate, was one day inspecting the mine 
of which John Daddow was agent. They came to a stope (an 
excavation) where all hands had stopped work and were sing-
ing. John called out, 'What's up, down there.? got a revival 
haste ?" Ise, Capn ' they said. ' Oh, all right un ' (then) Was 
all the Captain replied. One of the miners who had just been 
converted was shouting Glory,' and Daddow called down to 
him, Glory, now go on with your work.' One day a crane 
toppled over and crushed a man to death. Bystanders said, 
Send for the doctor.' It isn't the doctor, it's Jesus Christ 

that's wanted here,' said John. Brother Daddow has gone to 
his reward, but men like John Harris and his brother William, 
Richard Jeffery, Frank Sherman, and many others are nobly 
carrying on the work of this church. 

These Cornish people are very demonstrative, and at times 
their demonstration is boisterous. The Steward at Redruth 
Highway tells us that at a revival there not long ago thee. 

A BIT OF eORNISH METHODISM. 
By Rev. Henry T. B. Goodwin. 
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extraordinary manifestations of religions emotion meant that 
£50 had to be spent on repairs when the revival was over, 
and we have been warned in connection with the present out-
break at Redruth, that the folk will frighten us yet. But 
there are those amongst us who will not be frightened if it 
means that in the joy of being turned from darkness unto 
light, and from the power of Satan unto God, these emotional 
people begin to shout. Let them shout. We at any rate will 
not hinder them. 

NORTH COUNTRY CHURCH. 

During the enlargement of the old chapel at North Country 
one of these revivate began. The old place had become too 
small, the end wall was knocked out and the chapel lengthen-
ed. But the religious enthusiasm of these people reached 
such a pitch that all day long, and far into the night for weeks 
together, meetings were held. Even the masons 'left their 
work to sob out their penitence and begin a new life. A wind-
ing sheet was suspended where the old wall had been until 
the new part was covered in, for the place was wanted. These 
Cornish revivals are as unaccountable as the wind. They are 
not as a rule the result of organised efforts; there is a spon-
taneity about them which brooks no interference. 

The present church at Lanner has taken the place of the 
old Blacksmith's shop in which our people first met to wor-
ship, and we have here a good society of earnest workers. 
Two of our churches, Carnkie and Treskillard, are situated 

LANNEB CHURCH. 

close by the famous bill known as 'Cam Brea.' No place so 
much reminds us of Mow Cop. More than one camp meeting 
have we been privileged to take part in on this glorious old 
hill, 

We have two other societies, Tnckingmill and Condurrow. 
One cannot speak of Condurrow without thinking of John 
Rickard—one of the quaintest of men—a local preacher of a 
rare type. One Sunday evening, at Redruth, he was longing 
for an old time service, when there was spirit in the singing 
and in the prayers. In those days,' he said, it was easy to 
pray—now there's no help—I tell 'ee what,' said the old man, 
A good Amen from a honest heart is like oil to a screechy 

wheel.' John's great hindrance prior to his conversion was 
his 'bacca box,' and when the moment of decision came, he 
went out on the highway and closing his eyes, he turned round 
and round, threw his beam ' and pipe over the hedge, and 
turned round again before opening his eyes, lest knowing 

TRESKILLARD CHURCH. 

where they were he should go after them. His advice was 
' Close your eyes on the past—throw it overboard, and take 
hold of Christ.' 

God bless this old circuit. She has seen grand days and 
grand men, and in the good Providbnce of God she shall see 
them again. 

'Sunday Morning at Norwood.' By Rev. S. A. Tipple. H. R. 
All 	. gs• 6d. net. 

THIS book is a reprint, with the addition of two new discourses. 
It will be welcomed by all ' Sermon tasters.' The subjects 
are chosen with discrimination, and the treatment is practical 
and suggestive. The author is a preacher with a firm, sure 
touch. And the figure of Jesus in the midst of the ages, is 
it not just this, a perpetual exhortation to men to be a little 
better than they are—to be less worldly, lees grovelling, 
lows selfish, to rise from their low level to higher ways, to a 
n obler and purer spirit ? ' The prayers are comprehensive in 
their scope and bear evidence of ()Ireful preparation. The 
honk is worthy of a wide circulation —W. M. K. 

FIVE brothers. They are all Primitive Methodists. They all 
reside in the same town. They are all fish merchants. They 
are are all officials of our Churoh—four of them in the same 
society. They have all excellent gifts, and they all use them 
in the service of the Church and the Kingdom of God. They 
are all married, and their wives and families are practically in-
terested in religious work. 

They had five sisters. One of these went to heaven sev-
eral years ago. Four still survive, and they are actively en-
gaged in the service of God. They, like their brothers, have 
not been content to remain on the level of their early oircum-
stances. One of them is the Mayoress of Burton-on-Trent 
1907-9; another is wedded to a highly esteemed North York-
shire journalist; and the other two reside in their native town, 
wedded to men who have a long and honourable record of 
service in-connection with the United Methodist Church, and 
in addition thereto they have taken a considerable share in 
the government and the political life of their small but not 
unimportant city. This record is enough to make Market 
Rasen, their birthplace, respected if not renowned. 

Four of the brothers came one by one to Grimsby as the 
time arrived for striking out their own course of life. Our 
Ebenezer church became their religious home, and with one 
exception they have all remained there. Their surname is 
Watkinson, but it is so sparingly used by those who know 
them best that I had forgotten to mention it before. They 
are familiarly known as G. S., T. R., C. K., W. S., and Dick. 
The wives of the last two are sisters, and their comfortable 
homes are side by side. They are all lovers of music in vary-
hog degrees, and enthusiastically devoted to religious work 
among young people, and to say they are ardent politicians is 
to put the case mildly. Of their politioal creed it is needless 
to speak. Where merit is all but uniform, seniority must be 
the law of precedence. They vary in size, weight, and fea-
ture, but in character and service they are all excellent. 

Unlike the:rest, 
Mr. G. S. Wat-
kins on, did 
not migrate di-
rect to Grimsby 
in his youth, but 
only arrived 
there twenty 
years ago, having 
taken a more cir-
caitoua route. 
But those 20 
years have been 
crowded with 
spiritual and phi-
lanthropic toil 
a n d enterprise. 
The Infant Claes, 
the most import-
ant in a Sunday 
School, has been 
a great success 
under his super-
intendency. In 
interesting a n d 
instructing little 
ones he is an 	MB. G. H. WATKINSON. 
adept. The class 
has grown from 12 to 150 in regular attendance. He took 
an active part in forming an Adult Bible Class. He has long 
been identified with the Band of Hope, and it has been a 
phenomenal success. With the view of preventing the boys 
and youths of the school from drifting away, he commenced 
the first Company of the Boys' Brigade in Grimsby, and this 
has not only been a success in itself, but eight or ten other 
Companies have been formed in the town and neighbour-
hood. In the early days of the Christian Endeavour Move-
ment he was an enthusiastic Endeavourer. 

But philanthropic work called so loudly that he could not 
ignore its demand. The ' neglected child life of the town' 
appealed to him, and not in vain. Free meals, entertainments, 
articles of clothing were provided for as many as means would 
allow. Summer outings to Spurn Point, and into the country 
were organized, and many thousands of the poorest children 
thereby got a little sunshine into their life. Last Christmas 
but one 1500 parcels were sent out to the most neglected waifs 
in the district. The work has grown year by year, new fea-
tures being continually introduced. The balance sheet of the 
Cinderella Club' for 1906.7 shows an income of over £218, 

and £195 of this amount was spent as above indicated, and 
much assistance in goods and service had been rendered which 
a balance sheet cannot show. The Grimsby Police have ren-
dered distinguished service in this good work. 

Two years ago another branch of beautiful service was in-
augurated. Mr. Watkinson and his oo-workers felt the neces-
sity of securing for the sick children of the poor a brief holi-
day at the sea-side. A site and a building were secured, and 
the Birds' Nest,' as it is called, was opened.- It is situated 
at the mouth of the Humber. During the first season 173 
children had the benefit of a stay of a week (many of them 
more) in the 'Nest.' The first year's balance sheet reveals 
cash contributions amounting to over £147, and much generous 
help in other forms. To what this work may grow who can 
tell ? 

In the light of these facts it is not surprising that the 
official life of our Church does not see much of this eager 
worker for the needy. Circuit and connexional courts and 
funotione are very secondary in his thoughts. Yet he has 
found time to serve, and serve well, on the Cleethorpes Urban 
District Council, of which he is a very active member. With 
the exception of that work he lives, Sunday and week-day, 
for the children. Some who think they have no time for 
either religious work or philanthropic service will wonder 
when our friend earns his own living, and whether he ever 
goes to bed. Such persons do not know what life is. ' No 
man ever received more gladness and joy in any walk of life 
ban I receive in ascribing the best of twenty years in work- 

A WORTHY QUINTETTE. 

ing for Christ among the helpless and hopeless on life's 
sea.' Such is the testimony of this enthusiast, and such is 
his present reward. But what wealth of recompense has he 
in store! 

It is thirty-three years since he migrated to Grimsby. He  
at once became a teacher in the Ebenezer school, and very 
shortly after he was put on the Local Preachers' plan. Be 
is a handy man, and equally at home and at ease at the school 
desk, in the pulpit, and on the publio platform. In which 

branch of work he ie most 
apt and efficient it is dif-
ficult to say. He has a 
long record in them all. 
He was a superintendent 
of the Ebenezer school 
twelve years, and of the 
Hainton Street eohool sev-
enteen years, and for a 
still longer period be has 
been one of the most ac-
ceptable lay preachers in 
North Lincolnshire. Now 
that he is free from school 
responsibilities he is doing 
more preaching than ever, 
and in the current quarter 
be is taking duty on twelve 
Sundays out of the thir-
teen. His services are in 
demand far beyond the 
limits of the Grimsby - 
cults. In platform meet-
ings he is very effective. 

Religious, temperance, and political meetings are sure to 
belively if he is one of the speakers. But he has done 
much work of a less showy but equally important kind. 
He was the District Sunday school secretary for many years, 
and for five years he was District C.E secretary. Probably 
he has loot count of the number of District Assemblies of 
which he has been a member, and he has been a delegate to 
several Conferences. In civic affairs he has taken an active part. 
He was a member of the Grimsby school Board for seven years, 
and he served on the Borough Council six years. Possibly he 
might have served longer in the latter capacity if he had not 
served so well. The policy of thorough ' is no guarantee of a 
long lease of public life. In 1906 he was made a Justice of 
the Peace, and as a Magistrate he finds many opportunities of 
useful service. He possesses considerable musical ability, and 
a large share of mechanical skill. He owns a motor-car, but 
he is his own engineer and chauffeur. This car has become 
identified with the Centenary movement through two motor 
campaigns in the Eastern counties on its behalf. Another 
campaign is promised, this time in Yorkshire, when the con-
venient season arrives. His health is not so robust as his 
appearance would suggest, yet with care he manages to get 
through a great deal of hard and useful work. He is pre-
eminently a young people's man in the pulpit and on the plat-
form, and he has steered many young travellers into virtue's 
paths. 

In inches he is the least of the quintette. In mental and 
moral parts he is equal to any of his brothers. Here is his 
record of service. He went to Grimsby in early manhood 
thirty-three years ago, joined the Ebenezer church and school, 
and for thirteen years he was school secretary and a teacher. 
He has been school superintendent twenty years, chapel 
steward and treasurer twenty years, a member of the choir 
thirty-three years, and choir-master twenty-five years, class 
leader thirty years, and has served a term as circuit steward. 
The one official capacity he has missed is that of local 
preacher, and he has only missed that in the nominal sense, 
for he has preached both at home and away, and preached as 
though to the manner born, But his school-work has the first 

place in his love. 
Scarcely anything 
can keep him from 
it. Holidays are 
not permitted to do 
it. The inconveni-
ence and coot of long 
Saturday night jour-
neys are unavailing. 
He will be there. 
He is a full-timer 
at church work. His 
Sundays are f u 
grown in hours of 
labour and intensity 
of zeal. His week 
evenings are almost 
wholly given up to 
the material and 
spiritual into rests of 
the church. He 
takes his recreation? 
in religious activi-
ties, and this form 
enjoyment agree?  
with his health of 
body and soul. 

Municipal work and honour have been pressed upon him 
again and again, but without success. He has always felt 
that important as that is, spiritual service is of greater 
worth, and he has declined to ' come down' from the greater 
work to the less. 'Tie true he served on the old Cleethorpes 
School Board, and he is now one of the managers of the 
Council Schools in the same area but that is work for the 
children, and only their claims have been strong enough to 
draw him into public life. 

As choirmaster he serves the church with distinction. He 
always keeps together a good choir of young voices, and our 
musical service at Ebenezer is an inspiration to preacher and 
people. As a public speaker Ihe is finent,;oogent, playful, and 
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effective. Few men have given the Licensing Bill more in-
fluential support than he. A little interruption calls forth his 
best powers, and his opponents have reason to regret their 
impertinence. In market place or public hall he is a valuable 

MR. W. S. WATK1NBON. 

I There's lots of music in them—the hymns of long ago—
And when some grey-haired brother sings the ones 

I used 0 know, 
I sorter want to take a handl I think of days gone by.' 

IT was no merry England ' in which early Primitive Meth-
odism began its work. There had been a time when the land 
was full of song—when men sang out of pure cheerfulness and 
lightness of heart. But in the first third of the nineteenth 
century, ae Thomas Moz'ey tells us, the sounds that filled the 
air were mainly discordant ones—contentious cries or com-
plaining& His testimony, dark as it is, is confirmed to the 
letter by the quite recent publication of memoirs dealing with 
that distressful time. Here, for instance, in The Reminiscen-
ces of Albert Pell,' some time M.P. for South Leicestershire, 
we find Mozley's contention fully sustained. Mr. Pell, who 
was born in 1820, fell sick while a youth at Harrow School, 
and spent a year with a tutor in the Midlands in the midst of 
the etockingers or framework knitters. In no contemptuouer 
spirit he describes them as a most mile-able, under-sized, 
under-paid, under-fed class, subject to the cruellest forme of 
truck.' They were often spoken of as shapes,' i.e , light corn, 
and breeches and bones,' and so on. The passing along 
through the Leicestershire villages of anyone dressed in decent 
broadcloth brought out a buzzing swarm of stockingere from 
their frames behind their long cottage windows to curse and 
vituperate while they pursued the retreating `aristocrat' with 
sticks, mud, and stones beyond theconfines of the hive.' More 
than once young Pell had to run for it, and in this and other 
ways he did not fail to become aware of their distress, poverty, 
and helplessness. On looking back,' he says, ' how disturbed 
those times appear compared with the present! The intro-
duction to, and forerunner of, Reform was violence and out-
rage. Rebecca and her crew were destroying toll gates in 
Wales. Captain Swing and his gang were burning hay-ricks 
round London, and I went out in evenings to a low bill in the 
Fens to see the corn-stacks here and there lighted up, while 
with a wind the flames rushed along the high stubble as on the 
prairie, unchecked by any hedges, broke in flares against other 
stacks in the open, to their utter destruction.' 

But what has all this to do with the old hymns and tunes? 
Much, every way. We think of the drab, hard lives of the 
men who heard these hymns for the first time. It was a new 
experience. They listened. For a moment the discordant, pas-
sionate cries with which the air was filled were hushed. The 
hymns were not all denunciatory or even triumphant. Some 
of them had the wooing note, and some an undertone sugges-
tive of the pathos of life which would make a strong appeal 
and bring a waft of hope. For the thought would come: ' Here 
are plain, poor men like myself, who, though life ie hard, 
can smooth it with hope and oheer it with song. I wish I had 
their secret, and then, perhaps, I could sing as they do.' Im-
palpable and difficult to put into words, yet mighty is the in-
fluence of sacred song. We know it is so from the numberless 
testimonies we have to its arreetive and inspiring power. Some 
of us know it also from experience. I have a vivid recollection 
of a particular Sunday now more than 40 years ago. It is pre-
sent with me as I write, and eo I shall speak of it in the present 
tense. It is the day of Newcastle-on-Tyne's annual camp 
meeting. In the afternoon we shall assemble on the town's 
spacious moor; but this bright morning we are spending in real 
mission work in some of Newcastle's oldest, poorest streets 
abutting on the river. The familiar hymns are sung heartily 
and melodiously. Wretched men and women hang out of the 
tall houses and cluster round the dilapidated doorways of 
tenements which have seen better days. It is easy to tell that 
sacred song is doing its work in softening the nature and stir-
ring memory. 

Then a halt is made, and 
George Charlton steps forward 
and gives one of his inimitable 
talks, which goes straight to 
the hearts and consciences of 
the men and women within 
the hearing of his voice. You 
can see by their faces the word 
is being carried home; they are 
having ' compunctious visit-
logs,' both of nature and of 
grace. How George Charlton 
loved the old hymns! best of 
all, perhaps, he loved ' Lift 
up your hearts, Immanuel's 
friends,' and ' How beauteous 
are their feet.' With what zest 
he would sing the words: ' He 
reigns and triumphs here !' 

Our fathers were averse 
from the pen, and, indeed, 
had little time to record 
their experiences, even had they been inclined to do so. 
But for this; there would have been abundant material to 
show how the old hymns arrested the attention and were 
never forgotten. Now and again an outsider who could 
write, like William Hewitt or George Borrow, brings us in 
touch with the past, and we see the old hymns doing their 
work. In Barrow's ' Lavengro ' there is a remarkable passage 
quite in point. The ' scholar ' comes across a crowd of people 
gathered round an unhorsed waggon on which were half a. 
dozen men in sober attire, with short hair which seemed to have 
been smoothed down with the hand. It was a Norfolk camp 
meeting, and we have good reasons for believing it was a Pri- 
mitive Methodist camp meeting. Soon after the scholar's arri- 
val a speaker finished his address, and there was a cry for a 
hymn ' to the glory of God.' What now concerns us here is his 

i 

I

description of the singing of that hymn, and how it impressed 
him then and haunted him afterwards. ' It was a strange- 

The bibliography of the first hymn book is an intricate sub-
j out, which we shall not attempt to unravel here. Suffice it to 
say that from 1825 to 1853 
(when John Flesher's hymn 
book was published) the small' 
and large ' hymn books were 
issued bound together. Thus 
for nearly thirty years the 
Primitives' hymn book, like 
their Bible, was in two parte-
one old and one new. The 
small hymn book, with its 154 
hymns, included some of Lor-
enzo Dow's, rich in their asso-
ciations, which even now 
have a distinctive quality, like 
the scents and fruit flavours of 
the wind-swept heath. There 
are many hymns of Wesley, and 
some of Watts, Cowper, and 
Doddridge. The only original 
hymns which can be identified with certainty are one or two 
by Hugh Bourne, and some 18 by W. Sanders. 

True, there is one hymn in the ' large ' by William Howcroft, 
of no great account. In the official notice of his death, which 
took place in 1852, we are told: ' He was not so much distin-
guished as a preacher as he was for his poetic effusions, which, 
had his mind been cultivated in early life, would doubtless have 
been still more acceptable.' So the broad fact remains that 
W. Sanders is our only hymnist worth mentioning as repre-
sented in the small and large hymn books. 

A friendly critic has regretted that posterity has not found 
in any of these compositions ' the ethereal quality of an im-
mortal hymn.' It may be true that not one of them has now 
a place in the congregational hymnals of other churches, But 
in these days of Pragmatism, when we are so largely infin-
enoed by the consideration of how a thing works, it is satis-
factory to know that some of Saunders' hymns can stand this 
higher test of worth; and this over and above their consider-
able poetic merit, which has secured for them a place in our 
present hymnal. Take, for example, Where shall my soul 
begin to sing?' We read how John Coulthard, of Springfield, 
in Weardale, when dying in 1885 sang with a heavenly ecstasy 
verses four and five of this hymn: ' My feeble song 1 cannot 
raise,' etc. Then,' My 'soul is now united ' is a hymn with a 
history. Jonathan Clewer, writing in the Magazine,' tells how 
in 1823, under the singing of this hymn at a love-feast at 
Wheldrake, in Pocklington circuit, twelve backsliders were 
restored and eight persons received the evidence of pardon. 
Then there is ' Hark! the Gospel news is Bounding'—the Pri-
mitive Methodist Grand March,' as it has been called. On this 
hymn W. Sanders' reputation securely rests. We have told 
elsewhere how once a young man, full of spiritual anxiety, was 
leaning on a wall when in the distance he heard the joyous 
refrain, ' None need perish.' Deliverance came, and that young 
man is now a minister of our Church. Whether there is or is 
not an ethereal quality ' in such hymns as these, there is cer-
tainly the quality of effectiveness; and it is the possession of 
this quality which justifies us in prizing and preserving them. 

Ae we dip into the small hymn book almost every hymn has 
its story or its suggestiveness. ' Christ he site on Zion's hill,' 
which from 1820 took first place in the book, reminds us, as 
does also Hark ! listen to the trumpeters,' that Christ militant 
and the Church militant were favourite conceptions with our 
fathers. It might be well to give that conception fuller play 
in the Christian life of our day. Arise, 0 Zion, rise and shine' 
was the hymn Thomas Oliver and Jonathan Clewer raised in 
the Graesmarket why n they opened their commission in Edin. 
burgh. It seems strange that the weird hymn: 

Oh! ye young, ye gay, ye proud, 
You pallet die and wear the shroud,' 

OUR OLD HYMNS AND TUNES. 

Memories of some Great Singers. 

asset to any meeting or good cause. Our District Assemblies 
and Conferences know him well, for he has been a member of 
five of the former and three of the latter. He was eel( cted to 
give the charge to the churches at the last Synod of his Dis-
trict. He fills many positions, and it is hard to say which he 
fills the best. 

Although his hair is very grey he is yet on the right side of 
fifty. He is a tall, strong, well-proportioned man. He found 
his way to Grimsby while in the middle of his teens, and 
acquired a knowledge of the fish-trade with his uncle, Mr. T. 
M. Gray. Seven years later he commenced business for 
himself, and like his brothers, has done well. 

The story of his church-connections and Christian work is 
much like those already told. Ebenez'r became his spiritual 
home, and after he had served as school teacher and secretary, 
he became superintendent, which office he has held for the last 
fourteen years in jointure with Mr. C. K. Watkineon. He has 
held the post of society steward since 1894, and has a so served 
a term as circuit steward. He has, moreover. been the princi-
pal pew steward for a long time. From 1901 to 1907 he was 
a very active and useful member of the Borough Council bi t 
like many another good man, he received proof of the fickle-
nem of the mind of the electorate in the loss of his seat. 

He has known more domestic sorrow than his brothers. 
After years of weakness and suffering, the wife of his youth 
passed into the skies,' and left him and his family sorely 

bereft. In due time he was married again to Mrs. J. Morley, 
who had known him and his family well for many years, and 
the union is rich in domestic comfort and happiness. 

In general affairs he is well informed, in political matters 
particularly so. He has not cultivated the gift of popular 
speech as much as some of his brothers, but he can speak 
,,ffectively and well on religious, social, and political questions. 
Official life, outside his own church and circuit, has not seen 
much of him, but that is his own fault, or preference. He is 
serving his generation and the church with 'liability, devotion, 
and success. All that pertains to her highest good is dear to 
him, and to promote it he gives his beet. 

This is the Ben- 
jamin of the family, 
although his name 
is Richard. He is 
tall, and of much 
slighter build than 
the .second and 
f,.urth members of 
the quintette. Nor 
is his health so ro-
bust ae that of some 
of the family. He 
has not yet taken to 
p ublic speaking. 
He has a choir con-
nection in the town 
of his birth and the 
town of his adoption 
extending over 
thirty-five year IL 
Secretarial work is 
quite in his line. as 
the trustees of Eb-
enezer church have 
known for twenty 
years. In organiz-
i n g concerts, ba- 
zaars, etc., he is at 

home. He ie a teacher in the Sunday school, and a very useful 
member of the choir. He is possessed of a good tenor voice, 
which he ungrudgingly uses in the service of his Master. 

Whether his natural capacities marked bim out for a fish- 
merchant is very questionable. The artistic temperament is 
in him, and the architectural faculty is strong. His home abounds with evidences of both. He can paint a picture, de-
8113a a building, or a decoration, and produce either in a very 

(Continued on page 8224 

sounding hymn, as well it might be, for everybody joined in it. 
There were voices of all kinds—of men, of women, and child-
ren—of those who could sing and those who could not; a thou-
sand voices all joined, and all joined heartily. No voice of the 
multitude was silent save mine. The crowd consisted entirely 
of the lower classes, labourers and mechanics, and their wives 
and children—dusty people, unwashed people, people of no 
account whatever, and yet they did not look a mob. And when 
that hymn was over—and here let me say that, strange as it 
sounded, I have recalled that hymn to mind, and it has seemed 
to tingle in my ears on occasions when all that pomp and art 
could do to enhance religious solemnity was being done [nein], 
the Sistine chapel, what time the papal band was in full play, 
and the choicest choristers of Italy poured forth their melodi-
ous tones in the presence of Babruscha and his cardinals.' 

The long-lasting , spell the old hymns cast on men is yet 
again illustrated by an incident hitherto, we believe, unrecoraed. 
Jane Anedale, who laboured so successfully in Weardale, was 
afterwards married to Mr. Suddarde, one of Hull circuit's mis-
sionaries. The health of both being greatly impaired by their 
labours and privations, they went to the United States, and Mr. 
Saddards became an episcopal clergyman in Philadelphia. Soon 
after going to America, the Rev. J. Odell (to whom we are in-
debted for the incident) called on Dr. Suddards with a letter 
of introduction from Mr. J. T. Robson, of Hull. I was,' said 
Mr. Odell, received graciously, and even gratefully. After 
pleasant chat and luncheon, the doctor proposed to take me to 
his church—old St. George's—which was quite near. As the 
three of us stood in front of the communion table, and altar, 
Dr. Saddards said that on that spot he and his wife stood, 
morning by morning, for private worship. Together they sang 
the of I hymns of their mission days, and then as the old fire 
burned and their souls were glowing with the love of God, they 
prayed for their old friends, and were often transported in 
spirit to the scenes of their former labours and triumphs. 
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should have had such an influence over people as undoubtedly 
it bad. In our delving amongst the old magazines we have 
met with several instances in whioh the subjects of biographies 
ascribed their conversion to the impression produced by the 
singing of this. As for ' Stop, poor sinner, stop and think,' it 
was a deadly arm of precision as handled by John Benson, as 
the well-known stories show. 

Primitive Methodism has bad many famous choirmasters, 
amongst whom John Kidd and Richard Raine must be accorded 
high place. 

JOHN KIDD. 

A WORTHY QUJNTETTE. 
(Continued from page 821.) 

creditable way. He has found a living in fish, and recrea-
tion by following out his natural bent in other directions. 

There are many ways of serving the Kingdom of God. 
' There are diversities of gifts,' and these brothers afford a 
striking example of how all gifts and endowments can be en-
nobled by their consecration to Christ-like work. The associa-
tions and ministries of the Church have done much for the 
members of this family, and they, in return, have wrought 
well for the Church. 

A reminiscence of days long since gone may close this 
story. Thirty years ago, and more, the writer conducted a 
Bible class in connection with the Grimsby Ebenezer church. 
Three of these brothers, and the young ladies whom they 
subsequently married, were members of it. She who became 
the minister's wife was in it. The present Mrs. W. S. Wat-
kinson and her first husband were in it. Several more young 
men and women who have since then mated, and during the 
intervening years have been sources of strength to the cause 
of God, were in that Friday night Bible class. Whether it is 
a ease of cause and effect, or only a fortuitous' circumstance 
we do not say. The memory of it is very previous and in-
spiring. 

REV. W. BARKER. 

IN the North-Eastern division of the County Palatine of Lan-
cashire there is a distinct type of personal character, and one 
outstanding feature of this idineyncracy is the unique anima-
tion which is frequently manifested in the thought, speech, 
and actions of the people. At times the wit is as sharp and 
sparkling as the keenest wit of either the Irish or the French; 
and yet, paradoxical as it may seem to be, the natives of East 
Lancashire are easily moved to sympathy and sadness, and in 
a time of reaction (again like the Irish or the French), they 
are apt to be intensely despondent and melancholy. 'Their 
sincerest laughter with some pain is fraught.' When things, 
however, go well, or when they are thoroughly roused by some 
antagonism or difficulty, their mental powers work with re-
markable swiftness, and speech will rash out—bright, brilliant, 
and if needs be, brusque and biting. The every-day duties of 
this people are as a rule common-place and monotonous, and 
yet in the verydoing of the work there is a liveliness exhibited 
which is marvellously different to the slow and sluggish meth-
ods of the people who live say in Suffolk or the South Coast. 
This vivacious trait in the character of the North-East Lanca-
shire people has been splendidly portrayed by writers like 
Harrison Ainsworth in ' Lancashire Witches,' by Marshall 
Mather in Lancashire Idylls,' and by John Aokworth in 
Clog-Shop Chronicles.' 

The Peaceful Valley. 
In a Church with democratic institutions and opportunities 

like Primitive Methodism, men and women of marked individ-
uality could not fail to come to the front and to give some 
manifestations of this outstanding characteristic of vivacity. 
For nearly ten years I bad the great joy and privilege of serv-
ing as the minister of our three churches in Darwen. This 
busy cotton and paper-making town lies in a long valley stretch-
ing from the high moorlands to the north of Bolton right away 
to the still longer and far more picturesque valley of the 
Ribble, which touches the bounds of the West Biding of York-
shire and approaches near to Westmoreland. For ages the 
deep depression in which Darwen lies has been known as ' The 
Peaceful Valley.' Hills over 1,300 feet above sea level hem 
it in on both the east sod the west. This valley was for a 
long period the home of an isolated and self-contained people. 
In the latter half of the last century one of the most eminent 
politicians of the day stood up in the House of Commons and 
pathetically declared that ' he could not find Darwen on the 
map.' In spite of a legislator's ignorance this town of 40,000 
people has, however, helped to make history. The Over Darwen 
test case has found a permanent position in relation to the 
Licensing Laws of this country. 

Our church was commenced in Darwen in 1822 by a band of 
open-air mission workers from the neighbouring town of 
Bolton. At the beginning great opposition was encountered, 
but converts multiplied, and in due time people were gathered 
into communion with us who not only became valiant for all 
things good, but who also manifested the native quality of 
unusual sprightliness in both speech and work. It is of course 
very difficult to give examples of brisk thinking. Neverthe-
less s keen observer may soon note that there are seasons 
when people apparently discard ordinary mental processes and 
reach shrewd conclusions with phenomenal quickness. At 
times the odd expression of an idea indicates that some things 
are viewed from a very unusual standpoint, and when the 
thought is expressed without a moment's hesitancy, it may 
move to laughter or to tears. 

You Man Is none of Ours. 
Susannah Muncaster, who for long years served our church 

devotedly, and then left nearly a thousand pounds in her will 
to the Darwen circuit, was when I knew her an old lady racy 
of the soil. In the years when everything that was supposed 
to have the least connection with the New Theology was re-
garded by the rank and file of our people with great suspicion, 
a remarkably able preacher occupied the pulpit of our Sladhills 
church in Darwen. He set forth truth in a completely new 
way. Anoient phrases were never uttered. Old Susannah, who 
was greatly moved as a rule by an old-fashioned sermou, listened  

to the progressive preacher, but she was glum and irresponsive. 
Nothing touched her heart that day, and her customary ejacu-
lation of ' Praise the Lord ' never once passed her lips. As  
soon as the service finished the old lady turned to a leading 
official and with almost bitter emphasis said: ' Thank God, 
you man is none of ours 1' On another occasion when the Rev. 
James Flanagan conducted a mission in Darwen I took him 
to the house of Mrs. Muncaster. When I introduced the two 
the old lady gi ipped the hand of the great evangelist and said: 
You come from London, don't you, Mr. Flanagan?' When  

the answer was given in the affirmative, the next question was: 
' Do you ever see the Editor of our Large Magazine?' When 
Mr. Flanagan admitted that he sometimes met the Rev. H. B. 
Kendall in the metropolis, Susannah flashed out these words: 
' Well, then. when you get back to London just go and ask 
the editor if Providence be dead,' We were nonplussed, and 
it was only after much questioning that I got at the old lady's 
meaning. For years she had taken the Large Magazine.' Her 
chief delight was to read the pages headed: The Providence 
Department,' and she had revelled in studying remarkable de-
liverences, dreams, and answers to prayer. The section, how-
ever, had been allowed to drop out of the Magazine, and hence 
Susannah desired to learn if the editor thought that Providence 
was dead. 
Hiding your Dirty Work.' 
Here are a few more examples of vivacious speech. At a 

tea meeting one day, when the urns were placed on the table 
and all was ready for the meal to begin, a local mill-manager 
hurried to a table and as soon as he sat down he hammered the 
table with a spoon, and, when silence ruled, exclaimed: Aye, 
Mr. Preacher, are you going to do the table trick,' He was 
simply asking in his own curious way for the minister to ask 
a blessing. The same man, a typical Darwener, and one of the 
last of an old-fashioned race, once shocked me inexpressibly. 
He was a descendant of one of our pioneers in Darwen Primi-
tive Methodism. He paid for a pew, sent his children to our 
Sunday school, occasionally attended our services, and gloried 
in telling of the early workers in our church. During my long 
term of service in the Peaceful Valley I officiated at over 400 
funerals in the local cemetery. Early one morning I received 
a telegram asking me to be at the cemetery at 10 o'clock. The 
corpse of a man had been brought by the midnight mail from 
London. Very few people attended the funeral, and the only 
man I knew was my friend the mill. manager. As soon as I 
had read the committal service and pronounced the Benedic-
tion, I turned to the one man I knew and somewhat thought-
lessly said: Was this man a Prim, Mr.—?' Quick as fire the 
answer came: 'Aye, and a devil at that!' It turned out that 
the man just interred had at one time belonged to our church, 
but he had slipped away, gone down to the depths, and had died 
far away from the Peaceful Valley. On another occasion I was 
passing through the main entrance gates of the same cemetery 
in company with a Darwen doctor. As we went in a local 
Catholic priest was passing out. The doctor, desiring, I judge, 
to be affable, said: Well, father, you've been to the grave 
once again.' Like lightning the priest flashed back the reply: 
' Yes, once again, hidsng your dirty work.' The doctor passed 
on speechless. 
Lancashire Man Catching. 

Singing and Sunday schools loom large in the church work 
of East Lancashire. About fifteen years ego a re-union of 
old scholars was arranged by our officials at the Redearth Road 
Church. In connection with this re-anion it was decided to 
ask a company of very old scholars to render a song service 
of old-fashioned hymns and tunes on the Sunday afternoon 
following the gathering. I was deputed to invite men and 
women to take this service who had been in the school and 

choir 50 yelps 
before. Wait-
ing on a dear 
old lady, long 
past three-score 
years and ten, 
I told her of the 
arrangements 
made by the 
officials. In her 
younger days 
this woman had 
been the leader 
in our choir. 
Without a mo-
ment's waiting 
I received this 
reply : Oh, I 
can't come back 
to the choir 
now.  If I try 
to sing to day 
I sing like a141. 
low.' The one-
time clear treble 
w a s dropping 

down to the base. 
And yet young and old in East Lancashire have a deep love 

for their old church and Sunday school. If they can render 
either a service they do it with alacrity. One Sunday after noon 
I gave an address to the large class of young and married 
women taught by Alderman Cooker in Sandhille Sunday school. 
I happened to relate an incident in the life of Richard Baxter, 
the great Nonconformist divine, who once described himself 
as a man catcher.' At night I was going to preach at the 
same place. Near to the chapel I met one of the brightest 
young women in Mr. Cocker's class hurrying in the opposite 
direction. Wondering at this, I enquired why she was not 
attending Divine service. With a roguish flash in her black 
,ryas thi aus.v3r own 	' 04! I'm way 774 cr caIchitg.' 

ihira glrla )[Loa 513 III in t iii 6,1i3 li.a:Ally, 13.'3 this yala 

John Kidd was for many 
years the choirmaster of Silver 
Street and then of Nelson 
Street chapels, Newcastle-on-
Tyne. He composed a tune 
for every hymn in the small 
hymn book, and some of these 
still live, and are likely to live. 
He was the composer of 
' Happy Day '—the original 
score of which we have seen, 
of Hark I the Gospel news 
is sounding,' and of ' The 
voice of Free (grace,' with the 
singing of which Robert Key 
was wont to begin his power-
ful mission services. John 
Kidd for a time transferred 
his services to the New Con-
nexion, but afterwards return-
ed to his true home. His 

daughter, the late Mrs. T. G. Snowdon, has told us that during 
the time of her father's expatriation he had in his choir at 
Hetton a pitman who had been accustomed to play on his 
fiddle in the public-houses. After his conversion he played 
in the choir with the same fiddle. Some very good people 
thought the fiddle ought to be set aside, or burnt orbroken, as 
sinful. Bless the Lord,' said the pitman, it's nee langer a 
sinful fiddle; it's been convorted as weel as mysel. It's noo a 
hallelujah fiddle.' Mrs. Snowdon always averred that Mr.—
now' General '—Booth took his cue from this, and christened 
his belongings Hallelujahs." 

When we knew Richard Raine inti-
mately in the sixties ' he was choir 
master of Saville Street, North Shields. 
Though his voice was not what it had 
been, he could still pitch a tune with un-
erring precision. With his finger to 
the lobe of his ear, and his eyes closed, 
he sang as one to whom song was both 
worship and a delight. A false note 
smote him as with a sharp pain. We 
would pleasantly admonish him to be 
good, or there would be a fearful look-
ing-for of discords for him in the next 
world. His knowledge of the old 
hymns was unrivalled, and what he 

RICHARD RAISE. 	must have been in his prime is realis- 
tically set forth in a sketch of an old-

time Tyneside camp meeting by the late Rev. G. W. McCrea, 
better known to many as the ' Bishop of SL Giles.' Mr. 
McOree bad been a Primitive Methodist in Newcastle, and 
we believe for a short time was a travelling -preacher in 
the body. Though he became a Baptist, he illustrates the 
truth that once a Primitive it is not easy to shake off the old 
associations. In every line of the sketch it is the Primitive 
Methodist, and not the Baptist, who writes with such apprecia-
tion of the old camp meeting. his with Richard Rains alone 
we have to do. As the procession enters the field to the west 
of Newcastle, Richard strikes up The Gospel ship is sailing.' 
William Towler, the leader for the day, gives out ' Blow ye 
the trumpet, blow!' trp stands Richard, and in a fine, clear, 
inspiring voice commences the tune, and in a moment more hill 
and river and sky resound to the mighty song of the people. 
The second hymn is, ' Come, ye sinners, poor and needy.' 
Richard is now like a prophet-singer. His eyes are closed in 
rapture, his face twitches all over with religious feeling, his 
voice rings out like a silver trumpet, and the people join in the 
strain until they come to the words,' agonizing in the garden,' 
and then strong men and feeble women cease to sing that they 
may weep; the succeeding words, ' Come, ye weary, heavy-
laden,' are sung softly, and then is heard an exultant burst of 
song, Richard Raine pouring out his soul in singing To the 
incarnate God ascended.' As they make their way to the pray-
ing circle, Press forward' is sung. At the close, Richard 
Rains, melodious as ever, marches the people from the field, 
singing: 

' Ob, then we'll shine, and shout and sing, 
And make the heavenly arches ring, 

When all the saints get home.' 
H. B. KENDALL. 
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woman, impressed by the address given to the class, had de-
cided to try and catch someone for Jesus Christ. With set pur-
pose she sought out some old lapsed scholars, who worked by 
her side in the weaving shed, and brought them to the evening 
service. 

' He can preach Thee to Death.' 
Ao clannish as North countrymen, the people of the Peaceful 

Valley will go through fire and water for one who wine their 
esteem and love. If a minister cannot settle with this peculiar 
people he will act wisely if he decides to leave at the end of 
his first year. On the other band, if there be a bond of affinity, 
and if the minister will do his share of work well, and espe-
cially if he will give his b ?et to the young people of the church 
and Sun lay school, officials, members, and adherents will be 
more than kind, and they will stand up for their own minister 
against any odds. 

The Rev. D. T. Maylott, then in the prime of his preaching 
and raying powers, once superintended the Darwen circuit. 
As a preacher he had no c )mpeer in the town. One day a 
newly fledged curate, visiting from door to door, called at the 
house of one of our members and was ushered into the front 
rod)). I knew the lady of this house very well. She was a 
stalwart in every sense of the word. She c mid crucify any 
petty thing with her tongue. Looking round the room, the 
curate saw on the wall a framed portrait of Mr. Maylott in 
clerical attire. Misled for the moment by his own judgment, 
he simperingly enquired: And who may this clergyman be ?' 
The ominous answer was : That man's not a clergyman; he's 
our minister.' Immediately the foolish fledgling began to rave 
against Nonconformity, and declared that Mr. Maylott had no 
right to wear the white tie, and no sanction to preach the 
Gospel, as he was not in holy orders and had not been properly 
ordained. Marching to the door and opening it wide, the mas-
sive lady of the house turned on the little parson, and with 
withering scorn said: Here, get out, or I'll ordain thee. Our  

best work by visiting from house to house and talking to people 
personally about their salvation. In 1859 he was called to be 
the Town Missionary for Darwen. He led thousands of men 
to sign the pledge and to live the Christian life. He never 
failed and never faltered in his work, and when he was called 
to higher service in 1867 he had the signal honour of a pub-
lic funeral. When the famous John Verity was minister at 
Darwen in 1831, he commenced to build the first chapel in 
Redearth Road with a balance in hand of four pence halfpenny! 
New converts quarried the stone, and did much of the build-
ing. When funds gave out, and no material could be pur-
chased, the work stopped, and this happened so often that the 
sooffers of the town called the building ' The Stand-still 
Chapel.' The work, however, did not stand still for any great 
length of time. Verity visited and prayed with a wealthy 
titled lady—Lady de Manville—who at that time lived in the 
locality, and from her he obtained a large subscription. 

It fell, however, to the lot of Robert Cross to collect the 
larger part of the money required for the new chapel. On his 
list he had the name of a very wealthy but very niggardly 
farmer, who lived near to a great sheet of water which is 
known as Jack Kay's Lodge. The overflow from this lake 
ran into very large drains. Calling at the farm, Robert Cross 
met the farmer, and after much pleading got the promise of a 
sovereign for the new chapel building fund. The farmer, how-
ever, declared he could not pay just then, and Robert must 
call again for the money. Robert did call again, and again, 
and again, bat the farmer always managed to keep out of his 
way. Losing patience the collector determined that he would 
have that donation by hook or crook. Very early one morning 
Robert made his way to the farm and hid behind a gate. He 
waited patiently until the farmer appeared. Robert stepped 
out of his hiding place. As soon as the farmer saw him he 
turned and began to walk in the opposite direction. The lively 
shoemaker at once followed. The farmer began to run. So did 
his pursuer. In sheer desperation the farmer rushed for shel-

ter up a wide, arched drain, and Robert followed 
close at his heels. Soon tired of wading through 
the water and groping in the semi-darkness the 
farmer piteously inquired why he was pestered 
and persecuted in that fashion. Robert Cross 
reminded him of his promise, and of his reluc-
tance to pay, and then he grimly said: You 
don't come out of this sough (a walled drain) 
Mister, until you have paid your toll.' The farmer 
was compelled to yield, and as soon as Robert 
Cross obtained the sovereign be bid the man 
Good-day,' and told him he could come out of 

the sough at his own leisure. 
A Cheque for 150. • 

As years sped on it became possible to obtain 
money for school and chapel purposes in a less 
difficult and better way. At one School Anni-
versary, during my ministry, the collections at 
Redearth Road chapel exceeded £180. Some-
times unexpected sums were given. A dear old 
woman, named Catherine Dnxbury, who for long 
years had worked as a charwoman, once asked 
me to call, and out of her hard-earned savings she 
gave me a donation of £50 towards the reduction 
of the debt on the chapel. The most curious and 
unexpected sum I ever received, however, was at 
a School Anniversary at Spring Vale, where we 
have a prosperous sohool and chapel near the 
very sough into which Robert Cross chased the 
stingy farmer. 

For many years my predecessor at Darwen. the 
Rev. T. H. Hunt, has preached Spring Vale 
school sermons. One year, after the bills had 
been posted announcing Mr. Hunt as the anni-
versary preacher, news came that it was im-
possible for him to keep the appointment. At 
the eleventh hour I had to step into the breach 
and preach the sermons. The chapel was packed 
to excess at the evening service and many were 
unable to gain admission. Miring the sermon I 
pointed out that a really good influence would 
never die, and illustrated this assertion by point-
ing out that the influence of a good mother would 
linger, even with a wayward eon, long after she 
had passed away. Unknown to me, there was a 
gentleman in the congregation whose mother 
had been for many years a Methodist class-leader. 
This man had spent many years in India as the 

manager of a Cotton Mill. Financially he had done well, 
but absence from home had not strengthened his reli-
gions life. Returning to Darwen, he soon took a high posi-
tion, and he never forgot his good mother who had passed 
away. When my sermon was ended I asked the congregation 
to see to it that the collection did not suffer by reason of the 
absence of the announced anniversary preacher. As the col- 

UNCLE JOHN'S PENSION. 

A West Country Incident. 
UNCLE JOHN is well known to our local preachers. He site 
in the front pew of our little chapel at Kentborough and 
smiles benevolently at the Lord's servant who °couples the 
pulpit. John always has a good time no matter who the 
preacher may be, for John is very deaf, so he breaks for 
himself the Bread of Life. Uncle John always takes ' the 
preachers to tea, and he and his 'dear Missus,' are not to 
blame if their visitor goes away either hungry or grumpy. 

When the Old Age Pensions Aot got safely through the Red 
Bea, we all thought instinctively of Uncle John. We knew he 
had been unable to do any work for a year, and we also knew 
that his slender resources must be melting away. John was 
75, and his 'dear gal ' was 72. The good news travelled like 
wildfire to the patriarch and his wife that there would be no 
work'as ' for them. John soon applied for his papers and 

chuckled all day long at the thought of the snug little pension 
he would soon draw. We teased him. We said, ' Uncle John, 
you won't get proud when your pension comes along—and 
you won't mind talking to us poor chaps now and again, will 
you?' Uncle John chuckled with glee, and hobbled off to 
tell his ' dear gal' the joke. Uncle John's pension was in 
everybody's mind, and when on Sunday his ' Praise the Lord I' 
was extraordinarily fervent, we nudged our neighbours and 
said, Uncle John's Pension l' 

Saturday is a holiday with me. In the afternoon I like to 
take my Sunday's sermon for an airing. So I mount my 
trusty bike and spin through the Weesex lanes, which for 
quiet beauty cannot be matched in England. Last Saturday 
the rain stopped me in my career,' and as I was within a 
mile of Kentborough I splashed along the wet road and 
claimed refuge in Uncle John's cottage. John's Minus was 
sitting just inside the doorway, spelling through a pamphlet. 
Her kind, weather-beaten face was marked with scores of 
wrinkles, which always made me think of a chess-board. 

Well, Misses 1' (surnames have no use in Kentborough) how 
are you to-day ? ' 

Well, only middlin' 1 But a sight better nor I were yes. 
terday, thank'ee all the same.' 

This answer staggered me. I had known John's Missus 
for several years, and every time I had met her she had had 
a saucy answer ready for me. John often said ' she were a 
main lively 'tin once on a time,' and three score and ten hard 
years had not taken the spirit of naughtiness out of her. I 
could see trouble in her face—the look of puzzled grief that 
we sometimes notice in a little child and in an old woman. 

Uncle John sat in his armchair. His pipe had not been lit 
that day. He, too, was passing through deep waters, but in-
stinctively he thought of me and my comfort. 

'Come ye up to the vire, lad; and Milieus, pet 'ee get a bit o' 
tea ready.' I protested that I really couldn't stop, but John's 
missus deliberately put out three cups, and that settled it. 
Uncle John said grace, 'Lord, mak' us truly thankful to what 
we are a-going to receive.' 

Uncle John brightened up under the cheering influence of 
the tea, but John's miens was still unhappy, and I could see 
wanted to say something, so I quietly said, Well, I suppose 
I had better trot along.' That did it. The scarlet flooded 
her old cheeks, and she said, and John could see what she was 
saying, 'Look 'ee here, we did think o' goin' in for one o' these 
old-age pinsions, an' we've got the papers and all on't. But 
it's like this, we never knowed afore yesterday as how we 'at 
to put down on they papers every bit of money as we be en-
titled to. Now we've got a little bit o' money in the bank, 
about hnnderd and vivty pounds, and if we puts that down on 
t' paper, we shan't get no pinsion, I s'pose. 'Twas my darter's 
money—her as went borne to Glory years ago—an 'tie money 
as has bin honestly come by, and it do seem hard that we shall 
be kep' out o' the pinsion through that bit e money. It ain't 
enough to kip we very long.' 

And then I eagerly explained to the sad old pair that their 
pension was as safe as houses. 

John's missus slowly took in the glad news, and by a great 
effort believed it. She said,' I'll tell 'ee I've hed a bad time 
since last night. I couldn't sleep nohow, and s'morning I says 
to John, ' I must get up, else I shall die.' At first go off I 
thought we needn't say nothunt about it. Nobody don't know 
we've got it in the bank, but John said, We mustn't tell a lie 
about it—if we can't get t' pension honest we must go wi'ont 
it.' 

And the good old man caught the drift of what we were 
saying and he broke out, No, that wouldn't do at all, we 
mustn't tell no lie about it—that wouldn't do nohow ' 

I turned to go. John's Missus said, ' I be just about pleased 
as you looked in 's' afternoon. It hey taken a rare burden of 
my mind. It were a-makin' me real ill.' 

I said, 'Don't you think the Lord sent me here this after-
noon ? ' Uncle John said, ' I be sure on't. Praise the Lord I 

'The Story of the Pharaohs.' By the Rev. James Balkle, 
A. and C. Black. 75. 6d. 

THIS book is really an attempt to provide a history of Ancient 
Egypt which shall take into account the more recent discov-
eries and investigations without embodying a mass of detailed 
discussion such as would make it beyond the means—in more 
senses than one—of the ordinary reader. And in this attempt 
the author certainly has achieved a success. While the book 
cannot be placed in rivalry with the work of Flinders; Petrie, 
and others, a rivalry which is expressly disclaimed by the au-
thor, it supplies a moat fascinating account of a people whose 
history is of great importance to the student of the Bible. 
Lately Assyriology has been prominent, and some Egyptolo-
gists think that their own particular study has been unduly 
neglected in comparison. This work will remind us that we 
cannot afford to ignore Egypt, whose influence on Israel, 
though certainly not so important as that of the great rival 
Empire, was considerable. There is a very good chapter on 
that most obscure subject, the Religion of Egypt. The value 
of the book is much enhanced by the numerous and excellent 
illustrations, many of them from photographs. There is also 
a useful index and two good maps. The author may be con-
gratulated on having provided an excellent introduction to 
the study of Ancient Egypt.—W. L. WAR DLL 

minister is a man, and he can preach thee to death any day!' 
The onrate went, and be never called again. 

On the eve of a Parliamentary election our people arranged 
to have a great Temperenoe Demonstration in Darwen market 
place at the close of the ordinary Sunday night's service. 
Half a dozen speakers mounted a lorry, and a huge crowd 
aseembled. Lewd fellows of the baser sort gathered to break 

down, and I was the only one that got a five minutes' hearing 
that night. The draymen began to move the lorry, and the 
meeting broke up in upper confusion. Leaping off the lorry, 
I landed right in the midst of the brewers' representatives 
and began to denounce their conduct. Not a man said a die-
lespeotful word or raised a finger against me. I was amazed, 

desired to harm me, but it was good to know that if any one 
had desired to do so  i had  a very big and courageous champion 
to defend me. 

The Standstill Chapel. 
The people of the Peaceful Valley manifest a similar spright-

liness in their religious work. Among the first Primitive 
Methodist workers in Darwen Robert Cross did more to estab 
hall and consolidate our church than any other man. He was 
nne of the first to respond to the call of the missionaries from 
Bolton when they preached at the bottom of Bury-fold Lane 
in 1822. Robert Cross was then in his twenty-fifth year. He 
Nvasa shoemaker by trade, and  seizing  every opportunity for 
Leading and study, he soon became a very acceptable and suc-
cessful local preacher. It may be, however, that he did his 

up the meeting. A party of brewers' draymen, the worse for lectors went round with the boxes a hymn paper was handed 
"rink, were especially obnoxious. Two speakers were howled up to me in the pulpit, and on the clear space between the 

printing there was written in pencil, I will give you £50 in 
memory of one of the beet mothers that ever lived.' A signa-
ture followed, which at that time was unknown to me. I at 
once beckoned to Alderman J. Cocker, my circuit steward, 
and showing him the pencilled note I asked if he knew the 
man. Immediately he informed me that the signature was 

itten by a mill owner and the leader of one great political 
therefore, when a big burly fellow, who at times attended our 
services, scattered the crowd right and left, and forcing his party in the borough, and that he was sure to honour his 
way into the very centre of the brewers' ring, pnt himself in promise. A day or two afterwards this gentleman called at 
front of me, and turning to the draymen said: ' I'll be hanged my house, and after a cup of tea he wrote out a cheque for 
if I let any of you touch our parson.' I am sure that no one £50 From that day he was ever my good friend, although 

in political matters we were as far as the poles asunder. 
I could give many instances which show that in the Peace-

ful Valley the people are not only quick in responding to ap-
peals for help, but they are equally alert in listening to 
Gospel truth, and that, in hundreds of cases, they are doers of 
the Word, and not hearers only. My space, however, is ex-
hausted, and I merely say in closing that if, with difficulties 
and limitation() innumerable, our fathers and forerunners in 

the faith had life, we, with all cur privileges and opportuni-
ties, should have ' life more abundantly.' 

Remember to mention the ' Primitive Metho-
dist Leader' when answering any advertise-
ment seen in these pages. 
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IN the days when first the fire of God 
First Meeting. burnt in my soul, and I longed to preach 

Christ's Evangel, an old disciple, who had 
been the friend of William Hickingbotham, 'the diamond in 
the rough,' took several youths into his confidence. He would 
talk about the heroic past, the glorious men and movements 
of the present, and of that future ministry awaiting all lives 
given up to God. One day he spoke of some of the great 
preachers of our Church. I recall these words, ' There is Joseph 
Wood. He is our silver-tongued preacher. You should hear 
him.' Not many weeks passed before I sought an opportunity. 
Joseph Wood was announced to preaoh at Long Eaton. A 
special journey was taken from Derby to that place, and in 
the morning's service, the Voice of God was heard in at least 
one soul. As the preaoher entered the pulpit, and faced the 
worshippers, there was felt 'an indefinable something' that 
gripped and held the soul. With a voice, full and melodious, 
came the text, ' The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou 
hearest the sound thereof, and canst not tell whence it cometh, 
or whither it goeth, so is every one that is born of the Spirit.' 
That morning, when the world was robed with the garment 
of snow, as Joseph Wood spoke of the mystic ministries of 
the active, abiding Spirit of Christ, and a hush was on the 
congregation, the self-same Spirit set apart two of his 
hearers for the work of the ministry. 

JOSEPH WOOD was one of England's 
pulpit kings. I remember an estimate of 
him as a preacher given to me by Dr. 
Samuel Antliff, who himself was a great 
man and a teat preacher, 'Our Church 

has produced no greater preacher than Joseph Wood.' His 
fine physique, his dignified de meanour, his profound sense of 
God, his reverence for truth, his exalted vision of the minis-
terial office, his Johnsonian language, his literary grace, his 
unquestionable genuineness, and spiritual authority compelled 

REV. J. WOOD, D.D , AT ABOUT THE AGE OF 64. 

you to listen, and yield him the verdict. Few men have pre-
pared their messages with greater care. It is questionable 
whether he had special power for extemporaneous speech. He 
left no outlines of sermons, no brief notes for public teach-
ing. All his discourses bear marks of long and laborious pre-
paration. After frilly writing out his messages, and often re-
writing them, he would append after-thoughts and references 
to the separate sermons, so that when the old message was 
repeated, it might be born again. In the spheres where he 
toiled the people still speak of certain sermons. ' Master 
motives to Praise,' Rich towards God,' Ephraim treading 
corn,' The death of Stephen,' and many another message, 
are singled out with the saying, That was the greatest ser-
mon I ever heard.' 

In the city of Hull are still living some who were present 
when Joseph Wood commenced his ministry there in 1851. 
They speak of the deep impression he first made upon them. 
His high ideals, intense devotion, deep seriousness, and pas-
sionate quest for truth and souls, marked him as a man to be 
heard. His popularity grew, and crowds would flock to hear 
him preach. Abounding evidence exists that Joseph Wood 
worked from a vision; on the plain he strove to work out 
what he had seen on the Mount. Though possessed of great 
natural ability, and enjoying a degree of culture few in our 
ranks possessed, he threw himself into his life's task with 
abandon and daring. He toiled hard from dawn, till the stars 
appeared, that he might bring men to Gcd. 

JOSEPH Woon came from the village. 
A Child of the Two months before he left us he wrote 

Village. 	with tremulous pen: I was born in a 
lonely farmhouse, called, with several 

others, M nredge; in the parish of Ipstones in North Staf-
firdshire. M y mother came of a very respectable family, in-
deed an hietorioal feutily, She Will one of the daughters of 

James Plant, of the Golden Farm, Bradnop, near Leek, who 
died at the age of ninety-two, and was buried in the old 
churchyard at Mount Pleasant. This graveyard is full of the 
dust of the Plant family of many generations. The Vicar of 
Leek, who is of the same family, has traced the pedigree of 
my mother's line back for several hundred years. My father 
hailed from a family of repute in North Derbyshire. . . 

WHIM FARM, WHERE DR. WOOD LIVED FOR TEN YEARS. 

My earliest recollection of meetings is that of my father 
carrying me across fields and dykes to a meeting in a farm-
house, called New Barn, where there had been Primitive 
Methodist preaching services for many years. This farm was 
occupied by a family of the name of Clowes.' For ten years 
Joseph Wood lived at Whim Farm in Monyash, a village nine 
miles from Wineter, a place of great historio interest to all 
Methodists. Here John Nelson was pulled down by the 
clergyman while preaching at the village cross; here the 
mother of Dr. Bunting entered the Kingdom, and gave the 
name of Jabs z' to her baby-boy, who became the law-maker 
of Methodism, to commemorate the text by which she was 
saved, Jabez was more honoured than his brethren.' It was 
in this ' small village of grey stone, with its old church set in 
lime trees, lying in a sleepy hollow,' that Christ met Joseph 
Wood in his teens. There He saved him, appointed and endow-
ed him to be the saviour of others. When glowing prospects 
opened before him for a successful commercial career, and 
friends entreated him not to enter the ministry, for a time he 
wavered. But Adolphus Beckerlegge made short work of 
this temptation. He faced the young preacher with this al-
ternative: ' If he did not enter the ministry the Lord would 
kill him and send him to hell.' Who can wonder, after such a 
warning, that at once he offered himself for the work I 

JOSEPH WOOD was a master of astern- 

	

A Church 	blies', and he, too, was a Church builder. 

	

Builder. 	In his circuits he was an expert in the 
art of organisation. There sprang up 

numerous agencies for ex-
tending the influence of his 
churches, and for providing 
opportunities for each mem-
ber to spend himself for 
God. He created atmos-
phere in worship. His pro-
gramme was Evangelism, 
Reform, and a Revival of 
Reverence. - Few men have 
more successfully realised 
their programme. He filled 
all the District offices. He 
played a prominent part in 
the conception and organi-
sation of our Sunday School 
Union. He was its first 
secretary, and by his skilful, 
consecrated, and courag-
eous work, he put this 
agency on a living basis. 
He became Secretary, then 
President, of the Confer-
ence, and rendered conspicuous service in both posi-
tions. As Principal of our Manchester College he threw 
himself into his duties with whole-hearteduees, especially 
on the administrative side. In a state of enfeebled health 
he bravely faced crowding difficulties, and succeeded in ini-
tiating certain reforms, and laying the foundations for 
more. He was probably the first authority ill our Church  

on Hymnology, and to his life's end he made it one of his 
special studies. No Connexional Committee was complete 
without him. His unrivalled knowledge of our polity enabled 
him to speak with authority and not as the Scribes. He pro-
bably inspired and carried into the law of our Church more 
legislation than any man of the past generation. 

DURING his great ministry in Grimsby 
the people erected a statue to the mem-
ory of Alderman Henry Smethurst, who  
had been one of the leaders in our Plot-

tergate church. Among the thousands that assembled, for 
the unveiling, were some who spoke ill of the departed, A 
big brawny eon of the sea went for the purpose of breaking 
the harmony of the meeting by denouncing 'the fuse that 
was being made about a man I did not like. Wait till the 
parson's up be muttered. Joseph Wood was the chief 
speaker that day. Reading the thoughts of some present, he 
began his speech with these words: ' Woe be unto you when 
all men speak well of you ' The words quietened the fisher-
man at once, who said, ' I've naught to say arter that; that 
bloke's taken the wind out o' my mils ! ' 

One of the many ' scenes ' he occasioned in Conference was 
connected with a heated debate that took plaoe when the combat. 
ants were Wood v. Fowler. Feeling ran high, and the Presi-
dent intervened, We have had enough of this. Will Mr. 
Wood give out a verse!' He announced hymn 390 in the old 
hymn book, and said in a deeply solemn voice,' We will coin. 
mence at the third yens.' 

'For me the fowler spreads his net, 
My soul he watches to destroy; 

Ten thousand snares my path beset, 
But thou wilt guide me till I die.' 

The singing was left almost entirely to Joseph Wood, for 
the Conference was convulsed with laughter. 

At another Conference, when some business of a delicate 
character connected with his District had to be discussed, an 
official known for indiscretion and talkativeness was elected 
delegate. Many felt uneasy at the appointment, fearing that 
the position would be aggravated by him. Joseph Wood de-
cided on a plan to quieten his co-delegate. He thought of a 
certain laborious post in the Conference, and proposed his 
name. The proposal was carried. Mr. Talkative was kept quiet 
with hard labour, the difficulty was successfully surmounted. 

Though Joseph Wood bore a serious countenance, he Ind 
the playfulness of a little child in him. He sent to one of 
our ministers a receipt without a stamp, who returned it that 
the stamp might be affixed, and added, in a j ocular spirit, ' The 
stamp duties go to the support of the amiable old lady resid-
ing at Windsor, whom I am anxious to assist.' Joseph Wood 
replied As you my friend are so anxious to assist in the 
support of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria, you shall have the 
felicity of paying twopence towards that object.' He posted 
he letter unstamped! 

To those permitted to enter his inner life 
His Inner 	he was known as a great Christian. To 
Chamber. 	those without he sometimes appeared but 

a fighter, but within his soul was God's 
own peace. He was charged with narrowness, especially in 
his famous crusade against the growing craze for pleasure in 
the churches, but his narrowness was the outcome of strength, 
a strength acquired by self-restraint and a holy jealousy for 
God. Some suggested he had love of office and power fir 
their own sake, but his master-passion was to work God's pur-
pose through power that came in his way, to fulfil in the open 
what he had been commanded in secret. Joseph Wood was 
at his greatest, not as he moved the crowds by his eloquence, 
or sat in the chief seats of our Courts, but in his home, where 
he and his noble wife, who is now with him in the Father's 
House, strove hard for their gifted family, and rejoiced in 
nameless ministries of love, that they might present them at 
last to God. In his diary he writes best where he records 
answers to prayer, the ingathering of souls, and the triumph 
of Christ over darkness. Lord, Thou haat won victory in 
these conversions,' he writes. ' I more fully consecrate myself 
to Thee that greater triumphs may come.' A man is revealed 
by his prayers. In his last days Joseph Wood reveals himself 
in these words, which he wrote:—' 0 Lord, we want to-day 
to grasp the truth, to take it into our very soul. We desire 
to be more deeply convinced that we are under Thy providen-
tial guidance and never failing care. We are impatient with 
ourselves because we do not trust Thee, our Bountiful Father, 
at whose table we have been fed all through our earthy 
pilgrimage. When we look back along the way Thou beta 
brought our feet—crooked the way has been, and hard, and 
difficult—a way often without sunshine and fl,wers, yet it is 
the right way, because Thy way. When our path was through 
the land of Beulah, and by still waters, it was still Thy way. 
In the hour of humiliation and pain we have had Thy presence. 
When it has been our strongest hour, it has been Thy cloth-
ing no with strength as with a garment. Thou hest cared for 
us with more than motherly earl and tenderness, patience and 
pity. Burdened with a sense of our indebtedness to Thee we 
can only cry out: What shall we render to the Lord for all 
His benefits towards as I We can but take the cup of salva-
tion, and call upon Thy name I' 

How singularly appropriate was the 
In the Valley. scenery of his assing For more than a 

quarter of a century he had been one of 
the personalities of Conference. In 1899 the Conference was 
in session in Grimsby, a town in which he had done some of 
his best work. It was then this great soul ascended to God. 
For months, ere he passed, around him could be seen ' the 
aureole of death.' His day had been full of the light of joy 
and triumph. But now it was evening there gathered many sha-
dows. With honour he had trodden the warrior's way. ow 
God called him to the lonely path of suffering. How pathetic 
to hear the man, who had stood on Carmel, echoing the words 
of the soul with whom he had long lived : ' It is enough, 
now, 0 Lord, take away my life, for I amn of better than 
my fathers.' As a vast multitude from the North, East, 
West, and South, gathered around his bier, the God of Elijah 
gave the answer to: his temporary despair,•the answer by 
which Joseph Wood, the glorified, would to-day have his loved 
Church live: Go forth, and stand upon'the w000t before 
the Lord,' 

Dr. Samuel 
Antlift's 

Estimate. 

DR. WOOD AT THE AGE OF 
TWENTY-ONE. 

Typical 
Incidents. 
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THAN the  late 
Parkinson Milson 
no more unique 
personality h a s 
ever been in the 
ranks of our min-
istry. Short o f 
stature, slight of 
build, sprightly of 
movement, highly 
nervous in tem-
perament, fond of 
book,. a keen and 
intelligent ob-
carver of Nature; 
possessed o f a 
pleasant voice, a 
lively imagina-
tion, a passion for 
hard work, and a 
still greater pas-
sion for the sal-
vation of men; an 
agreeable and en-
tertaining c o m- 

, panion, and a man 
greatly given to 
pr ayer; original 
in thought and in 
utterance, a n d 

withal a man of extreme moods, now tinder the juniper tree 
and now in a chariot of celestial fire—such a man was 
Parkinson Milson. A little more than thirty years ago he 
delivered the Ordination charge at the Hull District Assembly. 
He commenced by shaking the hand of the candidate and say-
ing,' Now, my brother, I am pleased to tell you that the devil 
hatee you ! Praise the Lord.' Then from that strange starting 
point he Ivent on with remarkable eloquence and power for an 
hour and three-quarters, bringing forth things new and old 
from the storehouse of his crowded mind and rich experience. 
Even then he had not done. He might have gone on for hours 
more if the gas had not gone out. On the preceding afternoon 
he had held a large audience spell-bound at the camp meeting 
until past five o'clock. But the manner of man he was may 
be judged by the following excerpts taken almost at randon 
from his journals. 

A Faithful Son. 
Writing to his father in 1847 he said, Will you, my dear 

father, be damned for the sake of a little ale ? I believe in-
toxicating drink is your great hindrance. Oh, flee from the 
wrath to come, which, as a gathering cloud, impends over 
your soul. Never enter another alehouse. The blood of souls 
is there.' Faithful words of son to father I 

An Offer to a Church Clergyman. 
In October, 1864. he decided to re-mission Wressle, a village 

a few miles from Selby. The clergyman was very irate and 
created no small stir about the matter. Mr. Milson wrote a 
long letter of remonstrance, from which we quote the last 
paragraph- 

' Why should we not agree to do all the harm we can to 
Satan's kingdom ? Time is hastening away. Death is com-
ing. Souls are perishing . . • 0, brother, do not hinder 
us in our attempts to rescue a few at Wressle. Rather pray 
for God to use as. I am sure I should be happy to see you 
in any pulpit of mine in this circuit, and if you would preach 
for me any week-night at Selby I should be happy to accom-
modate you with a chapel superior to Wressle church, and as 
I have a gig I would cheerfully fetch you, and I have no 
doubt you would have more hearers than you ever saw in 
your church. Whether or not you accept this invitation, I 
must and shall visit Wressle to preach to the dear people who 
wish to hear me,' 

Reply to Brewers' Circular. 
In common with his brethren Mr. Million received from 

Messrs. Tennant Bros. an advertisement of their ales, etc., to 
which he replied as follows:—' I received your circular . . . 
I am happy to inform you that I, my wife, and family are 

• total abstainers from the use of all intoxicating drinks ae 
beverages. . . . Those who are engaged in the traffic incur a 
tremendous responsibility relative to the wants and miseries 
of many of their neighbours in time, and also their unending 
woes in eternity, I shall do all I can, by God's help, as long 
as I live, to injure and exterminate the strong drink traffic. 
I respectfully recommend to your notice Habakkuk vii. 15, 
May God show you the evil of the traffic, and save you, 
through Jesus Christ.' 

Five Wells. 
Writing to Mrs. Mileon, he said, I am well, live well, look 

well, am dressed well, and hope to serve God well.' 
Insurance a Speculation. 

Writing home after a railway journey:—' The insurance 
ticket will be of no use, as I have got here safely. So I paid 
the money for nothing. What a speculation ! I am insured 
for heaven I' 

AMinister's Wife. 
Not many of our ministere could keep a servant in the middle 

of the last century. There was not one in Mr. Milson's house. 
This is how he describes his wife:—' God bless thee, my ever-
lasting shirt-making, stocking-repairing, boot-blacking, ser-
vant-superseding Jane I shall give thee something when I 
get some money. 

Bod for 	and Soul. 
tinder date Novem

Medicine
ber 12th, 1881,

y 
 he writes: ' Very depress- 

ed and low the former part of the day. Took several pilules 
of nux-vom, and prayed considerably in secret. In the evening 
felt well and cheerful, so mach for pilules and prayer. Sept. 
7th, 1884.—Preached at Bempton in the morning, and walked 
5rteer dinner in a terrific storm of wind and rain, to Flambro. 

nched to,the skin, but took some camphor pilules and trusted In God. 

Revival Effects and Reports. 
Scarborough Circuit enjoyed a great spiritual revival in 

1887-8, anent which some striking entries are made. A young 
fisherman, praying during the revival, said, ' Lord, they're 
talking to my mate; come and talk to him Thysen. It's all 
very well them talking to him, but it 'll be a great deal better 
for Then to do it Thysen.' 

Another of the converts reporting a very good meeting to 
his fellow fishermen said, We've had a rare meeting; we did 
give her some sheet—we gave her all she could carry.' 

A mother said, ' Ah can tell thee its %mighty change e my 
hoose, there's nowt wiling at ah does noo; an' ah nivver did 
reight afore. Ah was freetoned on em coming into t' home.. . 
Ah know this, ah nivver bed sioh happy days. . . . Noose is 
like heaven upo'th earth; and, best of all is, they're all teeto-
talers. 

Wedded Bliss and a Gift. 
His aporeoiation of the humonrous side of things was very 

strong. The man of thunder could laugh as heartily as a child. 
The following had evidently amused him greatly: 'Presented 
to Fanny, who departed from a life of single blessedness, to 
another where they marry and are given in marriage, and are 
not as the angels in heaven.' From her brother, who intends 
at some early date to go and do likewise. Good luck.' 

Thomas Petch, of Selby. 
He was a quaint and rugged old man, whom, in his last 

affliction, Mr. Milson often visited. and he has preserved a few 
of his sayings, 	de'ant care what they say about Christ. 
Christ for me. Tak Christ frae me, and there's now't to com-
fort me.' He'll tak me to heaven. He wants me to see His 
mercy in saving me, and to appreciate it every way." I've 
had a wonderful view of his face.' Was it a vision ? ' asked 
the minister. ' I de'ant know. . . . It was what I wanted.' 

Many and rich are the stories told of Mr. Petch by those 
who knew him. He would be to Mr. Milson a very interesting 
subject of study. 

A Semi-Jubilee. 
When he had completed twenty-five years of his ministry 

he was desired to lecture on his life. He did so. And in that 
lecture are many interesting facts and figures. 

' I have travelled over 63,000 miles. I rode a mule five veers 
about 10,000 miles; and a pony five, which I rode about 10,000 
miles, and it drew me about 5,000 miles. We fell 21 times, 
but I never fell off the saddle except the first time we fell. I 
have preached on an average 262 sermons, delivered 29 
speeches, and 10 oven-air addresses a year. I have seen 1,858 
souls converted. This gives 74 souls per year. For my twenty-
five years labour I have received for salary, board and rent, rates 
and travelling expenses the sum of £1,700 8s. 6d., or an average 
of £74 per year. I have spent over my work, say, for ponies 
for riding ten years £100; given away to the sick and poor, 
say £100, and loss on books £100. So if any one thinks of 
our ministry as a sphere for obtaining wealth, his ideas may 
be corrected by the above.' This was true no longer ago 
than 1872. Mattershave improved since then, but the minis-
try is no Klondyke yet. 

An Original Advertiser. 
The following is an announcement he issued in Hull in the 

early seventies:— 
WAR WITH HELL!  

RECRUITS WANTED. 

Lincoln Street Primitive Methodist Chapel. 

Wanted for immediate enlistment in the Primitive Meth-
odist Division of IMMANUEL'S GRAND ARMY a number of the 
worst sinners in Hull. Height, weight, age, degrees of guilt 
and wretchedness no consideration; as King Jeans bought all 
human rebels by His precious blood, He is not wishful that any 
should perish; and He is able to save to the uttermost. In-
stant pardon will be granted to all who repent and believe in 
His Name. and a full complement of regimentals and arms 
from the King's armoury of grace and truth will be supplied 
free of charge to every new recruit, and the Captain of his 
salvation will enable him to prove the sacred power, stronger 
'than death and hell.' and at the end of a glorious strife give 
to hipi ' A Crown of Glory that fadeth not away.' 

Come and hear commissioned officers talk of the service; 
its terms, trial, and triumphs ! 

' Jesus sits on Zion's bill, 
He receives poor sinners still.' 

In announcing a lovefeast in Sheffield in 1883 he said:— 
'The warriors will speak of their love for their General, and 
tell how they have been bettered by deserting the devil and 
entering His service; and Jesus will warm their hearts for 
future action.' 

Another Tilt at the Drink. 
' Eaoh Thursday night, at 7.30, officers will direct fireof the 

guns against 
The Barrel and Bottle Traffic 

which killed last year in this Christian country nearly 100,000 
persons.' 

His Method Defended. 
Writing to his son-in-law, who had some misgiving as to 

the propriety of such sensational proclamations, he said:— 
' Remember Bramwell's saying, He who wages war with hell 
must expect bell's rage.' I shall try to kill somebody, by 
God's help, on Sunday. . . . I send you a bill of our 'War ' 
services. It shocked some. The first woman converted had 

come to the chapel through reading the Bill.' 
The conventional and the stereotyped in method were no-

thing to him if they were not successful. 
Playful to the Last, 

When about to superannuate he was presented with an arm 
chair by friends in the Hall Second circuit. The closing 
words of his acknowledgment of the gift were:— 

'Your gift recognises the fact that I am compelled to sit 

down, and no doubt you desire me to do so at once, and I will  

speedily comply with your wish. I may, however, remark 
that I finish my public ministry where I began it, in dear old 
Hull, and hope to go from Hull to heaven.' 

An Affectionate Reproof. 
Daring his late years he was often a prey to severe ner-

vous depression. All sorts of fancies took possession of him. 
When he heard of different persons dying of as many differ-
ent ailments, he would say, Aye, Jane, that's what I shall 
die of.' Knowing that he could not very well die of them 
all, Mrs. Milson said, ' I'll tell von what it is, Park, you can-
cannot die of them all, so you'd better make up your mind 
which of them it is to be.' 

The Home-Going. 
He was wont to say, ' I hope I shall die in harness. I want 

to go when my work is done. /don't care about dying; it is 
you folk—meaning his family—that I think about.' 

He enjoyed a close friendship for several years with the 
Venerable W. Clowee, and his last nublic utterance was de-
livered in Clowes' Chapel. The subject of it was, The Rev. 
W. Clowes and His Power in Prayer.' Among other things in 
his brief address he said, I SHOULD LIKE TO DIE BLAZING.' From 
that service he had to be assisted home, and after a few days 
of increasing weakness he stepped into the chariot of fire, and 
was conveyed to the Fatherland. Said he, They talk about 
getting ready for a dying hour, I have been getting ready fifty 
years.' He was ready—aye, ready. 

DROLL, STORIES OF HENRY 
HIGGINSON. 

By Christopher Hopewell. 
-- -- 
A GENERATION has arisen that 
knoweth not Henry Higginson, 
but there are contemporaries of 
the Roving Ranter (as be styled 
himself and did not object to be 
railed by others) who still revere 
his memory and who love to talk 
of his sayings and doings. Not 
writ in water was bie name. but 
rather in loving hearts whose affec-
tion is imperishable, It says no 
little for the power of Higginson 
that so many memorials of his 
prowess are to be met with in the 
scenes of his earnest labours. Said 
a typical Staffordshire man who 
knew him intimately, only a day or 

HENRY HIGGINSON. 	two ago. He couldn't half welch, 
I con tell yo, when he laid himself 

out for it'—and without a doubt it were a grave injustice to 
him to imagine that he came by his immortality by being 
simply eccentric. He had a strong dash of originality, and his 
eccentricity was one only of its manifestations. Not often 
does the great God give us men of this type—but when he 
does, it is becanee they are needed. and the gift is a justifica-
tion of the Divine Wisdom. A Billy Bray, a Peter M'Kev-
zie, a Henry Higginson, are sometimes indispensable to break 
op a prosy regime and to Mired some who would not other-
wise be attracted into the kingdom of God. A portrait of 
Higginson given by a-writer in the ' Alderegate ' will enable 
the reader to better understand and appreciate the stories we 
give and which we can claim not to be apocryphal. ' Higgin-
son, before he was converted, was a great social, buoyant and 
merry soul, and when divine grace captured him these quali-
ties came with him into his religious life and work. And so 
in him peculiarities of speech, singularities of manner and 
eccentricities of methods were as natural and epontaneons as 
the flowing spring. We remember him well, when in our 
boyhood in Staffordshire. He was a figure never to be for-
gotten, having been once seen. Tall in stature, broad and 
muscular in build, the face firm set and weather-beaten, the 
gait awkward and almost lugubrious, the bead square and 
massive, with bushy hair and slouch hat, the dress well nigh 
grotesque, with its immense Inverness cape flanked with 
floating wings. Full of fun and cheerfulness . . . his pres-
ence brought a joy-giving and cheer-producing influence. And 
these things gave the man his distinguishing traits and pro-
duced in his ministry much of its charm and potency.' 

Bible Thumping. 
Preaching at Cradley Heath. Higginson found a notice 

gummed on the outside of the Bible which read, ' Use me, but 
don't abuse me.' It was a rebuke to Bible thumping then so 
rife. He read the adjuration aloud and said, ' I'll preach on 
that next time I come.' He came, and at the close of the per-
vice several expostulated with him for not having kept his 
word. ' Why, you ought to know better,' said be, hau'n't I 
been preaching on ' Thy word have I hid in my heart, that I 
should not sin against Thee ? " ' Yee,' said they. 'Then that's 
using and not abusing the Bible.' 

Asking a blessing. 
Asked to say grace at dinner on one occasion, he looked to 

see what was on the table, and then said in his gravest manner, 
I bless the Lord with all my heart 
For this roast beef and ample tart.' 

Fitting on the Cap. 
There was a directness of pertinacity about his preaching 

that was unmistakable. He was fond of saving, ' If the cap 
fits you wear it. and if it doesn't, pull the strings a bit tighter 
and then it will,' 

Tarring the Devil. 
Meeting the new Wesleyan minister one day he said, ' You 

are the new Wesleyan Super I believe ?" Yes,' returned the 
gentleman addressed. And your name is 'Tarr, I think ? ' 
' That is so '—rejoined the brother. 'And I'm Henry Higgin-
son, the Roving Ranter. You tar the Devil, and I'll set fire to 
him.' Needless to say the new Super. not knowing his man, 
was shocked. 

Open-air Treatment. 
In his 'Reminiscences of Scottish Life and Character,' Dean 

Ramsay tells of an elder entertaining a tall minister, and on 
showing him to his bedroom, which was very email, remarked 
'This is the prophet's chamber.' 	Indeed,' said the minister 
'then it must have been meant for one of the minor prophets. 



THE REDUeT1ON OF PODGIER. 
By J. Dodd Jackson. 

4.1.P.P.PPOWerenlreleee. 

DECEMBER 3, 1908 826 	 THE PRIMITIVE METHODIST LEADER. 

Into snob a room Higginson was once put to spend the night. 
It proved sadly inconvenient for a man who boasted that he 
robbed the devil of six feet four and a half inches. Try ae he 
would to arrange himself nature protested against being 
oribb'd, cabin'd, and confined;' he most stretch out his long 

legs. At length he managed it. There was a sky-light in 
the low roof just over his bed, through which he thruet his 
long legs, and thus went in for open-air treatment. A labour-
er going past the cottage next morning, surprised to see a pair 
of naked feet on a cottage roof, and suspecting tragedy, rais-
ed an alarm. He was relieved to find it wee only comedy. 
It hen been alleged that this etory was legendary, but the late 
Dr. Ferguson asked Higgineon ae to ite truth, and he laugh-
ingly anewered. ' I suppose it is.' 

Playing with a Congregation. 
Few preachers would dare now-a-days to play with a con-

gregation ae this strange man eometimee did, but the eccentric 
man is generally allowed a large license, and even what seems 
like fooling ie eometimes condoned when the sequel turns out 
satisfactory. Preaching one Sunday evening at Cradley Heath, 
Higginson announced that on the fallowing Wednesday night 
he would preach on the devil's text. Packed wee the place when 
service time began, but the preacher was invisible. With 
growing impatience the people waited, feeling they had been 
hoaxed, when thirty minutes late, in walked Higgineon, three 
or four of hie lengthy stridee being sufficient to convey him 
to the preaching de.k, a desk kill in nee in Grainger'e Lane 
Church Institute. No word of explanation or apology was 
forthcoming. The so-called preliminaries were coon dienosed 
of, and sermon-time arrived. Stretching himself to his fullest 
height, Higgineon said, Friend., I can't preach to-night. 
I'll give von the text. and if you'll come to Old Hill tn-morrow 
night you shall have the sermon. The text is, Ye are of 
your father the devil, for his works ye do.' Then, much to 
the disappointment of his audience, he closed the service. So 
disgusted were some that they vowed they would never hear 
him again, but their disgust was short-lived. Next evening 
they walked in troops a mile and a half to Old Hill to hear 
what he would say, and they forgave him his erratic condnot 
of the night before as he eloquently dealt out his weird and 
creepy doctrine, painting the father of lies in his most repul-
sive aspects, and poetraving his children, until sin to his hear-
ers apneared hateful indeed, while not a few were compelled 
to shake themselves free from sin's tyranny. ' Turn the devil 
out,' cried the preacher, as he flourished his long arms as 
though shaping for an eviction scene, ' turn him out and spoil 
his goods,' he shouted dramatically again and again. And 
many did. 

Job's Boils. 
It was also a Old Hill where Higginson preached his fern. 

one sermon on Job'e affliction, which my mother assured me 
was wonderful indeed—tender, wise, helpful, and fraught with 
rich blessing. But surely never had great sermon so queer an 
introduction, which was as follows:—' Job had a boil on his 
head and couldn't get his cap on. Job had a boil on his neck 
and oonldn't get his collar on. Job had a boil on his back 
and could not get his shirt on. Job had boils on his legs and 
couldn't get his stockings on.' To say that so nonsensical an 
exordinm made each hearer alert is obvious—and this accom-
plished, the merry-hearted man became markedly serious and 
lapsed not into a single stroke of levity. Strange instruments 
sometimes render excellent service. 

Mr. Much-Afraid. 
Mighty man though he was. he was nervous in the ex-

treme and would never venture along a lonely road by himself 
in the dark. There are many still living who have borne him 
company when he has been afraid of the terrors of the night. 
' They say I'm nervous,' he said to good old Joseph Edmonds 
of Oradley Heath, 'hut I am not. I only like company.' The 
following story shall speak for itself, however. At the close 
of the service one night, also at Cradley Heath, he said to a 
brother. Come on, Clarke, and go some of the way.' Clarke 
did. The road was one of the loneliest and was of ill-repute, 
and when they reached its lees frequented parts. they heard 
an ominous voice of a most unearthly sort, whioh caused 
Clarke'e hair to stand on end, brit what happened to his com-
panion he could only surmise. Neither spoke—they were too 
Paralysed to speak—but they hurried on until the preacher 
landed at his door. Shall you go back the same way, Clarke ? ' 
gnoth Higginson in a terror-stricken voice. ' i don't think so,' 
returned Clarke. Then good-night,' said Mr. Much-Afraid, 
leaving his shaking friend to find his way home by a mnoh 
longer route as hest he could. 

The Ugliest Mon I ever Md. 
Higginson was at his best on great occasions, At a District 

oamp meeting, for example, he would pull out all his stops, 
and sway the crowds with a more than magic power. It 
fared ill with the preachers at other stands when he was on 
his feet, for there was a certain exodus of the children of 
Israel to where the modern Aaron was orating. Not always 
was the exodus relished. One preacher, a man with a squeaky 
voice, mad with jealousy on thus lotting his congregation, was 
ill-advised enough to try to 'take it out of ' Higginson at the 
close of the camp meeting. 

Do you know, Mr. Higginson,' he ventured, what I heard 
a woman say about you when you stood up to preach this 
afternoon ? ' 

' Indeed, Benny, I don't, but I know women sometimes say 
funny things. What did she say ? ' said Higginson. 

' Well, Mr. Higginson, I heard her way. ' Come and hear Mr. 
Higginson, he's the ugliest mon as ever I've sid in my life," 
said Benny. 

Well, then.' said the Roving Ranter, with perfect impertur-
bability, ' all that I have to say is, she hadn't had a good look 
at thee, then.' 

The Devil's Router. 
Preaching at Long Lane, in the Black Heath circuit, he took 

for his subject the Apostle Paul, and said he should treat it 
thus—Firstly, Pan! the Devil's router; penondly, Paul a soul 
saver; thirdly, Paul a Church builder. He rather delighted 
in regarding himself as a Devil's renter, as witness the epitaph 
he composed for his tomb-stone when he saw Death stealth-
ily advancing- 

' Here lies Higginson. the devil's rooter, 
nr. 	 Lived a ranter, and died a shouter.' 
ritteleitieon was horn A menet 19th, 1805. and died March 15th, 
leiTI/i teti. rendering 34 years of unique service to Christ 
weitirWrOttrele,enatriking illustration of consecrated origin-
ality and eccentricity. 

M. J. DODD JACKSON. 

LAST summer but one we founded a' Progressive Institute' 
at our place, and as the winter drew near some of the young 
fellows went in for starting a society to stimulate self-culture. 
The first difficulty was concerning the name of the association. 
Grigsby wanted to call it a Mutual Improvement Clans. but it 
was objected that this was following the example of Eben-
ezer.' Arthur Podger moved that it should be called The 
Literary and Philosophic Club.' and Podger prevailed. The 
title sounds well and lends itself to an imposing abbreviation; 
we grow taller as we talk of our ' Lit. and Phil.' 

One Tuesday night the name of Podger was the attraction on 
the programme:—Podger on 'The Chnroh and the People.' Pod-
ger is a young man with opinions, and speaks with an assump-
tion of infallibility. Yon should know Podger—Podger with 
his hair brushed up—Podger with his eye-clams on, Podger 
with four inches of standing collar and three inches of pro-
truding cuff, Podger the superior person, Podger the critic, 
the reformer, the theologian, the scientist—the great Podger. 
A proud woman is hie mother, as well she may he—saving her 
son's nortraite taken at different ages. You will see them in 
the Strand Magazine someday. Niger, aged one;' Podger 
at ten;' Podger at fourteen,' Podger at twenty-one,' 
' Podger at the present day!' 

It ie characteristic, of Mr. Podger that he takes an indepen-
dent attitude on every question he studies. He does not often 
see with other people—but how could you expect ordinary 
mortals to see with Podger ? He left the Liberals because he 
did not like their lack of patriotism, and consequently the Con-
servatives because he had views on the Land Laws. He is not a 
Socialist, because his father has property, per a Radicle! because 
somebody once said he bad a nose like the Duke of Wellington. 
He has given over attending Church because be gets no intellec-
tual satisfaction from the preaching. Pillsbury at ' Ebenezer' 
is too sentimental,' Tomkine at ' Salem ' is all fireworks.' 
Juggins—until Podger gave his verdict we all swore by 
Juggins—is only good enough for common people. Podger 
is not to be humbugged I 

But to come bank to that Tuesday evening's essay and dis-
cussion. Of course the company was good and Podger had 
his war-paint on. The chairman was Brown who introduced 
the essayist as ' our rising young townsman.' It was great to 
see Podger rise. Amelia Wiggins is supposed to have ' a 
tenderness; and when its object stepped to the front she 
almost choked herself with a pepperment in her emotion. 

Of course it goes without saying that in the matte* before 
us, as in every other, Podger took a strong position. He com-
menced by stating with perfect candour that up to the pres-
ent he ' had been unable to see his way to become a Christian.' 
' Why ? Because of what be bad learnt from a careful and 
exhaustive study of the facts of the nresent, as well as the 
history of the past, namely, that the Church was not on the 
side of the people. The Church, in fact. had neglected the 
people. She was too other-worldly, and thought more about 
heaven than earth. It was all 'save your soul' with her—
while the Land Laws were unrepealed—while hungry poverty 
sat side by side with bloated wealth. Why didn't the Church 
solve the economic and 6°131181 problems? Why didn't she 
get better pay and shorter hours for the toilers ? "Let her 
come over to the side of the people,' said Podger, in a burst 
of eloquence; ' let her come over to the side of the people, 
and I—I and thousands of the cultured and talented youth 
of this Envland will come over to hew.' And the essayist 
sat down with triumph in his eye, while Amelia worshipped 
afar off. 

So far, Podger. Now what could have indnoed old Johnson 
to put in an attendance at the Lit. and Phil.? ' Generally, 
and, surely, this might have been quoted by our 'rising young 
townsman,' the chapel folks ignored the ' Lit. and Phil.' 
Dumkins, the deacon went so fares to say, It was all Tommy-
rot and bunkum—a pasell o' chars as likes to hear themselves 
talk '—but Dumkinn is a fossil. Why Johnson came no 
one has ever been able to guess. He entered unobserved, and 
he walked home alone. Podger has never enoken to him since. 

'Now, ladies and gentlemen,' said the chairman, now the 
discussion will commence. Not es there's much to discuss. 
It's all plain to my thinking, but still we'll give yer all a 
chance. Ten minutes to the first corner, five for the rest.' 
Johnson rose, Amelia giggled, Poker adjusted his eye-glasses. 
' Come up bare, my friend,' said the chairman. 

'No, no, Mr, Brown, thank ye, kindly,' said the old man. 

just stop where I ie. I might be frightened if I oame 
among the talent up there, and besides, what I've got to Boy 
ain't worth it. ptr ape.' 

' Hear, hear ' said Amelia, spitefully. 
' Tab, yah l' said Podger, in the exult tone and pronuncia-

tion of the Honourable Simon Slimmer, our County Member. 
' I was only thinking o' one or two things,' said Johnson, 

and wondering a bit besides. I know a bit about the Church, 
Mr. Chairman, having been a member at Ebenezer for fifty 
years. Perhaps the essayist has seen more churches than I 
have, 'clause I understand he's been round 'em all. But how-
somever he ain't stopped at none, and he ain't a Christian, 
which is a pity, especially for him. Well, I am a Christian 
—bless the Lord! and I belong to the Chareh—and will do 
till I die.' 

' Now, first, Mr. Chairman, I wants to ax a question: What's 
the Church for ?' And I'll save our young friend the trouble 
of answering. The Church is to preach the Word, and show 
forth the Lord's death until He come. If Mr. Podger ain't 
got a Bible I'll show him where it's written in mine. The  
Char& has her business, but it ain't everybody's business. 
She has one thing to do—and if there's any fault, it is when 
she doesn't do that one thing. To save soul's,' why that's 
her work—that, an' not everything else along o' that. Why! 
here's Mr. Podger here, ain't he a tailor ? Ain't it his business 
to sit cross-legged making clothes for folks ? Do I want him 
to doctor me, and sweep my chimney, and clean my drains, 
and water my cabbages.? No, I says, Podger make me a 
weskit,' and when he's done it. I say, "Eras yer money, Pod-
ger,' an' I don't blow him up 'cause hel ain't given me a box 
o' pills. or a new house, or a university eddicatinn. Seems to 
me yer a blowin' the Church up 'cause she ain't a doing wot 
she were never made to do.' 

Here Podger interposed—' Didn't I bear Mr. Johnson once 
say in a love-feast that religion should help you in every-
thing ?' 

' You did, honey.' said Johnson, you did. Religion should 
help you in everything. Religion, but not the Church. The 
Church is to help you to religion. and to help you in religion. 
Then what ?—Then religion helps yer an' stirs yer up, and 
makes yer think. and makes yer tryto be better and make other 
people better. What has nearly abolished slavery—the Church? 
I don't say that. And what has exalted women from drudges 
and toys—the Church ? I don't say that. And what has 
changed old Englanda' my time until one hardly knows her—
covered her wi"ospitals and orphanages, and doubled wages 
—the Church ? I don't say that either. But I say as men 
did it themselves, because religion woke 'em up, and showed 
'em why, and showed 'em how—and the Church told 'em about 
religion and helped 'em to get it and keep it. And if men 
would only have more o' the religion as the Church gives 
these things as Mr. Podger has been a-talking about would 
soon pass away. Yon must not expect the Church to do for 
folks what they should do for themselves. The Church ain't 
a-going to build yer homes, and settle yer land laws, and draw 
up a table of wages, and wash yer, and feed yer, and keep yer 
amused. Not but she'll teach yer a religion as'll help yer to 
do all this for yerselves.' 

Mr. Johnston's' ten minutes were TM, and the chairman wee 
Ailing. but the old man went on. ' Hold hard, Mr. Chairman, 
I'll tell our young friend an anecdote. I built myhonse thirty 
years since, an' five years since I kep a billygoat. One morn-
ing I heard something pompoming away at the house end 
and there was that there billygoat a-butting away at the wall 
for all creation. 'Bton it,' says I. ' or yer'll smash yer 'ed in,' 
but he went on battin.' Mr. Chairman, he's dead, but the 
'cruse is standing. What Arthur Pager needs is to 'stop 
butting and get religion—the real stuff—an' be won't go 
round rating the Church for not minding everybody's busi-
ness but her own.' 

'St. Paul', Enletheite Coles's, and LaedIces. With introduction 
and Notes. By John Rutherford, BA,. Pp a, 	. T. and T. 
Clark. Price 6s. net. 

Soma readers may be puzzled by this title, since they will not 
be familiar with any letter by Paul to the Laodiceane. It is, 
however, a not uncommon opinion that the letter to Laodicea 
to which Paul refers in the cloning verse of the Epistle to the 
Colossians is really to be identified with our Epistle to the 
Epheeiane. I favoured this view in my Commentary on Col-
ossians in the Expositor's Greek ?adamant in conjunction with 
the widely-held theory that it was a circular letter. One of 
the chief objects of Mr. Rutherford's book is to re-affirm this 
identification. The most useful feature of the book is its 
presentation of the parallels between the two Epistles both 
in Greek and English. In one column the text of the Epis-
tle to the Colossians is printed and in the opposite column the 
parallels from the Epistle to the Ephesiens. There are also 
a new translation and some Notes. The warmth of welcome 
that one would have wished to accord to it is somewhat chill-
r.,1 by the author's inadequate preparation for his work. P. 
Ewald's Commentary is quoted at second band, while the 
author betrays no knowledge of the existence of Haupt, 
whioh is our most important Commentary on the Epistle. 
Even Hort is quoted at second band from the Temple Bible. 
The detailed interpretation is vitiated by the failure to arsenic,  
adequately with the angelology which underlies the Epistle, 
and in the light of which many of its most diffloult passages 
are to be interpreted. A study of Everling would have set 
the problem which the Epistle presents much more clearly 
before the anthor's mind. Any one who wishes to write on 
this most difficult Epistle would do well to remember that 
insularity constitutes a most serious drawback. It is quite 
right to study the contributions of Lightfoot, Abbott, and 
Lnkyn Williams, and the author might with advantage have 
extended his English reading, but to miss Klopper. Von Soden, 
P. Ewald, and, above all. Haupt, is to invite disaster, which I 
regret all the more in view of the useful features which the 
book possesses.—AITI171 B. Pajas. 
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On train is running through that great flat expanse which 
borders the Wash. It is the famous Fen country, once, in 
days long past, the ' place of broad streams ' and reed-covered 
marsh, of mere and island, quagmire and creek. Here it was 
among such barriers and fasmeaaes that, long after Hastings, 
Hereward and the last of the English made final stand against 
the Norman. Now all is changed except ,that the broad ex-
panse of the fen still shivers in the winter fogs or smiles up 
at the summer mum A marvellous system of waterways and 
drainage has altered all else,  and made possible the present 
victories of plough and spade. The courses of rivers have 
been diverted, stream joined to stream, and great drains, some 
as wide as rivers, intersect the flat. The little old windmills 
still lift their arms to the sky and co-operate with more 
modern pumping engines to lift the water from the network 
of drains into the larger waterways which crawl sluggishly 
to the Wash. (' Lift,' for in some cases the river-bed is above 
the level of the surrounding country.) 

Here still survives the famous ten fowler, who lies prone 
in his canoe-shaped craft, propelling it with paddles a foot 
long, his eye glancing down the barrel of an enormous wea-
pon—a sort of minor canon '—in his teeth a string fastened 
to the trigger, until he silently pushes through the reeds and 
sights his prey, and a fearsome, scattering discharge makes 
holocaust among the wild-fowl. But he grows rarer, his 
hunting ground curtailed, his victims less numerous. His 
brother, the eel-fisher, we meet but seldom now, and his half-
brother, who peels the pliant ozier, has restricted haunts. But 
the drained fen has hundreds of acres all primrose-coloured 
with the aromatic mustard orop, hundreds more provide some 
of the (nest corn and root land, and ever-increasing thousands 
of acres are beautiful with flowers and fruit for the delecta-
tion of smoky midland and northern manufacturing towns. 
Here the fruit and flower districts are cultivated every inch, 
right up to the gardener's back-door. Here is the beauty of 
fertility; here toe wide vistas, unbroken by bank or hill to the 
distant horizon, give the humid climate opportunity to present 
spectacles of sunset glory unequalled iu England. Here is 
bred a race of men, slow, hardy, independent—' And here,' I 
explain to my companion, • you may find as fine a sample of 
a flourishing Primitive Methodist circuit as any man could 
wish to see.' He replies, That is just what I want, and have 
travelled far to see.' 

My friend is a townsman, pale and tall. His circuits have 
ever been of the city type; what some of us, who know the 
long, long miles in the Lonely winter's dark, call 'cab it, train 
it, or tram it ' circuits. `I have been to some of these circuits,' 
he says, preaching and lecturing, but only to headquarters; 
now I want to see the circuit itself, and I want you to tell me 
all about it.' That's a large order for one day,' I say. • But 
if we take a trap we can ao it, can't we?' 	yes, if you kilt 
the horse.' Then my friend rises to the occasion; Let's hire 
a motor I' I gasp, ' That's for plutocrats.' But he chuckled, 
• Last week 1 has three weddings, all in villa-dom. Let me 
spend the fees from City merchants' purses to see the sphere 
of my country brother's labours. Ana before the train reaches 
the confines of this circuit tell me something of its general 
features.' I promised to do my beet. 

• This station,' 1 began, is a circuit. It is in three counties, 
and has twenty-four places on its plan, and it is alive from 
end to end. It has two preachers, a resident evangelist, two 
superannuated ministers and about a hundred 'locals' at work 
on it. It's men are of a steadfast sort: a super' stayed with 
them eight years, his successor nine, his successor ten, and the 
present one is engaged for his fourth year. Every church has 
the ;Sunday school, more than half have Endeavour societies, 
and above a dozen have Bands of Hope The circuit magazine 
has nearly a thousand purchasers and helps the isolated village 
and the town church to realise their unity. Every winter its 
choirs learn hitherto unused tunes from our book, and then 
come together to sing them and to listen to solos and applaud 
speeches in a circuit choral gathering. It keeps its own orphan 
in our connexional Home. Its trusts have more than once 
combined to assist the case of a needy chapel or to help to 
build a new one. It has for years done what every circuit 
ought to do, had two missionary meetings at every place, a 
Juvenile meeting for Africa and the usual one for the general 
fund. Here's the station, get your ticket ready.' 	Well,' 
says my friend, I want to see this circuit.' 

We walk up the street to engage the motor. • Beady, gen-
tlemen, in a quarter of an hour.' Be ready for us outside the 
Primitive Methodist chapel,' we direct, and we stroll up to 
survey the central sanctuary of the station we are to explore. 
A big body like this wants a strong heart to send out Dlood 

to such distant extremities,' says the townsman. Yes; it has 
about two dozen local preachers in membership,' I reply. • And 
I suppose it has its traditions, its ancient worthies, and saints 
and eocentrice; he queries. I tell him that it had and has, and 
grow reminiscent of the old steward who made the collections, 
and who, when the non-giver only responded with a nod, stood 
and nodded back again, and still stood waiting, expectant, with 
presented plate, until the embarrassed one realised the neces- 
sity of the case. I tell him of one handsome old saint who for 
long practised the Methodist art of 'responding,' and how, one 
bunday night, he and his wife had onions with their tea. 
' Now, John, remember those onions and your breath, and 
don't go clerking through all the service.' John promised 
to do his beet, but the occasion made him irrepressible. The 
preacher had a good time, and so had John, and at last he broke 
forth,' Onions or no onions, Hallelujah!' As we look round 
the handsome chapel we hear the horn of our motor and hasten 
to bt gm our tour, and are soon gliding away from the streets 
and over the level road. W here does the minister live ?' asks 
Ely companion. I have the pleasure of telling him that two 
sears ago the circuit bought him a new house in a pleasant 
situation, and has nearly paid for it, thanks to individual 

generosity, united efforts, and the stimulus of the Centenary 
rand. 	 • • 	- 

Only a mile and a half are covered, and a pretty chapel 
is passed. That's number two, and they have built a fine new 
schoolroom within the last four years,' I remark. We cannot 
circumnavigate the entire area, even with a motor, and deliver 
my pilgrim at the station by train-time, so I wave my hand in 
a large and generous fashion towards the west. Over there 
are tour more of our villages, one with a new schoolroom,opened 
last year; another with a similar structure, built some seven or 
eight years ago.' But we pass them and turn northward to the 
frontiers, houses are becoming scarce and 1 explain the un-
usual type of locality that we are approaching. The name of 
it is the name of a locality, not even of a village. There isn't 
a public-house, and there isn't a teetotaller, as tar as we know. 
There was a miniature chapel, its rostrum not suitable for 
stout preachers—a Lilliputian society which, a few years ago, 
liquidated a debt of a few pounds. There was; but now a new 
day shines and a new chapel is being built, its site presented 
to the trustees and every prospect of the eventual debt being a 
small one. We turn away and run among wide drains and 
marsh-like fields, passing near to two other chapels, where 
brave folk hold the fort for Christ and for our ()parch in the 
lonely fen. ' Did you read in the Alderegate ' some months 
ago 	Miraculous Chapels' the farmer's story of how he was 
led by God to leave his situation and to settle where God want-
ed him to build a chapel ?' I ask. My friend remembers some-
thing about it. W ell, that's the place, and there's his house,' 
I say, as we pass a neat chapel and, soon after, the mooted 
farm in the meadow. I must read that tale again,' says the 
explorer, and we leave the monument of faith behind and soon 
reach the region of high-roads again. "That's a set of hand-
some premises,' exclaims my passenger and I say, compla-
cently, ' Yes, it's another of ours.' We must hurry on, skirting 
the great banks of a huge drain which looks like a river and 
which tempts the angler, in his hundreds, all the way from 
Sheffield. Now we debouch upon a road built on the wank of 
one of the four rivers which run to the Wash, and soon ap-
proach a large, long village, where a magnificent bridge spans 
the stream. 

But our in-
ot her three • 
gine ering 
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village chapel 
say, There lie 
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ever been my 
know.' Kinu-
cent,' c om-
charge, and I 
stories of the 
dame who, 
ily, now, ante I all gone, did so much to build and maintain toe 
handsome structure we are approaching; stories, too, of the 
gallant old captain who left tee village poorer when ne went 
to heaven. 'busy are tales too long anti too many for this 
page, but one I may retail to the reader which told now, years 
ago, the captain refused to set sail on a Sunday from a halm 
port. The skippers of the rest of the little fleet of timber-
merchants' craft warned him of the consequences. Delay 
meant so many extra charges, which the owners must meet. 
But the captain remembered another Master and remained at 
anchor while they sailed without him. Ere the sabbath closea 
the wind changed and blew boisterously against his intended 
course. Days passed ere that wind permitted him to escape; 
each day eliding to bills of wages, food, and wharfage dues; 
each day making more certain the probable dismissal when 
he should reach home; each day a nay of prayer, while the 
sea-dog wondered why pie Father didn't order tue wind aright. 
But wren, at last, he sailed away and reached port, it was to 
reoeive'a gushing welcome. War was imminent, prices rising 
every hour, the wind changed only to enable him to leave the 
Baltic in command of the last ship which was allowed to pass 
ere these waters were closea to the vessels of belligerent na-
tions. His delay had gained the owners thrice as much profit 
as it had caused them expense. My Father knew wuen to 
change that wind,' the old man used to chuckle in days of 
anecuotage fifty years after. 

We leave the old saint's grave behind us and speed over the 
bridge into another county. • Over yonder,' 1 point, • lies 
another of our chapels. Ten years ago so weak that 1 have 
more than once found my humble sixpence was more than 
half the total collection. 'Then came a Primitive Methodist 
fruit farmer. Acres of marsh began to rejoice and blossom 
as the daffodil and the strawberry. New blood was tranefue- 
ed into the veins of the church. Now it flourishes.' here's 
another line sample of revival in this chapel we are just com- 
ing to,' I remarked. I have known it in other days when it 
was dilapidated; when, though it cost but £170 to build, X130 
debt has been borne for yearn; when seven men were members, 
and though they were each married, no woman was a Mem-
ber of the church. In those days a collection of fourpence 
was not uncommon. Aye, in nays prior to that, au old local 
preacher told me how he preached to the isumbering tow one 
not afternoon and how, at the close, he rousea his audience 
by graNely remarking that he could not ask them to contri-
bute to the Lord's cause, they had had but little to do with it 
that day, but he thought that they ought topay something fur 
lodging. Now all is changed, the place renovated, the debt 
diminished, the church ibureaned awl active, the Endeavour 
established. On we go, my companion beginning to be hun-
gry for something besides information. he looks at me very 
earnestly. Old man, there's a divinity cloth speak within. 

Isn't there a table spread in the wilderness somewhere about 
here ? ' I opine that that imperative divinity speaks of wit-

' ties,' in local phraseology, and reassure him. "/here's a senior 
circuit steward near. W e shall reach him directly and welcome is 
assured.' One more chapel we pass en route. That's another 
new one,' I remark, built about ten years ago. It's the cheap-
eat chapel I know. It was built by a local preacher who 
worked for love rather than profit.' Now we draw up to the 
steward's door to be greeted with the kindness which never 
yet failed. We had been cultivating an appetite for thirty 
miles. My companion said grace in orthouox manner but 
told me he had to resist a strong impulse to say- 

' And must I suddenly comply 
With nature's stern decree.' 

Over the table he catechised our host, and discovered that 
there was no trap-hire land on the station. W hen our men 
are converted, their horses are dedicated,' he was informed. 
He hears of local preachers who took their seven or eight, and 
in one case ten, ;Sundays a quarter without flinching, and 
carried their comrades to their work as well. he also neard 
that there was no financial circuit problem, collections at every 
plane on every Sunday have made straight the steward's book. 

Jehn also nas been led, and has groomed his steel horse, 
judging by various coughings and 'millings; so we thank host 
and hostess, and take tne road again. ohew him where our 
chapel and new schoolroom are,' the steward says to me. 
I  W hat I another new school built ? ' says the explorer, and I 
assure him that three new chapels, and two of them with new 
schoolrooms, still await his inspection, for he has ten more 
societies yet to visit. 	Yonder it is.' Near to it is the ancient 
and picturesque parish church, marked by its square, detached 
beltrey. That is the second tower we have seen to-day stand-
ing quite apart from the church. This reminds the city. super' 
of auother question, Do we have much opposition here ? ' he 
asks. In a few places there is overlapping; in very few oases 
have we had to complain of persecution, and in many instances 
we stand alone, without rival church or chapel. ' Here's a 
rather unusual type that we come to next, a Primitive llitetho-
dist-cum.Baptist chapel.' Whatever does that mean ? ' he 
demands. I explain how the village Baptist church had almost 
become extinct, how a Primitive miller was asked to come to 
the rescue; how, as a result, a Primitive church worships in a 
Baptist chapel with services provided by each church ou alter-
nate Sundays, and a joint missionary meeting which divides 
the proceeds between the two organisation& On we hurry, 
soon to reach a splendid specimen of a new village chapel—tne 
old one, dwarfed by its side, used as a schoolroom. Un to an-
other, school and chapel alike new, a couple of miles away. 
On, to a large chapel; two miles further, recently rebuilt after 
being almost wrecked by a terrible storm a few months ago. 

' how do they pay for all these ? ' asked my friend; are 
they a wealty community ? ' I explain that there are a few 
well-to-do men; that the average villager, thanks to the fruit 
industry, is better off than his brother elsewhere, but that the 
chief reason lies in the fact that a large circuit has learned 
how to pull all together,' that consequently a good start has 
been made in every case and that, though all these new build-
ings are less than a dozen. years old, the average financial 
position is good. be on we go, passing another roadside.  
Bethel and reaching a large village where we have one of 
three Methodist chapels. ' Here,' I. explain, ' we each plan a 
Week-night service every three weeks, so we don't colliue and 
the people have a week-night service every week.' On again, 
passing the home of an exceptionally strong village church 
which is at this moment seeking ground for new and larger 
premises, and so back to the circuit town to the house of the 
junior steward. At his table we enquire about a neighbouring 
church in a suburb, which, in past years, could hardly cope 
with its debt. 	Since all the trusts on the circuit subscribed 
and since they started weekly collections and were permitted 
a share of them for their aebt, they have coped with their 
difficulty and voluntarily reduced the proportion of the offer-
tory kept for church purposes,' says the steward. Now we 
start on our last trip, for my friend must catch the mail at a 
railway centre ten miles away. There, too, we have a new 
chapel and schools, and a new church too, for we did not exist 
there eleven years ago. In this case also all the circuit trusts 
and societies combined to help. We have just time to look at 
the handsome premises and then dismiss the motor, catch the 
train, and away for the city. 

Is this fact or fiction ? It is fact, and only part of the facts. 
If any Primitive Methodist does not know what circuit this 
is let him be humbly aware of his limitations and seek further 
connexional knowledge and inspiration. 

The Foundations of Liberty.' By B, Pi B. Fen. Methuen sod Co. 
as, net. • 

THE need for a reasoned account of the meaning and principles 
of liberty is, in these days of newly-awakened social forces, 
not a slight one. And we looked with some eagerness to Mr. 
Fell's exposition for a justification of freedom as a social end, 
or, at least, as a political means. And we find that he has 
taken the right point of view, in that he regards freedom as 
a right which is rooted in the fact of the worth of personality 
as such. It is thus distinct from mere individualism, in the 
sense of selfishness, and again from a socialism which makes 
all persons merely means to the maintenance of a state system. 
It may best be termed Personalism. The chief factors of 
development of the person are found in the family and the 
nation. These are to be defended, therefore, against the 
attacks of socialism and cosmopolitanism. It is a little singu-
lar, however, that the Liberal party is not credited with much 
usefulness for the cause of liberty, but is generally referred to 
as Radical; while most of its recent chief acts are given as 
illustrations of attacks upon the sacred cause. Liberty is ap-
parently safe only in the hands of the Conservatives. In the 
exposition the author leans upon Wordsworth a great deal, 
from whom he makes copious extracts. The book would have 
been better if there had been even more extracts, for the 
author's writing is extremely dull, and a good antidote to 
insomnia.—A. LEE. 

A. New Cure for Deafness. 
A GENTLEMAN who cured himself of deafness and Noises in the 
Head will send particulars of his Remedy free to all readers. 
Write H. Clifton, 117 Kingsway House, 163 Strand, London, 
W.O. 

FEN PRIMITIVE METHODISM. 
A Motor Round a Modern Circuit. 

By Wardman. 
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THE YORKSHIRE NIGHTINGALE, 
Note Change of Address 

86 Nether Hull Road, Doncaster. 
DATES sea FOURTH WEEK IF NOVEMBER, 1908—

Sunday and Monday, November 22nd and 23rd, Victoria 
Bar, York. 

Wednesday, November 25th, Pilley, near Sheffield. 
Thursday, November 26th, Bt. Annsweli Road, Notting. 

ham. 
Saturday, November 28th, Kings Lynn, Norfolk. 

Booking for loot.. 
Write for Programmes, Press Opinions, & Terme at once. 

	■■■ 

F YOU CAN CURE AT HOME 
the worst eases of F.. The treatment is 
simple—the malt. certain. Guaran-
teed to contain so Bromide of Potassium or 

Zsot,i,t1,31C absolute Proofs etc Free  

hers, Great smith Sl:reet, London, B.W. 

LANTERN SLIDES 
OF 

HYMNS. 
Illustrated by Artistic and Beautiful 

Photographs from Nature. 

LISTS FREE. 

"The best on the Market." 

GRAYSTONE BIRD, 
Photographer and Gold Medallist, 

BATH. 

THE its BEEF TEA- 
Prepared solely from Beef and Vegetable. 
Makes delicious rich gravies or a cup of strong 
Beef Tea for a penny. Ask your grocer. 

I VO GROCERS. If you are desirous of 
inoreasing your Tea Trade write me for sample,. 

I ask for no favours exoept to submit honest value.—
W. LAID, 17 Ellesmere Road, Chorlton-oumMardy, 
Manchester. 

IRON 
CHURCHES. 

Write lot List J. 

JOHN HARRISON & CO., 
STATION amass, CAMBERWELL 

BEAUTIFUL AND HEALTHY SITUATION. 

WORKSHOP. 	OUTDOOR GAMES. 	SWEDISH DRILL. 

SIX SCHOLARSHIPS FROM £5 TO £25. 

LATEST SUCCESSES.—January, 1908, London University Matriculation, 

May, 1908, Chartered Accountants Examination. 

June, 1908, London University Matriculation. 

MODERATE AND INCLUSIVE TERMS. 

I 	Next Term begins January 19th, 1909. "IPS 

Illustrated Prospectus and Testimonials, etc., from the Head 
Master, 

T. J. STEWART HOOSON, B.A. 

Burlington Tutorial 
Correspondence Class 	 rr 	ei 

for Training 
pcf ID I 3:j .A".  for the 

0 IN- 	Primitive Methodist 
Ministry. 

Over twenty of the beet positions on the list 1806-1903 
include let, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, eta. System individual. 
Fees Moderate. Success guaranteed. Bend stamped 
sddreaeed envelope or wrapper to " Bontutemn," 
Primitive Methodist Leader Unlae, 4 Ludgate Circus, 
London, E.C. 

PRIMITIVE METHODIST 

PROVIDENT INSTITUTION 
Insostered Friendly 5oeiet9), 

Sielt AND FUNERAL BENEFITS. 
Particulars from W. WILDS, 

8 Prospect Terrace, Hunslet Moor, Leeds. 

IRON BUILDINGS 
FOR ALL PURPOSES, 

Estimates Free. 

GINGER, LEE & CO., 
Practical Builders, 

Plymouth Avenue, 
-- 	 Longsight, Manchester 

Lowest Possible Priem 
Extended Payments if desired. 

A. FELICIC COPY I I 

THE SENSATION OF  THE HOUR. 

REV. J. W. CHAPPELL'S 
NEW BOOR 

"THE ENEMY AT THE GATE" 
The modern menace to the freedom of faith 

and the rights of citizenship. 

With Preface by the 
MG-V. JOHN CLIFFORD, M.A. 

Cloth boards le. Paper covers 6d. 
May be had from 
COULTON & CO., LTD., Publishers, Nelson, Lanes. 

IMPOZTANT.—In order to get this book well 
known, we will, for a short time, send any reader of 
P.M. Leader : — 

2 Cloth Copies for le., or 2 Paper Copies for 6d. 
tf you sell one, the other will cost you nothing. 

NEW SCHOOL MODEL 
-mos-smallest pipe 
organ made. Bend for 
particulars. Also cats• 
Logue of Positive Organs 
from 270. Over 700 sup-
plied. Estimates given 
for repairs, re.builds, 
two and three manual 
organs, etc. 
THE POSITIVE ORGAN CO 

Ltd., 
44 Mornington Crescent 

(Opposite Tube Station), 
London, N.W. TRADE MARE. 

INDIVIDUAL 
COMMUNION 	CUPS. 

Bee our Patent " IDEAL " Outfits adopted by the 
Churches of Revs. A. T. Guttery and B. J. Taylor, 
Dr. Clifford, London, and hundreds of Churches 
besides. 

Illustrated Price Lists and Address by Archdeacon 
Beydel, free from the makers- 
TOWNSHENDS, Ltd., Birmingham. 

Dr. J. Collis Browne's 	
Admitted by the 

Profession to be 
the Most Valuable 

CH LO RODYN E Remedy ever discovered, 

I THE Oincinrat. AND 	The only Palliative in NEURALGIA, GOUT, 
Orna GENUINE. 

Of all Chemists. 

Convincing Medical Testi. 

RHEUMATISM, TOOTHACHE. 

The Best Remedy known for 
mony with each Bottle. 

1.1•14 	  

1/11, 2/9 and 4/6. 	

Acts like a charm in Di arrhcea and Dysentery. 

COUGHS, COLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 
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THE BEST REMEDY FCE: 

C N ONSUMPTIO 
9 ONGREVES 

BALSAMIG 

also for COUGHS, COLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, 
Of Chemists irti, as, 1/e, a iv, 

Ur. Comm% Book on "CONSUMPTION, atc." post Tres 
emoz Cooma  Lode.,  Peckham, London. SS. 

PENSION I 
A 

FOR P. M's 
OVER 50 

Would be a grand thing for ma n 
in the connexion. Towards 50 we 
begin to stoop, and the eight shows 
signs of failure. Some turn grey 
headed, others quite bald. But 
there is no reason why at 50 you 
should have a bald head or grey 
hair. 

WHEATLEY'S 

IRONzi-J2WOOD BUILDINGS 

ABBEY ROAD 
AND 

ST. JOHN'S WOOD 
PERMANENT 

Building 
Society. 

ESTABLISHED 1874. INCORPORATED 1878. 

President: Reu, W. STOTT. 

.UDITORS: 

Messrs. RICKS, WALTERS & Co. 
(Chartered Accoontante). 

Fully paid up Shares 
(225) 

Issued at FOUR per cent. 

DEPOSITS RECEIVED 
At the following rates : 

3 per cent., withdrawable 
at 1 month's notice. 

31 per cent., withdrawable 
at 3 months' notice. 

4 per cent., withdrawable 
at 6 months' notice. 

ALL DIVIDENDS AND INTEREST ARE FREE OF 
INCOME TAX. 

WITHDRAWALS OF SHARES 
AT SHORT NOTICE. 

,ABSOLUTE SECURITY. 

INVESTED 
SEPARATELY IN GOVERNMENT AND 

OTHER TRUSTEE SECURITIES. 

The BEST SOCIETY for 
Borrowers. 

Liberal Advances in any District to 
Purchasers for own occupation. 

NO SHARE SUBSCRIPTION. 
NO EXPENSE FEE. 

NO PREMIUM. 

Churches and Chapels freed 
from Debt by the 

Gradual Repayment system 

OFFICICS 

16 FINCHLEY RD., LONDON, N.W. 
GILBEERT LANE, F.C.I.S., 

Telegrams: "Lending,," ;,:alcangdtoona: 	Secretary. 

CREAT 
DISCOVERY 

Will restore grey hairs to their 
original colour — and make hair 
grow on those heads prematurely 
bald. 

Send P.O. for 1/3 or 2/3 Box. I J. WELEATIAY, 
NEW STREET,GRASSMOOR, 

CI3.11ESTICREPI 

For Churches, 	Bungalows, 	Stables. 
Motor Houses, Garden Shelters, etc. 

ESTIMATES FREE ON RECEIPT OF PARTICULARS. 

T. MUNDY PORTABLE 
BUILDING EXPERT, 

Dorset St., Stretford, Manchester. 

Large Reserve Funds 
 

BOURNE COLLEGE, 
QUINTON, 

NEAR BIRMINGHAM. 

- Thorough preparation for Professional and -

Commercial Life. 

• 
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Love Which Passeth Knowledge. 
By Rosamond Kendall. 

All Literary communications other than Local Church News should 
be sent to the Editor.18 Kensington Terrace, Hyde Park, Leeds. 

Local Church Nowa should be sent to the Manager, r3 Farringdon 
Street, London, B.C. 

' The Primitive Methodist Leader' le sent from the Publishing 
QMoe, 13 Farringdon Street, London, E.O., to any address within the 
United Kingdom, at le. 9d. per quarter or 6e. 6d. per annum. 

Advertisements and communications pertaining thereto should be 
pent to Mr. T. M. Headley. 4 Ludgate Circus, London, E.C., and 
must arrive by Tuesday morning. 

The Primitive Methodist Leader. 
INCORPORATING THE PRIMITIVE METHODIST.' 

THURSDAY, DECEMBER 3, 1908. 

IT was ten o'clock on a Monday morning in summer time. 
The Rev. Crawford Addie, vicar of the country parish of 
Wed Dinham, had already ecanned hie newspaper, attended 
to hie correspondence, and now seated at his desk woe pro-
ceeding to outline a sermon he wished to preach to his flock 
on the following Sunday morning. He always made a point 
of beginning hie eermone on the Monday morning; sermon 
making was his life. 

His surrounding!, more than his appearance, proclaimed 
him a student, Hie study, a large room, wee lined with books 
from floor to ceiling, except the apace reserved for the door 
and windows and French casement, the latter leading into a 
beautiful secluded garden. The window and French casement 
space the vicar did not begrudge, but he sometimes thought the 
door might be made into a eliding book-case in some way. He 
was a man still in the prime of fife, vigorous and strong, a 
man who might have been a man of action if he had not 
elected to spend his energies in speculative thought. He had 
no domestic ties to interfere with hie scholarly routine. He 
was a widower of long etanding, and his only eon had just 
commenced his course at Oxford. 

In the cloistral seclusion of this book-lined study the Rev. 
Crawford Addis spent his days in intellectual speculation on 
the deep problems of human destiny and human development. 
He yearned to know all mysteries and all knowledge so that 
he could guide his village flock aright. There he sat hour 
after hour and year after year striving to dig down to the 
very fundamentals of the problems of formula and _doctrine 
and oreed. The study of one authority and system of phil-
osophy led to another in an ever increasing ratio. He mind-
ed not the Herculean task he had set himself, if only from 
this tangled labyrinth of human thought and experience he 
could discover one path, however narrow and winding, which 
men of old had trodden right into the presence of the God-
head. He knew he would discover it if only he searched the 
wisdom of the ages diligently enough. He found a little of 
the right path in the philosophy of one sage, and a little in 
the pnilosophy of another. The learned philosophical and 
theological periodicals of the day held the Rev. Crawford 
Addis in high esteem as a very valued contributor indeed. 
Occasionally he contributed articles which showed such deep 
erudition that not even the editor himself understood them. 
The editor inserted them without a moment's compunction; 
he knew of no man brave enough to challenge any statement 
bearing the signature of Crawford Addis, Ph.D. His public 
would read and sigh that their mental grasp was so feeble. 

These literary contributions were only incidental, the over-
flow as it were of his sermons. The midnight oil was burnt for 
the benefit of the little flock under his immediate pastorate. He 
was oonscientions to a degree. He had their welfare terribly at 
heart. They had little time and power to devote to such 
questions themselves. It wee his duty to see they were guided 
aright. His parishioners loved him. They knew he was a 
good man and a friend to them all; he had proved that in 
other ways than by his sermons. do they attended church 
regularly. Many of them followed agricultural pursuits dur-
ing the week, and worked early and late. Sunday was a day 
of rest, and what better place to rest in than the cool, quiet 
old church. The old stone pillars were good to lean against, 
and they moreover served as a screen from roving eyes. The 
vicar's even, educated voice served as a pleasing and effective 
soporific. Yee, Sunday was a day of rest. There were others, 
the better-off classes, who had all the Bleep they wanted dur-
ing the week, and scorned to go to sleep in church. The ser-
mon time was an excellent pausing place in their buoy lives to 
think. Not to think of the sermon, that wae too great an 
effort, but to review the events of the past_ week and make 
plane for the week to come. 

Now on this Monday morning the vicar set himself to work 
out for their benefit a sermon on a neglected argument for the 
reality of God as correctly but not very clearly analysed by 
Kant. He was convinced he could improve on that philoso-
pher's arguments. It was all as clear as daylight to him. 
He had not thought of a text; no doubt he would be able to 
find something that would fit when the sermon was finished. 

His sermon making was interrupted by the entrance of 
Sister Alice, his district visitor. He put down his pen will-
ingly to listen to her, for it was she who kept him in touch 
with his scattered parishioners; he seldom came into personal 
contact with them himself. She went in and out amongst 
them and helped where she could, whether it was to nurse a 
baby, dress a wound, or pray with the distressed. Every 
week she reported to the vicar, and never appealing to him in 
vain for financial aid. His own wants were modest and his 
purse was ever open for the needs of others. 

There is one caw I should like to help if possible,' Sister 
Alice said but money is no good. It is John Griffins, an 
old man of seventy-five who lives at the other side of the 
village. He has become too old to do the regular farm-labour-
ing he has done all his life. His distrece is great and after 
such a self-respecting and hard-working life as he has lived, 
he would feel it a disgrace to go into the Workhouse. He ie 
absolutely alone in the world. If I could only find him some 
light gardening work to eke out his parish relief.' 

' John Griffins I I don't seem to know him.' 
Perhaps not sir. He doesn't attend the church. He has 

been a Primitive Methodist all hil3 life. He goes to the little  

chapel in Durleton Lane. He's a good old man, if ever there 
was one.' 

' The little chapel in Durlston Lane I I can't say I've noticed 
it.' 

Sister Alice smiled indulgently. She knew there were many 
things in that wide parish the good vicar had not noticed. 

While they have each members there as old Griffins,' 
she said, ' it will be a centre of light and righteousness in the 
village. I'd like you to know him.' 

The vicar looked at his book-shelves with knitted brows. 
He was not weighing the claims of the little chapel in Durl-
ston Lane to existence, he was wondering what he could do 
for a man who was really too old to work and too proud to 
accept charity. His brow cleared. 

' Why, Sister Alice, it seems providential. I've had no 
gardener for a week. Perhaps he could manage to potter 
about here with the help of a strong young man now and 
again for the heavy digging. You can tell him to come and 
try.' 

The next morning, when the vicar looked from his study 
window, he saw an oldman bending lovingly over the flower-
beds. He was bowed and gnarled with age like an oak tree 
that has borne the relentless force of countless storms. The 
vicar stepped through the casement window into the garden. 
The dew was not yet off the grass the old man was kneeling 
upon. 

' Good morning, Griffins. I fear that damp grass is not 
good for your rheumatism. You should kneel on something.' 

The old man turned his face towards, the speaker, and a 
feeling of wondering surprise crossed the vicar's mind. The 
storms of life that had shaken and racked and bowed the 
frail body must surely have left untouched the spirit within. 
It was the face of a saint triumphant. It was weather-beaten 
certainly, but discontent and anxiety and pain had left no 
mark there. The vicar read only joy and peace and content 
in the blue eye that looked serenely up at him, and wondered. 

Good morning sir,' old Griffins said heartily. ' I don't 
think I shall feel my rheumatics to-day sir. I feel so full of 
thankfulness at the goodness of the Lord that I've no room 
left for any other feeling. I did feel a bit down on Saturday 
night. I thought the Lord intended me to go into the Union, 
but praise him, I said at last, Lord, if its Thy will I'll go 
happy if I must go.' You Bee, sir, what I felt most was that 
I ettoaldn't be able to attend the chapel. I've been there every 
Sunday since it was balk and I'd got a notion 1 should like 
to go to the end. But after I'd prayed about it, it was all 
right, I said with the Psalmist, Whither shall I go from 
Thy spirit, or whither shall I flee from Thy presence ? Even 
there shall Thy hand lead me and Thy right hand shall hold 
me.' I was on my knees when Sister Alice came and told me 
the Lord had put it into your heart to give me work here.' 

I'm glad you like the work and are able to do it,' the vicar 
said. Don't work too hard. Keep things tidy and the beds 
well filled with flowere.' 

Then he went back to his study. The coming of a new 
gardener was but a little incident in the day's routine. The 
important thing was his work. Strange to say, that morning 
his thoughts wandered; a most unusual thing with him. 

The reality of God I ' he mused. ' I wonder what it means 
to a man like that. It would be interesting to find out. He 
does not appear to want any proof. It needed an effort to 
banish the radiant vision of the old man's face and concen-
trate on his metaphysical speculations. 

That summer the weather was so ideal that Mr. Addis spent 
an unusual amount of time in the garden. He was in the 
habit of doing much of his thinking when pacing up and 
down his smooth lawn. His other gardeners had disturbed 
him no more than the shrubs and flowers, but with old Grif-
fins it was different, His outstanding characteristic was, not 
that he was a gardener, but that he was a Christian. iaith 
and joy emanated from him and created an atmosphere that 
could no more be ignored than the subtle perfume of some 
exquisite flower. The vicar would pane. near him for a mo-
ment to remark on the geraniums and stand half-an-hour 
drinking in a new conception of the Redemption. The beauty 
of the roses would lead, in the same natural way, to a discus-
sion on immortality, and a chance remark en his fruit-trees 
ended in an enlargement of the vicar's ideas on prayer. He 
gradually came to realise that, though the name of John 
Griffins would never get into a biographical dictionary, that 
here, in his garden, he had one of the greatest experts on 
matters spiritual that he would ever meet. 

It seems to me,' the vicar said to himself sadly as he turn-
ed away after one of these talks, ' that the difference between 
Griffins and me is that I have thought and thought of God all 
my life and spent my days and nights in searching for the 
thoughts of others, while Griffins has entered straight into 
His presence and lived and talked with Him for seventy years.' 

The joy of the old man's achieved religious beliefs and his 
daily and hourly communion with the living Christ made the 
vicar feel his sermons of theory and syllogisms and abstract 
speculation were a mere jangle of words that had no relation 
to reality. 

It was the Oxford vacation and young Crawford Addis had 
brought home his friend Charles Courtney to spend some weeks 
with him. 

What do thine two find to talk about, day after day—
cabbages ? ' Charles asked as he glanced across the lawn to 
where the vicar, seated on an overturned basket, hie hands 
thrust into the pocket of his old lounge coat, was talking 
earnestly to Griffins, who was bedding out new flowers. 

' Cabbages! You should hear them, I think they're pre-
paring each other for bishoprics or saintships, I don't know 
which.' 

As the summer waned, the strength of old Griffins waned 
too. He was able to work fewer and fewer days, and by the 
winter set in, the vicarage garden knew him no more. 

It was the eve of Christmas, Mr. Addis had spent a busy 
day attending with Sister Alice to the temporal welfare of  

the poor portion of his pariah. He had come more into tench 
with the people lately. In the duck of the afternoon, as he 
approached his gate, he was stopped by the circuit minister, 
who lived in the neighbouring town. They knew each other 
slightly, and exchanged greetings. 

'I've just been over to see my old friend Griffins. He ie 
going home fast. I think he'll hardly see Christmas over. 
We shall all miss him greatly in the circuit, but he's looking 
forward with joy to his translation.' 

'And I shall miss him, too,' the vicar said simply. 
Christmas morning dawned fair and bright. The vicar 

hurried over his breakfast, and when his son and hie friend 
came down they found him in the hall struggling into his 
great-coat. 

' Well, really father I The affairs of this parish seem to 
take as much time to administer as the affairs of the nation. 
It's Christmas Day.' 

Yee, I know. A happy Christmas to you, my dear bop. 
I'll see you later, at church.' 

' Really, ' said Crawford junior, meditatively, I wonder 
what has come over the dear old dad lately. He makes me 
feel sluggish.' 

The vicar stepped out briskly through the long straggling 
village street, and then into the country road, hard as iron 
with the keen frost. He stopped at a tiny thatched cottage, 
knocked, and then lifted the latch and walked in. The fur-
nishing of that cottage was of the humblest description, but 
there was a bright fire burning in the small grate. Old Grif-
fins was seated in a chair. He found it easier to breathe so. 
Two younger men were seated near him—men whom he had 
!Mown the way to the Kingdom. It seemed to the vicar that 
he had shrunk to half his size, but his face was as joyfully 
serene as ever. 

'I came to see if I could do anything for you, Griffins.' 
' Nothing, nothing, sir.' My earthly wants are ended. To-

day I shall see the 'Sing of Glory. I'm just waiting for the 
summons. Praise Him I But I would like a few words of 
prayer. 

They knelt round the old man's chair, and as they poured 
out their hearts in prayer the peace which passeth all under-
standing stole into that humble room, It seemed to the vicar 
that above it he could hear the triumphant chorus of the 
angels welcoming a soul to glory. Heaven came down to 
earth. 

As Mr. Addis silently grasped the hand of Griffins in farewell 
the old man whispered with a rapt look on his face, 

Around me and beneath me are the Everlasting arms.' 
The church was always crowded on Christmas morning. 

The people loved the Christmas carols and the beautiful decora-
tions, but why did the vicar's voice thrill them as he gave out 
his text, ' Unto you is born this day in the city of David a 
Saviour which is Christ the Lord.' Why that ring of joyful 
surety and triumph in the cultured voice? It had never been 
there before. Was it the Christmas spirit that had imbued 
the vicar, or had he had some special revelation ? No one 
went to sleep that morning; even the humblest understood 
and felt that for them all a new era had begun. The beautiful 
prayer of thanksgiving for the example of the saints of the 
earth they could not find in the prayer book, though many 
searched. 

Some months after Christmas the vicar received a letter 
from his eon, 

Dear Father (it ran):— 
I have often discussed with you my future, but, as you 

know, I had no special leaning towards any profession. Last 
Christmas morning, when I heard you preach, I felt that if a 
man could only believe with his whole heart and soul the 
message you gave then, there could be no grander calling on 
earth than a minister of God. Since then the thought has 
been with me night and day. Charles and I have talked and 
prayed about it. We have both come to believe, and have now 
decided to offer ourselves when our course at Oxford is finished 
for service in the Chinese Mission field. We should both like 
your blessing on this step, dear father. Your devoted son, 
Crawford 

Praise God for old Griffins I ' the vicar said, reverently, as 
as he folded the letter. 

Christmas Carol. 

0 HAPPY season of the year, 
Thrice joyful time, the King is here! 
Angelic choirs His birth proclaim, 
The Royal Bearer of our shame. 

Christ has come, 0 now adore'Him 
Christ is King, 0 fall before Him 1 

He is worthy, for his reign 
Is the world's eternal gain. 

On frosty air, o'er virgin snow, 
The heav'nly strains still float below, 
And to the world the tidings tell 
That God has come on earth to dwell. 

Let hills and vales His praises sing, 
For Bethlehem gives to us our King; 
And mountains, tow'ring high o'er sea, 
In perfect harmony agree. 

Soon darkness in our life shall cease—
The Light of Ages shines in peace 1 
And man, illumined by His rays, 
Will render Him enduring praise! 

Llanoaiach. 	 R. H. Menus. 



GUILD 
OF 

KIND 
HEARTS. 

 

IMTP.P.PITP,P7.11.P.WIPPWP.1 

 

A Merry Christmas for the Children. 

:—=7-11_10K1 ■111lio 

, 

7 	
- 	 " 

Puss In Boots. Sold Again! 

Must I feed the Birds? 

830 
	

11113 PRIMITIVE METHODIST LEADER. 
	

DECEMBER 8, 1908 

DEAR BOYS AND GIRLS. 
Once again Christmas is coming, and I hope you will all 

have a jolly time. Our Xmas. number is published ever so 
long before Xmas. Day, but you can help to take care of the 
paper till then. It won't eat anything, and it would rather 
be kept for another day than help to light the kitchen fire. 
This Xmas number doesn't like being burnt; it wants to see 
the plum-pudding and be at the Xmas party. I have kept 
my last year's Xmas number, and it is a isiively and good to-
day as it was twelve months ago. 

1 am sure you are all glad that so many new members have 
joined the Guild this year. There are now more than 2,000 
of us, and others are joining every week. If we could all oe 
together for one big Xmae party, wouldn't we have some fun I 

Last year it was our First big Brother who wrote to you, 
and perhaps he is thinking about us now. You have not for-
gotten about ' The Red Dwarf,' have you ? If you want to 
buy the book, which has in it 52 of Mr. Richardson's Guild 
Talks, send Foetal Order or stamps for Is. 6d. to me. Tne 
book makes one of the grandest Xmas presents a boy or girl 
can have, The-little folk might ask Santa Claus to bring it, 
and let father and mother hear you ask; then, if Santa is not 
too busy, he can call round here, and 1 can let him have a 
stock. 

I hope you will talk about the Guild to your friends and 
ask them to join. Anybody may join who promises to be 
kind to every ooay and to dumb animals. Persons over six-
teen years old are enrolled as senior members. To secure a 
badge, send penny stamp and stamped addressed envelope. 

I trust all my little brothers and sisters will have a happy 
Xmas,—plenty to eat, and good warm clothes to wear, and 
many friends. Look out for a chance to help somebody else 
to have a happy Xmas. Pray for the poor boys and girls 
who have not a good home as you have. Think of me on 
Xmas Day, and I will think of you; yes, and I'll pray for 
you every one. Best wishes from 

Your Big Brother, ARTHUR JUBB. 
10 Trinity Place, Bingley. 

Games for Christmas. 
A good game for boys and girls is WEEPING FLORA. A little 

girl sits on the floor with one shoe off. She pretends to be 
crying. All the girls stand behind her in a half circle. The 
boys come, one at a time, and ask the girls, 'What is she cry-
ing for? ' The girls reply in chorus, • She is crying because 
—' Then the boy has to guess why she is crying. He has 
only one guess, and that will probably be wrong. runny 
guesses will be made. Each boy comes in turn, repeats the 
question, and makes a guess, but perhaps none of them will 
give the right answer, which is,' Because the other shoe hurts 
her.' A little prize can be given for the one who guesses first 
the correct answer. 

For a young people's party try The Blind Beggar.' All 
the children but one sit in a ring. The odd one, called the 
Blind Beggar, is blindfolded and placed in the centre. The 
children then all change places, so that the beggar does not 
know where any boy or girl is sitting. The blind beggar then 
asks, Kind sirs and ladies, have you a home for me 	All in 
the circle reply, ' Yes, poor man, 1 have a home for thee.' 
The blind man will try to recognise somebody's voice, and 
may go nearer in order to listen again. He then repeats his 
question, and is answered in chorus again. Every bogy has to 
speak as loudly as the rest, so that he may find out who is 
speaking. W hen he thinks he has succeeded, he touches one 
boy or girl, and says ' W alter,' or 	have you a home 
for mei ' If he has not guessed properly everybody says, 
' No! nol' As soon as he picks out one person, he takes the 
chair of the boy or girl recognised, who is made blind beggar 
in his place. There are lots of fine fun in this game. 

Dollies' Bath-night. 
Every Saturday night 

My dollies have their tub, 
Their faces pink and white 

Look brighter for a rub. 
I have a bath of tin, 

'Tie wide, and deep, and 
round; 

But I put no water in 
For fear they might get 

drowned. 

There's one made all of wax 
And two that shut their 

eyes, 
A china one (with cracks), 

And a sawdust one that 
cries; 

An india-robber man, 
A rag doll rather old, 

And I dry them all I can 
For fear they might 

catch cold. 

Each frock is folded by; 
A night-gown white and 

clean, 
Around each neck a tie, 

Most charming to be seen: 
And by their bedside near 

I leave a doll's-house 
light, 

Lest any dolly dear 
Feels frightened in the 

night. 
Posers! 

What goose is the most difficult:ito cook for a Christmas 
dinner ? A tailor's goose. 	_ 

What is the difference between a hungry man and a glut-
ton / One longs to eat; the other eats too long. 

A blind beggar had a brother; the brother died; the dead 
man had no brother; what relation was the blind beggar to 
the one that died ? A sister. 

Which is the hardest key to turn ? A donkey. 
What bridge is it that no man ever crossed ? The bridge 

of his own nose. 
How do you amount for a donkey preferring a thistle to a 

jam tart? Because he is an ass. 	rte 	_ 

I'd like to help 'em. That's what the preacher says we  
ought to do—help one another.' 

'That would be fine fan,' said his companion. And I'll 
help you. I haven't much money, but 	give 'em half my 
Christmas boxes.' 

So they made it up to give half their Christmas money to 
the Browns, and not tell anybody about it. Christmas day 
came. As soon as it was dark they went to Johnny Brown's 
house. One of them carried in his hand a blue sugar paper, 
and in it was two shillings and threepence—the half of their 
Christmas gifts. They knocked at the door, and as soon as it 
was opened they threw in the paper bag, and ran away. 

Didn't we do it well? and they'll wonder where the money's 
come from!' And the boys were very glad that night. Up 
in heaven an angel told what they had done, and God called 
them his own dear children. The Browns often wondered 
where the money came from, but never found out. But they 
too thanked God and were glad. 

Xmas Prizes. 
First: FOR THOSE UNDER EIGHT. 

Draw a oat and send it to me. It can be any sort of a cat 
wild or tame, blank or white, old or young, your cat or some-
body else's. Half-a-crown's worth of books for the beet. The 
prize will be divided if two cats are equally good. 

Second: FOR THOSE BETWEEN EIGHT AND TWELVE. 
Make a pencil sketch of Hugh Bonnie or William Clowes 

Do it on a postcard and send it to me. 
A Fine Half-crown Book for the Best. 

Third: FOR THOSE BETWEEN TWELVE AND SIXTEEN. 
A grand 3s. 6d. Book will be given for the best pen-and-ink 

sketch or painting of 'Father Uhristmss.' Do it on a post-
card. 

All drawings and sketches to be forwarded to me by De-
cember 15th, and must be your own work. 

Prayer for Xmas Morning. 
We thank Thee, Lord Jesus, for this Xmas day. Long ago 

Thou west born a little child, and art now oar Saviour and our 
King. Fill our hearts with Thy good spirit, and may we love 
Thee with all our strength. May we be brave, and good 
and obedient. Help us to do good to others, and show them 
kindness for Thy eake. Bless our parents and all our friends 
and forgive us all our sins. Amen. 

g What 
the Boys Say. 
Teaoher:—'Fred-

dy, you must not 
laugh out like that 
in the schoolroom.' 

Freddy:—' I did-
not mean to do it. 
I was smiling, when 
all of a sudden the 
smile busted I 

Teacher: Jim-
mie, correct this 
sentenoe—Our 
teacher amin sight.' 

Jimmie : — Our 
teacher am a eight.' 

Teacher:—' John-
ny, what makes the 
grass grow ? ' 

Johnnie: —' The 
grass has blades, 
and with these it 
cuts its way through 
the ground.' 

The Rector:—' And how would you like to be a clergyman 
when you grow up, Tommy ? ' 

The Boy:—' Not for me I I'm sick of wearing things that 
button at the back.' 

Stout Man:—' I say, little boy, can you tell me the quickest 
way I can get to the station ? ' 

Little boy, after looking at him intently: ' Well, I should 
think your best plan is to lie down and roll over 'bout twice!' 

Our Story. 
Archie Wilson lived in a mean 

street, but there wasn't a bit of 
meanness in him. He liked play, 
was often in mischief, yet he was a 
true Christian. That very summer, 
while the minister spoke to the boys 
and girls about the love of Jesus, 
he had given his heart to the Savi-
our, and meant to be His for ever. 
He was a merry, romping boy, and 
his face was neither long nor sour. 

On a dull December evening he 
stood talking with a companion 
against a house. They were talking 
about hanging up their stockings on 
Christmas Eve, and Arohie said, I 
shan't hang mine up, but I've a good 
mind to be a Santa clans myself.' 

Get away I' said his companion, 
how can you be a Santa Clans?' 

Well, I don't just know; but 
Johnny Brown's father has been ill 
a long while, and my father says 
they'll have a poor Christmas; so Hurrah for Winter 



getting smaller and smaller each week. Haven't you noticed 

It came 	the the midnight clear, 
That glorious song of old, 

From  angels bending near the earth, 
To touch their harps of gold. 

Peace on the earth. goodwill to men,' 
From heaven's all-gracious Bing: 

The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear the angels sing.' 

So sang the scattered choir, and yet more scatterer' congrega-
tion, that cold December morning as they shivered dismally in 
their respective pews in the little Methodist chapel of Red 
Croft Hill. For a chill was in the air—a chill not altogether 
the result of the frost and snow outside, but that yet more 
bitter chill that is born of strife and contention within. Little 
wonder, then, that the minister's face was worn and sad. and 
his voice and manner lacking in the fervour and enthusiasm 
that had oharacterieed the earlier days of his ministry. Little 
wonder, either. that the words of this, the closing hymn of the 
morning'. service, song as they were for the most part by 
apathetio lips, fell upon listless ears, or that the heart of at 
least one woman in the little congregation, ached with a great 
compassion for the pity of it all. For the eight and thirty 
years of Mildred Hinton's life had all been passed within this 
quiet little village, where life's blossoms bad once grown in 
such rich profusion round her feet. and the little chapel was 
hallowed to her by a thousand mend memories. Ho that now 
as she glanced from the weary, care-worn face of the minister 
to the empty seats noon every hand. her heart grew sore with 
longing for the coming of the angel of Christmas-tide. 

And man at war with man, hears not 
The love song which they bring,' 

sang on the choir; one voice alone ringing out clear and jubil-
ant amidst the general monotony. 

Mildred. Hinton glanced np at the singer. and in spite of her 
heart-ache, she smiled. For the pretty, flower-like face was 
all aglow with a radiance alike impervioue to the frost and 
snow outside. and the deadlier chill within. Yee, though it 
wanted but three days to Christmas, it was easy enough to 
see that to the heart of Maisie Sinclair. the eldest and fairest 
of all the minister's motherless little flock. the time of the sing-
ing of the birds had already come. Involuntarily the watcher 
glanced across at the big. square pew opposite—the pew that 
had remained so conspicuously empty ever since the day—
three long months ago now—when James Carsten, its then 
occupant. had been closeted for two whole hours in the min-
ister's study, and had left it—hie bitterest foe. But the pew 
had its occupant this morning, for was it not Christmas time, 
and had not young Douglas Carsten. James Careton's nephew 
and adopted heir, come back from the big engineering college 
in the North, to spend the•festive season with his uncle in the 
only home that be had ever known ? 

Yes. though Maisie's blue eyes remained demurely fixed 
upon her hymn-book, apparently quite unconscious of the 
sundry furtive glances that were being bestowed upon her 
from the (larston pew, it was quite easy for the older woman 
to divine from whence their added light had been borrowed. 

' God bless the two poor children I' she said to herself soft-
ly, and with a sudden tender mist in her own eyes, 'God bless 
them both, and make His Sun to shine upon their path-
way.' 

' Miss Mildred, what's all this row about between Uncle and 
Mr. Sinolair ? They were good enough friends when I left in 
the summer, and now all the village seems to be taking sides 
between them!' 

It was Douglas Carsten who asked the question, as he stood 
next morning in Miss Mildred's little sitting-room, erect and 
handsome in the wintry sunshine. 

Mildred Hinton sighed, a little wearily. Perhaps she, of all 
People in thevillage, best understood the real root of the trouble 
between these two men, and curiously enough, her heart ached 
for them both. 

'It all began over a mere trifle,' she said slowly. ' There 
was a dispute between your uncle and one of the poorer mem-
bers of the chapel. over some little matter of Church govern-
ment Anyhow it had to be brought before an official meet-
ing. 'and Mr. Sinclair felt that your uncle was in the wrong. 
and he said so. And then your uncle was annoyed, and so— 
well neither of them would give in. You know your uncle 
cannot bear to be thwarted, and it had become a question of 
principle upon Mr. Sinolair's part. And then, as you say, the 
rest of the members began to take sides between them, and so 
the breach grew worse and worse, until it has come to this.' 

She broke off sadly, for the lad's handsome young face had 
darkened ominously. 

' Well, anyhow, it's not going to come between Maisie and 
me,' he said. We've oared for each other ever since—well, 
anyhow I've cared for her, ever since I first saw her. And 
yesterday I told her so, and she—no, Miss Mildred, I'm not 
going to give Maisie up for all the chapel rows in creation.' 
He turned to the door as he spoke, but she followed him out 
to the little porch. 

Laddie I' she said wistfully, ' try and be Patient with your 
uncle, come what will. For I sometimes think that there is 
no more miserable man in the whole village now than he, and 
remember he has no one but you ' And then without waiting 
for an answer, she softly closed the door behind him. 

It was later in the day that Maisie came—came just as the 
shadows were falling and only the flickering firelight shone in 
the darkening room. Came, to lay her pretty golden head in 
the lap of the woman who most nearly stood to her in the 
niece of the mother she had lost; and to whisper in broken 
little sentences, the old, old story of love's young dream. And 
then, a little to Mildred's consternation, the girl suddenly broke 
off into a perfect passion of tears. 

Oh, Miss Mildred,' she sobbed, 'if only it were not for this 
trouble between papa and Mr. Carsten I Douglas says it ought 
to make no difference—only—only—it is jest killing papa—
the upset, and the worry, and the seeing the congregations 

`THEI SONG OF THE ANGELS.' 
By C. E. Doe. 

that very 

white his hair is growing, and how tired and ill he looks ? 
And I—I would hate to do anything that looked like desert-
ing him for the Carstens now. only you see—well it all seems 
such a tangle somehow, and I don't know what is really right 
to do And Douglas is going to tell his uncle to-night, and 
then if all go well, he is coming to papa. And oh, Miss Mil-
dred, surely papa will understand, surely he won't blame 
Douglas for his uncle's fault. But then there is Mr. Carsten 
—he is PO hard, and vindictive and creel, that—' 

Rut the older woman stopped her with a little gesture. 
' He had the kindest heart in all the village once,' she said. 
' And Maisie, who knows but what this—this new love that 
has come into your two young lives—may be part of God's 
great plan for bringing the song of the Christmas angels to 
Red Croft Hill ? ' 

It was four hours later—long after Maisie had gone on her 
way cheered and comforted—that Douglas Carsten burst sud-
denly into that Fame little haven of refuge, the haven to 
which he had been wont to come with every childish trouble 
from the days of his earliest remembrance. The lad's face 
was strained and white, and his dark eyes passionate and re-
sentful. 

' Miss Mildred I' he began impetuously, I've come to say 
goodbye; I'm going away I ' 

' Going away I' she repeated blankly. and to-morrow 
Chrietmae Eve I Oh, laddie, laddie, surely you have not 
quarrelled with your uncle, and at Christmas time ? ' 

The proud young face darkened resentfully. 
He has quarelled with me. if that is what you mean.' he 

said. If you had heard some of the things that he said to-night. 
But there. I'm not a child any longer, and I can't and won't 
stand it. Su I'm going away. Not hack to College though—he 
can keep his precious money to himself. I am going to Lon-
don—to get work of some sort, and then. when I have made 
a position for myself, I am coming back for Maisie.' 

But she laid a trembling hand upon his arm. 'Douglas, 
Douglas.' she said. 	 ' you must not talk like this. 
You and your Uncle have both been over hasty. perhaps. 
But by the morning—' By the morning shall he in Lon-
don,' he interposed defiantly. ' No, no, Miss Mildred, you 
mean kindly. I know, but no power on earth would tempt me 
to spend another hour beneath that man's roof. If you had 
heard the things that he said about Maisie. you would not 
blame me for acting like this, you could not I' 

'Rut there is no train OD to-night,' she pleaded wistfully. 
The mail train passes through at twelve-fifteen, and takes 

up passengers by request,' he said. 
'Pwelve-fifteen,' she echoed; ' and it is barely nine, now, 

and snowing hard. No; now listen to me,' as he was about to 
interpose once more. ' If go you must and will, you will at 
least yield to me in this. I know just bow you are feeling to-
night, laddie--just how you want to be alone. But I cannot 
have you tramping about in the snow for three long hours. 
indeed I cannot. What you meet do is to lie down on that 
sofa by the fire for a couple of hours and rest, even if you 
cannot sleep. No one shall disturb you, or indeed come near 
you. for that time, I promise. And then you must have some 
good hot coffee and something warm to eat. to start you on 
your journey. Now that's a bargain, isn't it?' She tried to 
speak lightly, but somehow a mist rose to the lad's eyes. 

Miss Mildred, you're an angel!' he said huskily. 
But she shook her head.  
' No.' she said; I am only just a woman, but a woman who 

feels that she would give all that she possesses to be able to 
stand to von in your dead mother's place, just for this one 
night.' And then she slipped away and left him, groping her 
way in the darkness to her own room. 

And there, standing by the window, unheeding and un-
mindful of the bitter cold, she gazed out into the quiet night. 
There was not much to be seen. Only the dim blurred outlines 
of the falling snowflakes, and the twinkling lights of the little 
village on the hillside, dotted here and there in the prevailing 
gloom. And right up on the summit of the hill, higher and 
more solitary than any of the rest, the one bright glow that 
marked the lonely house, nay even the very room in which 
James Carsten was wont to sit alone. For eighteen long years 
she had watched for it night after night—the light that some-
how seemed to have absorbed all the brightness and radiance 
from out her own young life. And now to-night, standing there 
in the cold and darkness, the softening veil that those years 
had hung between the past and present, seemed to have sud- 
denly been torn asunder. For once again she was a girl of 
twenty—and life to her meant only love. And once again 
she lived in a single minute through the whole tragedy that 
had changed her from girl to woman; and had strewn that 
love in ashes at her feet. 

And yet it had been such a pitiful little tragedy after all. 
Just a young girl's love of admiration on the one hand, the 
trifling of an undisciplined nature with the passing admiration 
of a stranger, a girlish love of teasing, a childish tampering 
with the edged tools of a strong man's love and passion. And 
nn the other, a stern accusation, and an angry remonstrance. 
Then a proud retort. bitter recriminations upon both sides, and 
finally a stormy nartine. 

Had her lover been of a less resolute and determined nature 
than was James Careton, all might even then have been well. 
For. in spite of the little display of girlish caprice, the warm, 
voting heart had been all his own, and in his inmost soul be 
had known it. Yet the angry mandate once uttered had re-
mained nnrevoked for eighteen long years. 

When you come to me of your own free will, and ask my 
forgiveness, it shall he yours; but, until then, we meet as 
etrangers,' he had said. And the girlish resentment bed 
flamed up into a woman's outraged pride, as she had answered. 

Then, James Carsten, we part for ever, for I will never 
come to you like that. Never I ' 

All this had happened eighteen years ago—eighteen years 
hat very night. 

And, now ? Though all the passion, all the resentment had 

died from out her heart long years before, leaving only a 
softened memory and a tender regret, those words still found 
an echo in her heart. 

And yet, even while her white lips framed them again and 
again. her thoughts flew back to the lad downstairs. The lad 
with his set, strained face, his passionate eyes, full of reck-
less defiance and hopeless despair; the lad who was bent on 
going to the great city—alone and practically penniless—going 
to form one of the great stream of its unemployed--one more 
bit of human flotsam maybe, drifting down towards its seeth-
ing whirlpool of sin and despair. 

She thought of Maisie, too, of how the pretty flower-like 
beauty would wither and fade, and the soft blue eyes grow 
dim with tears, as the light would gradually die out from the 
innocent trusting heart. And then quite suddenly her own heart 
went out in the passionate cry: ' I would :die upon his three-
hold sooner, but at all costs I must save those two young lives.' 

James Carsten sat in his favourite room, alone with the 
ghosts of his own dead past, And they were haunting him to-
night with unflagging persistency, these ghosts; for was not 
this the anniversary of the day upon which, with his own 
hands, be had slain a woman's heart, and had put human love 
for ever from him? And what else was there left to him now? 
His rambling old house with its broad acres of land, freed by 
his own band from every financial encumbrance. was it not 
now. of all dwellings, the most silent and desolate? Thelittle 
Methodist chapel on the hill, that had once been hallowed to 
him by so many tender memories—the place knew him no 
longer now—he had deliberately put himself beyond its pale. 
Even the lad had turned from him at last—the lad he had cared 
for and educated, aye, and even in his own proud silent way, 
had loved. 

Yes, he was all alone now, alone with those terrible ghosts 
which haunted him so relentlessly—the ghosts of his might 
have beeps.' And she— the woman whose tender heart he had 
murdered eighteen years ago this very day—did she, too, re-
member, he wondered, or had she long since forgotten, or 
ceased to care? 

There was a slight tap at the door, so slight as to be quite 
inaudible to him; and then quite suddenly he raised his hag-
gard eyes to see her standing there. Standing there with the 
snowflakes still glistening upon her garments—a white robed 
spectre from out the storm. 

'James ! ' she faltered—' James I ' 
She had meant to address him as ' Mr. Careton'—had pre-

pared a set little speech with which to explain her presence 
there. But at the sight of his haggard face, and the dumb 
misery in his eves, every word she had meant to say died un-
uttered on her lips. And he—startled, bewildered as he was 
by her unexpected presence—he, too, for one brief moment, 
forgot all else beside. 

' Mildred ' he faltered—' You—and after eighteen years" 
But at these words her woman's pride flamed up into her 

face, dyeing it crimson. 
Eighteen years? Then he really thought that she had 

come back for that—she, a woman of eight-and-thirty, with 
her youth and beauty gone for ever I' The bare shame of 
such a thought lent her fresh courage and dignity, and she 
spoke. 

Mr. Careton,' she said, I have come to you about your 
nephew. No—he has not sent me to you, he does not even 
know that I have come. But, Mr. Carsten, he is but a lad, 
and your dead brother's only son. Surely, surely, you are not 
going to part with him in anger, and for such a cause 	But 
his face had hardened at her words. 

Such a cause I ' he echoed bitterly. You may well say 
that. The lad has deliberately chosen to defy me, me, his 
guardian and benefactor, and beneath my own roof. And all 
for what ? Why a girl's baby face and a pair of blue eyes. 
But nephew or no nephew I'll have him know that my will 
is law, at least in my own household. And if he crosses my 
will in this—' 

But she interrupted him with a sudden passionate cry. 
' Your win I ' she echoed bitterly. ' Is it always to be that—
always ? ' 

' James Carsten, I ask you in God's name to-night, is it not 
enough that this will of which you boast so proudly is empty-
ing our little chapel on Sundays, is crippling God's work on 
every hand, is whitening the minister's hair, yes and is killing 
him, killing him more slowly, but as surely as though you had 
plunged a dagger into his heart ? Will nothing appease it now 
save the sacrifice of these two innocent, loving hearts ? Ie it 
not enough that our own two lives have been spoiled, our own 
love turned into dust and ashes ? Yee, James Canton, I am 

inmost  soul ashamed to say those words to-night, for in your  
soul you know them to be true. But if from out those bitter 
ashes there might spring some little seed of remorse or pity, 
if for the sake of that dead and buried past of ours, these other 
two young hearts and lives might remain unspoiled, why then 
I would thank God upon my knees to-night for all the sorrow 
and pain that I once endured.' 

He had risen from his chair when first she had commenced 
to speak, and his face had grown deadly white. And now 
as he advanced towards her, he staggered a little, like a man 
who has received a blow. And then quite suddenly he stop-
ped and took her clasped hands in his own. 

Mildred ' he whispered; Mildred l Need our own two 
lives be always spoiled ? ' 

• • 	• 	• 	•
• The little chapel on Red Croft Hill was bright with happy 

faces, and hearts brimful of peace and joy, that Christmas 
morning. For never had the minister's voice rung out with 
a gladder thrill than in the utterance of the old familiar text: 
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, goodwill 

towards men.' Never had the faces of his motherless little 
ones looked more radiant than in this, their childish anticipa-
tion of a whole day's innocent revelry in the big house on the 
hilltop. And never, even in the days of long ago, had Mil-
dred Hinton's face shone with a richer, sweeter, Christmas 
joy than as she stood by James Carston's aide in the little 
chapel, glancing from time to time at the radiant faces of the 
more youthful pair of lovers, and joining with them in the 
jubilant words of the Christmas hymn:— 

When peace shall over all the earth 
It's ancient splendours fling, 
And the whole world send back the song 
Which now the Angels sing.' 
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'WHY do you 
talk to yourself 
so much ?' was 
asked of an East 
Anglian village 
postman. 

' For two rea-
sons,' he replied. 

First, because I 
like to talk to a 
sensible man. 
Second, because 
I like to listen to 
a sensible man.' 
Just now, Primi-
tive Methodists 
in East Anglia 
are talking to 
themselves 
about them-
selves. There is 
reason for it. 
We do not for-
get, neither do 

we disparage what others have done, or are doing; but we are 
justified in these centenary years in speaking about our own 
history and work. We hope to be forgiven for doing so in 
the columns of the Leader. 

In no respect is the contrast between the past and the pres-
ent of our church in East Anglia so observable as in our places 
of worship and other buildings in which we carry on our oda-
cational and evangelistic work. The pioneer missionaries 
were of necessity, compelled to preach by the waysides, on the 
greens, or wherever they could gather the people together to 
hear the Word of Life. And when the newly formed societies 
began to loan or hire, buy or build preaching rooms, some 
of them were located in corners where a stranger could not 
easily find them, and when found, some of them could not 
easily be described. 

When I first came to East Anglia, over forty years ago, we 
preached in email cottage-rooms, sometime. furnished with 
large families, in sheds, and barns, and each-like places. Some 
of these rooms were up ladders, down lane., and over brooks. 
Quaint and curious though those meeting places were, many 

Scenes of Glory 
were witnessed within their walls. In those days our people 
were poor. Many of them knew the pain of hunger, and the 
still sharper pain of hearing their children cry in vain for 
bread. But despite their poverty and privation they were 
' happy in the Lord.' The Sunday morning class meeting 
and the week-night preaching service were seasons of great 
gladness. The lowly sanctuary was to them 'the house of 
God and the gate of Heaven. Often have I seen the rustic 
features of those suffering Christians illumined ae with light 
from heaven, their faces transfigured as really as was the 
face of Moses, while their eyes filled with tears that shone 
like glittering stars. They know no Buffering now. They 
hunger no more. God has wiped all tears from their faces. 
Peace to their memory. Unlettered and extremely poor, yet 
were they sturdy and rejoicing saints, of whom any church 

HARDINGHAM CHAPEL. 

might be justly proud. Their works follow after them. 
But what a change from 

The Stuffy Little Rooms 
of former times to the bright and commodious chapels of to-
day. Here and there our people still worship in small, anti-
quated, and insanitary buildings, not because they like it, but 
because in many places it is impossible to secure land on which 
to build a House of Prayer such as they need, and such as 
they desire. Sometimes it is the clergyman, sometimes it is 
the lordly landowner, and sometimes it is the law that blocks 
the way. A compulsory sites bill passed into law would 
make it possible to increase the number of our village Bothele 
to the great advantage of the villagers, and of the nation, too. 

Thirty-nine years since Wymondham was divided from 
Norwich circuit and made into a separate station, with four 
small connexions' chapels and six rented ones. Now there are 
fifteen places in all, at each of which there is a substantial 
oonnexional property. Several of these chapels have been 
built in recent years and are ornaments to the town and vil-
lages—an abiding witness to the high ideals, the self-denial,  

and generous gifts of a poor but willing-hearted people. 
Several of those building enterprises had in them. 

An Element of Romance. 
The latest of them is no exception in this respect. Harding. 

ham is a pretty agricultural village, with about five hundred 
inhabitants, and lies five miles distant from the circuit town. 
There never had been 
a Nonconformist 
chapel in the parish, 
and many said there 
never would be one. 
A chapel in Harding-

ham? Not likely. Im-
possible.' That was 
the settled belief of 
everybody that spoke 
to me about it. Fifty 
years ago an attempt 
was made to establish 
Primitive Methodism 
in the parish, but 
nothing came of it. 
Nearly all the land is 
the property of the 
squire, an aged gentle-
man, i generous land-
lord, kindly disposed 
in many wave, but 
bent on keeping his 
dominions free from 
the plague of a Non-
conformist oh a p e 1. 
But wealthy squires do not always have their way against 
aggressive Christians seeking to save the lost. Many in high 
places dislike our religions enthusiasm, but are helpless before 
it. The history of our church in East Anglia, as elsewhere, 
has shown that patient, wisely directed zeal is often more 
powerful than wealth and station. So it was in this case 
when a-solitary minister succeeded against the opposition of 
both squire and parson. We began in 

A very Primitive Fashion. 
Wishful to extend the kingdom of God by planting Primitive 
Methodist churches where they are needed, and Hardingham 
being within easy reach of Wymondham we resolved, God 
helping a s, that 
Primitive Meth o-
diem should have a 
place therein. I n 
the winter of 1903 
we began to hold 
prayer meetings in 
a small furnished 
room just within the 
bounds of Harding-
ham, but belonging 
to t h e Kimberley 
estate. Occasionally 
I preached one week-
night to over forty 
persons crowded 
into a room about 
thirteen feet square, 
and on the green in the summer to a mnoh larger audience. At 
these services some were converted, and on the first Sunday in 
1905 I began an afternoon service, and formed a society, 
which soon numbered seventeen members, sixteen of them 
being husbands and their wives. In one respect this has been 

A Model Church. 
Apart from changes in the membership caused by removals, 

there is not a blank space in the Class-book columns. Every 
member has paid a penny a week class-money, and paid it 
every week. A penny a week I a small sum. Yes, but not 
for them, their full 
wages being just into 
the teens of shillings 
a week. If all our 
poorer members who 
can would give the 
proverbial penny a 
week regularly, and if 
those who receive more 
gave in proportion to 
their means, many 
financial problems 
would find solution, 
stewards and ministers 
would be relieved of 
many a care. In the 
summer of 1904, while 
at the opening of a 
new chapel at Wey-
bourne-on-Sea, I acci-
dentally overheard a 
conversation relating 
to Hardingham. One 
man said to another, 
All the land belongs 

to Squire E., I think, 
except a few fields belonging to the Kimberley Estate.' I said 
nothing, but thought much. I knew Lord Kimberley, and 
had known his honoured father, too. As soon as possible I 
made inquiries on the spot, and found that the Earl's land lay 
a long distance from the parish church, and in the right plane  

for a Primitive Methodist chapel. A friend of mine approach-
ed his lordship with a view to the purchase of a site. Unable 
to sall, the Earl readily agreed to let us have all the land we 
needed, on a long lease, at a peppercorn rent,' and after farther 
negotiations, the site was selected. But, alas for 

Human Hopes. 
No sooner was it noised abroad that a site had been selected for 
a chapel than disappointment came. The dear old Squire was 
so distressed at the prospect of a chapel in Hardingham that 
Lord Kimberly wished to delay its erection during the Squire's 
lifetime. Then came years of waiting. The faith of some 
faltered. Others lost heart and hope. It is right to say, how-
ever, that there were plausible reasons for the long delay. 
Meanwhile we gave attention to other villages and succeeded 
in building two additional chapels in places where they were 
none. Nine month. ago, after long waiting and much per-
sistence, many interviews and a pile of correspondence, largely 
because of certain happenings I need not here explain, the 
H ardingham site was 

Legally Conveyed 

to the trustees on the 
model deed, the Earl de-
fraying all the charges 
connected therewith, 
fencing the plot, and 
giving me, free of cost, 
an order for all the 
bricks required to corn- 

Fe t e the buildings. 
Plans were prepared and 
were approved by the 
usual courts, tenders 
were invited and within 
a fortnight from their 
acceptance the founda-
tion stones were laid. 
May 20th was a charm-
ing day. From far and 
near the people came. 
Long before the time 
announced the ground 
was crowded. Mr. 
France was the special 
speaker and was in capital form. There was great interest 
in the proceedings and much excitement too. Fourteen 
stones were laid. The evening meeting was splendid. It 
was a great day in Hardingham, a day to be remembered. 
In the morning there was not a shilling in the building fund, 
in the evening there were nearly £200- I ventured to ask 
the squire for a contribution towards the new chapel, and 
received an acknowledgment of my courteous letter,' but 
he refused 'to grant its request.' The chapel, now com-
pleted, is 

A Lovely Place. 
attractive without and beautiful within. Standing near the 
crossways and facing the turnpike many passers-by will see 
it and give credit to all that shared in the workmanship. 
Having removed from the circuit in July, my successor, Rev. 
A. W. Edwards, honoured me by kindly asking me to preach 
the opening sermon on October 7th. 
It was a summer-like day—' one 
of Mr. Wardle's days,' the people 
said. All the meetings were of a 
high order. Everybody did well. 

There was delightful enthusi-
asm, and the receipt. for the day 
were over £40, In the capable 
hands of my successor the finan-
cial success of this romantio enter-
prise is assured. 

How mach East Anglia owes to 
our village chapels words will never 
tell. They have often changed the 
arohitectnral oharacter of the local-
ity as well as the habits of the REV. A. W. EDWARDS. 
people. They have been as nurs- 
ing homes for the moral and religious training of the young, 
a place of rest and refuge for tired, storm-tossed saints, 
holy places where God has been found of men. 

' Those temples of His grace, 
How beautiful they stand, 
The honours of our native place, 
The bulwarks of our land.' 

Alas, the baey, happy years at Wymondham are now as if 
a dream, but a dream that lingers, a dream of many kindly 
souls and generous deeds. The friends were kind through 
all the years; and at their close it seemed as if young and old 
vied with each other as to who should do the most. Good-
nese like theirs will be remembered on earth—its reward is in 
heaven. 

HINTS ON EYESIGHT. 

Strong Sight. 

THE old idea that short eight must mean strong eight because 
the sufferer can see objects better by holding them close to 
the eyes is an exploded fallacy. Short eight is a defect of 
vision, which' meet frequently begins during earlier school-
days and increases in proportion to the amount of close work 
which has to be undergone. This is why school work should 
be alternated with a fair amount of outdoor exercise. Spec-
tacles are advantageous in most cases of short eight, and if 
fitted by an expert optician, very great advantage is usually 
secured. Short eight is frequently complicated by other de-
fects. 

Accurate lenses, combined with the perfect system of eight-
testing so efficiently carried out by Mr. Aitchison, the opti-
cian, of 12 Cheapside, London, E.C., ensure great benefit to all 
persons who suffer from defects of vision, and the opportu-
nity should not be neglected. Mr. Atchison makes no charge 
for advice, and the purchase of glasses, for which most mod. 
orate prices are charged, is optional. 
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EARLY STRUGGLES AND VICTORIES. 

By Rev. George Bell. 
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Pole eat down to dine off about half a pound of mutton, a 
loaf of bread, and some potatoes. Mrs. Durrant carved the 
joint, putting, half on Mr. Pole's plate, none on her own or 
her husband s, but a small piece on each of the children's. 
Mr. Pole gave a look at the children, his eyes filled with tears, 
as he cut his piece into seven and put a piece on ea& of the 
children's plates, saying, ' We will share and share alike.' This 
made a deep impression on the boy Billy, who said afterward 
How I loved him for it.' At the same village, Thornham, a 

camp meeting was being held on the green, when the landlady 

IT is now eighty-
seven years since the 
Nottingham circuit 
sent two of its Home 
Missionaries to open 
a Mission at King's 
Lynn, namely, John 
Oscroft and William 
Wild bur. 	Oecroft 
had then been con-
verted about three 
years. It was on 
this wise:—'0a Jan. 
18 h, 1818, be heard 
our first missionary 
at Hucknall Torkard. 
The word took hold 
of him, and though 
his companions got 
him away to a pub-
lic house, as men 
carry i ff a wounded 
comrade, that he 
may not fall into the 
enemies hands, he 

was so conscience stricken that drink was no anodyne. He 
escaped from his would-be rescuers, and found pardon and 
relief on his way home. He was a good man, an excellent 
preacher, and loyal to the connexion. He finished his pil. 
grimage in Lynn. 

Of Wildbur, not much is known, except that having quer-
oiled with the Nottingham officials, he left the connexion, 
taking with him some seventy members from the newly-
formed church. How this could be done, and ye. leave a 
loyal and working church, is explained by the following 
records —' We opened a mission in Lynn, where the word of 
the Lord spread rapidly, and hundreds were converted to God.' 

The Primitives are carrying all before them in Lynn.' Their 
first services were in the open-air, near the south gates, but 
they soon went to the north end, where in a sail maker's loft, 
up Bennett's Yard, in ' alnok Goose Street, they found a tem-
porary resting place for the ark of God. The word of the Lord 
had free course in the town and neighbourhood, so that ten 
months after the opening of the mission the first' plan' was 
issued, on which were fifty. seven places in and near Lynn. 
These places were supplied by the missionaries and the men 
and women from the ranks of the hundreds who were con-
verted, who, under the impulse of their newly-found experi-
ences, went forth 

Telling to all around 
What a dear Saviour they had found. 

BENNETT'S YARD, 
Where the first preaching services were held in King's Lynn. 

Yes; it was these untrained men and women who laid truly 
and well the foundation of our Church in scores of Norfolk 
villages, and in which they erected chapels, which stand as 
permanent memorials of their faith in God, their self-sacri-
ficing efforts for the good of their fellows, and the marvellous 
resources of sanctified voluntaryism. Many of these chapels 
were erected when the living wage was from nine to eleven 
shillings a week. How did they manage ? A question of 
this kind was put to one of these Norfolk women, who an-
swered,' Oh, I can't tell you. All I know is, we had to eke it 
out.' Lynn was made a circuit in 1824. The Wildbar split 
was hardly closed when another and more serious division 
took place, producing disaster in town and country. Shat-
tered, disorganised," deplorable,' are some of the words 
Used to describe its condition. 

It was into this state of things, in 1825, that Rev. W. G. 
Belham came as the superintendent of the circuit in his 
native town. But as the result of a policy of patience and 
tact on the part of Mr. Belham, united prayer by the loyal 
remnant, and withal the divine blessing, at the end of twelve 
months Mr. Belham wrote in his nautical style, Instead of a 
shattered wreck floating on troubled waters, the church be-
came a gallant vessel, well rigged, well stored, well manned, 
riding majestical'y on a tranquil sea.' After these early 
storms there came years of peace and prosperity. One of the 
first results of the changed circumstances was the erection of 
a new chapel, in one of the main thoroughfares of the town. 
Mr. Belham possessed great fertility of invention, and here 
was a fine opportunity for the exercise of his ingenuity. He 
excited the interest of the children in town and country in the 
project, and set them to collect farthings, and it is said that 
the villages were drained of farthings. The chapel was not 
one of architectural beauty, its style was as near the Bernie' 
es any other. Many of the seats were backless forms, it was 
lighted with candles in tin candlesticks fixed to the walls; but 
despite the plainness of the building and the primitive char 
aoter of its internal arrangements, it was indeed the' House 
of God' and the gate of Heaven.' For thirty-five years 
the church liver], prayed, and prospered under the powerful 
ministry of some of the early ministers of the old Norwich 
District, and when God writes up the people it will be said of 
this Zion that ' this and that man has born in her.' Amor g 
the men of mark in those days was Rev. John Smith, and he 
stood out, not so much for his ability to preach, as for his 
power to pray and his success in the conversion of sinners. 
He would often groan as if some great burden was on him, 
and would say, I cannot live if souls are not saved.' In 1831-2 
he was the superintendent of the circuit, bringing into the 
work his holy passion for soul saving and this power with 
God in prayer. Results of a glorious character were soon 
seen; and while it is easy to write their results in figures, it is 
impossible to measure their influences as they worked out in 
the lives of hundreds of saved men and women. 

During these years the circuit was visited with what Mr. 
Smith called a 'high-tide ' of converting influence. The whole 
neighbourhood throbbed with religious life and power, and 
such were the number of conversions that at the end of the 
first year an increase of 234 was reported. And still the 
'high-tide ' rose higher, and swept on and on ; so that at the end 
of his second year a further increase of 400 was reported, 
bringing the total membership to 1,170, and that in eleven 
years after the opening of the mission. Again in 1839 40 the 
increase was 374. 

In 1848-9 the gentle and saintly James Garner was the 
superintendent. He was a native of Lynn. Here are one or 
two notes from his journal, written a few days before he was 
seizedwith his last Illness: 'Praise God for all the blessings of 
another year. The Lord has preserved my health and given me 
a little fruit for my labour, but oh, how comparatively useless 
I have been ! 0 Lord, revive Thy work 1 During the year I 
have travelled, chiefly on foot, 3,484 miles, made since the 
the March quarter 1790 family visits, and preach( d about 
400 times.' The increase for the two yeare was 84. These 
increases were not the result of highly organised and costly 
missions, but of the ordinary round of circuit work, mostly at 
Sunday evening prayer meetings, lovefeasts, and claae meet-
ings. 'Is he successful in the conversion of sinners ? ' was a 
question asked in relation to every minister each March quar-
terly meeting, and if a brother had no conversions to report, 
some leading official would be likely to say, • I am afraid the 
brother has missed his calling.' 

Under the influence of the revival of 1831-2 it is not sur-
prising that 'the brethren were united heart and hanct to ex-
tend the circuit.' In March, 1832, Rev. James Pole was sent 
to enter upon new ground as a missionary.' The centre of his 

mission was Docking, some twenty miles from Lynn. Mr. 
Pole's jlurnal will give the best description of a Home Mis-
sionary's trials and triumphs seventy-six years ago. Here 
are extracts from it:— 

Wednesday, June 11th: I commenced my labours at Dock-
ing. The people ran to see and hear, and I preached to a large 
congregation. The Word was with power. 

Thursday 12th: I proceeded to Burnham Market; preached 
in the open air. When I commenced singing the people were 
surprised to see me sot thus. God defended me, and the 
mockers were silenced. I then walked six miles to obtain a 
lodging. I feared I should have to lodge under a hedge, 
whioh would not be the first time. However, the Lord opened 
my 

Tuesday, uesday, 17: 1 preached at Riogstead, and God worked 
powerfully. Many stout-hearted sinners trembled. After 
service, I inquired for somewhere to lodge. A man present 
said, You can go and lodge with my dog, if you will.' 

Monday, April 23rd: I went to Snettieham; while on the 
way I was powerfully tempted not to go, but I went, and 
preached on the steps of the cross to a large congregation. 
Every person appeared moved. Since that time a society of 
sixty persons has been formed. 

Monday, June 18th: Attended thetLynn Quarterly Meeting. 
I have been a missionary about ten weeks, preached one hun-
dred times, and joined 120 members in society. 1 have gen-
erally preached tour times on Sundays, and six evenings in 
the week. 

As the outcome of this mission from Lyon, Docking was 
made a strong circuit in 1844, with 608 members, and Henry 
Alderelade and James Walker as it ministers. 

In connection with this mission many notable circumstances 
transpired. In April Mr. Durant, a Wesleyan, invited Mr. 
Pole to dinner. The family was very poor—the man suffering 
from an accident. Six children, Mr. and Mre. Durrant and Mr, 
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of the Chequers' came with a large bottle of beer to sell dur-
ing the morning service, but she failed in her purpose. Some 
one asked her for half a pint; but while she was making 
ready to serve, somebody threw a stone which knocked the 
bottom off the bottle, the contents being spilt over the silk 
dress worn by the landlady of the Thornham Chequers.' A 
camp meeting was held at Ingoldisthorpe in May, 1832. John 
Smith conducted it, Mr. Pole and others assisting. It was a 
day of power. Before the meeting broke up in the afternoon 
twenty men and women were converted. The word at as a 
hammer, breaking stoney hearts. 

In 1834 the circuit sent the Rev. W. Kirby to mission 
Peterborough. Information about the mission le scant, but 
two things are known, one is that he was to have ' a very low 
salary.' One wonders what was a very low salary ' in 1834, 
when the highest allowed to a married preacher was fourteen 
shillings a week. Another thing known is, that Mr. Kirby 
walked from Lynn to Peterborough, a distance of thirty-eix 
miles, and then opened his commission for God and the 
church by preaching in the open-air the same evening. As we 
picture Mr. Kirby tramping the roads we are reminded of a 
description of an old Methodist preacher in which these Words 
occur:- 

' While some must have a hackney or a gig, 
To ride at ease or look a little big, 
He goes on foot and travels on his way 
Without the danger or expense to pay.' 

But despite low salary, long walks, and the bitter privations 
of those days, Mr. Kirby laid the foundation upon which two 
prosperous circuits have been reared. In 1840 Peterborough 
had one minister and 140 members; in 1908, two circuits, 
three ministers and 1,002 members. The little one has be-
come a thousand 

From 1834 to 1858 the church at Lynn went from strength 
to strength.' The old chapel had been enlarged to seat 500, yet 
the cry came again, ' Give us room that we may dwell.' On 
the 4th of January, 1858, a meeting of ' members, seat holders 
and friends' was held, when three resolutions were unani-
mously passed:-1. That a new chapel was necessary; 2. That 
the land on which the old workhouse stood is a suitable site; 
3. That an attempt be made to raise money to purchase it. 
On this site stood St. James's Chapel, founded and duly con-
seorated by one Bishop Turbos in 1146. The building was 
afterwards used as a hospital, then as a workhouse, and while 
thus need, one Sunday morning it came down with a crash. 
After remaining a heap of ruins for some time, as the result 
of sanctified diplomacy, carried on by the Rev. R. Howchin 
and the vendor, the site was conveyed to the trustees. When 

it was know for what purpose it 
was purchased, the news fell on 
the people of the town like a' bolt 
from the blue,' 	A ' Ranters' 
Chapel ' in the most prominent 
position in the town was more 
than could be well endured. 

Oilers of a very tempting char. 
aster were made to induce the 
trustees not to proceed with the 
prof act, even to the payment of all 
the outlay and providing another 
site; and during its erection a per-
son said he would like to place a 
cannon in the Tower Field and fire 
a ball into the gilding. But neither 
bribe nor threat could move the 

REV. B. HowcaiN. 	trustees from their purpose or plan. 
They went straight along the path 

of duty and holy well-doing until the topstone of the present 
chapel was brought on with shouts of holy joy. It has been a 
centre of Christian work and fl usn- e for nearly half a century, 
the opening services being held on March 31st, 1859, the preach-
er being the Rev. Robert Key, who was then in the height of 
his pulpit power and popularity. Mr. Key preached three 
sermons that week-day, his, morning text being 2 Chron. vi. 
41.42; afternoon, Acts xx. 24; and in the evening, Romans 
iii. 25-26. He was in good form, especially in the evening, 
as he discoursed to a thousand people on that favourite theme 
Of his, as suggested in the text, Christ the propitiation for 
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r. James Young was highly favoured, for he found Christ under 
the ministry of a good man. James Barrage was one of a 
notable hand of Northern laymen. He was the compeer of 
TOmmy-  Wanless, Robert Wheatley, and other local celebrities. 
He always impressed us in our boyhood days in facial appear-
ance as a double of Archbishop Temple. A strong, masculine 
face it was, differing to ne from the late Archbiehop TeMple 
in that it wore a more tender, softened expression. James 
Barraes was an earnest, thoughtful preacher, successful espe-
cially as an evangelist. We see him now in passionate tones 
pleading for recruits for the new life. James Young had two 
difficulties in becoming a preacher, the first being an impedi- 
ment of .peach, "This he 	overcame, and became at times 
quite eloqnent ;;albeit it was of a rugged type, yet eloquent and 
effective he was. A second and more Berieue diffi ulty pre-
sented itself. namely. the immense area of Berwick circnit in 
those days. It covered then what is now Berwick, Lowick, and 
North Sunderland circuits. He was a miner, and travelling that 
continent after a week's hard toil was impossible. To a life 
long friend he narrated the incident how he oarne to peewees 
his well known steed—his donkey. ' I thoWt I muu hae a 
Downy (pony), or a donkey. Praise the Lord! I telt the Lord 
I loved to preach the saving Gospel, but the j eirneys were 
ower much, so wad he gie me either a powny or a donkey, for 
the wark could'nt be dune without.' In keeping with this, 
Jimmie prayed. and believed, and looked out for either a 
Downy' or a donkey coming hem the Lord. &direly un-

known to our good friend, a Christian gentleman in the 
neighbourhood owned a donkey he no linger needed, and 
thinking it might in some way he useful to JAM' a Young, 
sent it on to him. Its arrival led to the outburst,' Praise the 
Lord! My prayer's answered. And it's a donkey.' 

Jimmie Young and his donkey were known in every town 
and hamlet in the North. That was the donkey and cart we 
saw on the highway, and none of the country gentry in tl eir 
handsome equipages were better known, and certainly none 
of them More esteemed Warr our worthy brother and his be-
longings. With that donkey he traversed and re-traversed 
North Northumberland, loved and respected by all, and often 
spoken oras 'The Bishop of the Diocese' What stories are 
told about Jimmie and his companion. Even the local poets 
must needs break the silence, and a popular poem was, 'Jim 
min and his caddy.' One who knew him well records that on 
one occasion he started with his donkey and cart to purchase 
a pig. On his jounmy he met one who was financially in a 
tight place, so in place of buying the pig he banded to his 
needy brother all his money. On the high way that day a 
voice-might be beard ever and aron, shcuting, ' P aise the 
Lord I' James Young PM praising G Id for the opportunity 
of helping one in, need and trouble. Smne would think it a 
poor return on the part of Providence that on his return j )nr-
ney his cart should break down. Not so our friend, for his 
creed was very simple, buteatiefactory in all such crises. He 
knew be had done right, and he believed right doing would 
end rightly. A friend, a thorough believer in his genuineness, 
repaired his cart, sent him what covered his generosity to his 
needy neighbour, and supplied him with funds to relieve the 
poor he might meet. One brother-minister, who still remains 
with us, will have good cause to remember 'Jimmie's Caddy.' 

Journeying to 'a far distant appointment he made a passing 
call at our friend's home, there to be offered the loan of the 
donkey for the day. The offer was gladly accepted, and the 
owner watched them depart on their journey. I cannot write 
down how it was, maybe the donkey elected to its new 
mount; at all events the rider was deposited on the road. The 
owner, surveying the scene from a distance, was heard to ex-
claim, 'Prelim the Lord I' if the caddy heent pitched him off. 
A minister who knew him in those days was recently carat-
iug to me the story of his first triumphal entry into the little 
market town of Belford. This was his first appointment at 
Belford, some eleven or twelve miles from- home. He was 
unaware of the society steward's residence at Belford, so he 
would improve the time by missioning. Astride of his don 
key he entered Belford singing, Hark the Gospel News is 
sounding The doors soon opened so that the inmates migh' 
see this unusual eight. A laddie looked out of one of these 
houses, and called out, Mother, here's a man riding a donkey 
and singing 'The Gospel News is sounding.' Will this be 
the preacher ? ' It was the home of the society steward, 
and after a brief open-air mission in this quaint way, he was 
housed with kind friends. 

In preaching he was Scriptural, quoting very aptly from 
the Book he knew so well. The most marked feature of his 
preaching was his originality. He was original in all things, 
and especially so in his setting of Divine things. One of his 
favourite texts was, 'For the bed its shorter than that a man 

men's sins. Many present responded with shouts of ' Glory, 
' Hallelujah.' 

It is impossible to tabulate the far and deep-reaching effects 
prodnoed in the town and neighbourhood by the work done 
in this centre of Christian service for well nigh fifty 'years. 
AU along the course of those years there has been gathered 
eaoh Sunday evening a congregation ranging from six hun-
dred to one thousand persons, from two to three hundred of 
whom are young men and women. Few churohes have such 
opportunities and such responsibilities. 

Two Conferences and nine District Meetings have been 
held in Lynn. The latter have been marvellnne gatherings. 
What processions, some a thousand strong. What volume of 
song, ae the old refrain,' Turn to the Lord and seek salvation,' 
rang out from hundreds of hearts and voices. What love-
fearets, what conversions, and what singing rent the air as on 
their homeward way walked, or rode in farmers' wP ggons, or 

••■■•■••■•■••/...0•01,91.0...9,0V, 

jimmtr, YOUNG AND HIS DONKEY. 

By M. T. Pickering. 

JAMBS YOUNG. 

ON's beautifnl afternoon in June, 1908, a Centenary meeting 
wee being held at a picturesque seaside village on the North-
Haat boast, away in Northumberland. We were singing our 
opening hymn when a trap, containing several Christen Bank 
friends came along. These were some of the fri ,nde who 
had come to join in the worship, hear the messages, and by 
promising their contributions give practical evidence of their 
sympathy with the Centenary movement and their love for 
their Church. WhO are these friends ? These are the widow 
and some of the family of James Young. better known in the 
North country as 'Jimmie Young,' of Christon Bank. Their 
presence that day set us thinking, and called up much we had 
heard and read concerning the distinguished dead and his 
useful past. We .would write this down at the beginning. 
Ha had seven sons and two daughters, all of whom were as-
sociated with our church, five of these sons being local preach-
ere. That father and mother must not only have had their 
names on the church's roll they must have made their home 
a chnich, and ethically and spiritually revealed to their chil-
dren the highest and beet. Of that mother and father we 
have heard their big, robust, stalwart sons speak in gracious, 
grateful terms. 

We will leave that open-air meeting and go back some 
twenty years It is the Sabbath day, and yonder on the 
Northumbrian highway a donkey and cart with its driver 
are passing along. It is ,a somewhat strange scene, for 
the occupant of that donkey-cart is wakening the quiet rural 
life by fervent cries of ' Praise the Lord I' Hallelujah I' 
That is James Young. well known throughout all North 
Northumberland. The Rev. H. B. Kendall, in his valuable 
and racy history of the Primitive Methodist Church, speaks 
of certain notable men in Berwiok area, and amongst these is 
one, James Young, with a considerable dash of eccentricity.' 
Many who never saw him have heard concerning this mar- 
vellous man and his equally marvellous doings. Even the 
novelist has laid hands on him, and made him one of the 
striking characters of a fascinating story. Not only, how- 
ever, does he come down to as as odd, eccentric, abounding 
in quaint sayings and quaint doings, but above all he comes 
down to us as a noble, true man, who did much for his 
Church and the rescue of his brother-man. We will write 
down some records of this man, lest time, that buries so 
many things, buries these as well. 

James Young was twenty-six years of age when he heard 
James Barrase, of Netherton, later of North Seaton, preach. 
This mention of James Barrage makes one pause. If the 
value and genuineness of conversion depend at all upon the 
moral and spiritual worth of the human messenger, then 

can stretch himself on it; and the covering-narrower than that 
he can wrap himself in it.' On a text like this you could not 
anticipate what strange things he might say, but strange and 
striking, unexpected as some expressions might be, he never 
forgot to show how the beds and coverings that some seek to 
make of pleasure, wealth and kindred things were insufficient 
and most unsatisfactory. We could have wished that many 
of hie pithy, humorous, but shrewd sayings had been care-
fully preserved. 

If we write down the humorous and strange, be it said, 
this was not his highest. Most assuredly he was odd, eccentric. 
Oue who travelled that station tells me, many times he has 
seen him in hours of high spiritual exaltation take off his 
boots in the prayer-meeting, and commence a pilgrimage round 
part of the little church. But he was something more than 
odd, James Young was good. He lived with his Lord, spent 
long hours in communion, and his happy, cheery face was a 
means of grace. His strange ways were natural to him, and 
beneath all he was a sincere, devout Christian. We prefer to 
think of him in that way. His humour was a gift of God to 
him and to the church; but the man, underneath, was afire 
with love to God, and a Damien to reclaim lost humanity. 
Few men have tonehed North Northumberland as James 
Young has done, and while the strangeness of his ways and 
sayings have played a part, yet much more potent was the 
sincerity, the genuineness of the man. God and Heaven and 
things spiritual were very real to him, and when others doubt-
ed, or became despondent, he was blithe and cheery because 
he knew God was ever with the good. 

Be it remembered he was no mere dreamer. He took a 
prominent part in erecting three of our churches. At Ford 
Moss he is said to have led the greater part of the Material, 
while the erection of Lowick church owes much to him. 
Christen Bank church is very indebted to James Young, hie 
devoted wife and family, for in addition to generous gifts in 
erecting the church, the organ and communion furniture were 
presented by them. 

One who knew James Young intimately writes these words, 
' Behind all his eccentricity of manner and speech there was 
a'  merlons); earnest, devoted man, who gave freely of his strength 
and time to serve the church he loved. He found the luxury 
of life in the service of God, and the ecstasy of delight in a 
good prayer meeting or revival meeting.' James Young sleeps 
with his fathers, but he will live for all time in the enriched 
lives of Northumbria's sons and daughters. 

Guild Text Books. 
Between the Testaments.' by C. M. Grant. D. D.: ' The Apostles' 
Teething—the Pauline Theology.' by W.P. Pat 	.D.D. Massone! 
on the Gospel of St. Mark' by A. I. Robertson, MD.; ' Lessons on 
the Gospel of St. Luke.' by James Benoit°, B.D.: Exposition of 
The Pilgrim's Progress. by Robert Stevenson, B.D. A. & C. Black. 
Price ed. each net. 

The Guild Text Books are known to thousands of our readers, 
particularly to lay preachers and Sunday school teachers, and 
wherever known are prized as among the cheapest and most 
helpful books for the purpose designed. The is su t of these 
five marks the extension of the series and brine s within the 
reach of all another set of most useful books. Between the 
T. Memento ' will illuminate any mind on the stirring period 
between Malachi and Matthew; the three following ones are 
packed full with lessons drawn from Mark. Luke, and the 
t.aohing of Paul while the last is a delightful exposition of 
Bunyan's world-wide classic. We cannot too warmly coin 
mend the whole series of which these five are a part. 

Irresolute Catherine.' By mrs. Violet Jacob. John MIIII;AW 
25. 6d. net. 

Tars is One of a series of short novels by great writers. The 
scene of the story is in Wild Wales, and the central figures 
are Baptists, two of whom are lovers of Catherine. How she 
fared at their hands, and how at last one took pommel:lion of 
her, is a fine story. The story is not long, but it is exception-
ally good. 

• Have Miracles Happened?' By Rev. H. T. Dixon. Elliot Stock. 
2s. 6d. nit. 

Lee author's purpose is to controvert the naturalistic tend-
ency of present-day criticism of the Bible.' He regards the 
-niracles recorded in the Old Testament as the outposts of the 
citadel of Christianity, and fears that if these outposts are Ett,- 
-endered the citadel itself will be in danger. In a series of 
:hspters The Ascension of Elijah ;" The Astronomical Phe-
aomenon in the Time of Joshua;' Jonah's Miraculous Pre-
mervation; ' etc. etc , are ahly discussed. While we mono; 
tempt all the author's conclusions, the book is well worth a 
-areful reading.—J. H. 

'The Oxford Reformers.' By the late George F. Bridges. Revised 
and Re-written, Elliot Stock. Ss. net. 

• BACK to the Reformation' is the clarion cry of this excellent 
work. It is designed to show by the history and teaching of 
the Oxford Martyrs that the Church of England principles 
had not their source in Roman Catholic, but in Reformation 
teachers. Such a book, widely read, must tend to check the 
modern Romeward tendency of a large section of the Angli-
can Church and prove of great service in defending evangel-
ical faith against the merely human and unscriptural system 
of eacramentarianism and mediation. The book is worthy of 
national circulation. 

'Studies In Elocution, By Alfred S. Lowry. George Philip and son. 
2a. net. 

We cordially commend this book to those who contemplate 
speahing or reciting in public. The studies themselves are 
prefaced with an introductory essay on The Art of Elocu-
tion,' and a scheme of vocal exercises for public speakers. 
We could wish that all public speakers would take the trouble 
involved in acquainting themselves with the few simple rules 
here stated; much labour would be saved and greater profit 
come to the audience. The selections cover a wide range, 
grave and gay, poetry and prose and a sufficient stock is here 
provided for any gathering that has for its purpose a moral 
and wholesome hour. Newer than Bell's, it is also more ,  
varied and useful. It will be interesting to oar readers to 
know that the author and compiler of this book is the official-
ly appointed teacher a Elocution at Hartley College, 

other vehickee, hundreds who had been to the District Camp 
meeting, and what eonvecsations for weeks, in field and barn, 
in village smithy and general shop. about the sermons preach. 
ed, the meeting and greeting of old friends and ministers they 
had not seen since they travelled on our circuit years ago. 
Aye, never to be forgottentimes were those: annual gatherings of 
the clans in East Anglia. They make our village Primitives 
feel that they belong to a great church, and that in the social and 
political affairs of the nation they have to be reckoned with. 
Lynn circuit, with its nearly thirty villages.has sent hundreds of 
its members to our town and city churches. What.effect. the,  

Small Holdings Act' will produce on the village life of rural 
England is not yet known, but it will. no doubt, check the 
flow of young men and maidens to the large towns by making 
it worth a young man's while to stay in the village and work 
his own Small Holding. It will thus be a gain to village 
Methodism. 

A NOTABLE NORTHUMBRIAN. 
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MRS P. DARRYSHIRE. 
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PRIMITIVE 

METHODISM Can 
still win moral 
and spiritual vic-
tims. The days 
of miracles are 
not past. The 
testimony of the 
healed man can 
still be appealed 
to in proof of the 
saving grace of 
the Gospel. A 
little  brochure 
has just been is-
sued in connec-
tion with the 
Carterknowle 
Mission, in the 
Sheffield Ninth 
station, which is 
like a breath of 
the North wind 
after the sultry 
heat of summer. 
It is an appeal 
for help, but an 
appeal for help 
based on some- 

thing accomplished. It is a story to rejoice over with ex-
ceeding great joy. 

Oarterknowle is on the outskirts of Sheffield on the Derby-
shire side. On one side of the Abbeydale Road there is Villa-
dom, and on the other a low lying District which is 

Fast becoming a Suburban Slum. 
Here there has been dumped down a colony of workers, driven 
out of the heart of the city, and some of the worst features 
of the slums are, alas I being reproduced. Overcrowding, 
untidyness, drunkenness, gambling, are all here, and some 
of the property is already bearing the marks of delapidation 
and wilful neglect, although most of it has been only built 
for a few years. It is very discouraging to those who believe 
that change of environment is all that is necessary for the 
redemption of the submerged tenth The Housing Problem is 
but one phase of a much greater one, which goes much deeper 
and has its roots in character. In many a Social Service meet-
ing the doctrine of laisser faire, as expressed in the phrase 
' put a pig in a parlour and he will turn it into a pigsty° ' has 
had to be combated. True enough, but it is also true that if 
you train a child in a pigstye he will learn to be a pig. The 
question is how to turn a human pig into a decent self-respect-
ing, cleanly animal. 

You must Change his Environment, 
but if you do nothing more, it is very evident that carrying 
his old habits, tendencies, and uncleanly ways with him, he is 
more likely to affect his environment than his environment is 
to affect him. You must, somehow, change him. Here within 
a few minutes walk of the country, beautiful scenery, and 
with !plenty of fresh air and light, there is a population that 

this district in the Board School. But Board Schools are not 
built for mission purposes, and my experience ie that only in 
very exceptional cases do the people take kindly to them. 
After two years' earnest but not very successful labour, the 
mission moved to a stable in Coniston Road, which was con-
verted into a mission hall, with the hayloft as a class room. 
Churches are born in strange places, like the great founder 
of the faith to whom the world could give no better birth-
place than the rude Eastern caravansary, and no more costly 
cradle than the manger. The people came to the stable who 
would not come to the schoolroom. On the first Saturday 
evening of 1902 the first service was held, and a good begin-
ning was made, for at the close eight persons signed the tem-
perance pledge. On the Sabbath the place was full, and one 
soul made the momentous decision which spells destiny. And 
it is in the art of bringing men to decision that this mission 
excels. ' We never see converts now,' was the mournful plaint 
made by a leading official of a strong church last week. We 
have lost the knowledge of how to get men converted.' But 
at Carterknowle it is quite the exceptiom on a Sabbath even-
ing not to see one or more converts. Indeed it would not be 
much of an exaggeration to say that the record of this church 

is one of Continuous Revival. 

There has been a steady increase until now the mission re-
ports 160 members with a reserve which brings the number 
up to nearly 200. 

In 1906 the mission moved to Edgedale Road, where, incited 
thereto by the princely generosity of the late Mr. Henry 
Adams, a new schoolroom and suite of vestries had been built 
costing £3,050. 

A magnificent site in front remains for the chapel so soon 
as our friends can sweep away the £1.000 which remains on 
the present buildings. They have set themselves to raise £700 
during the Centenary years, and the little booklet to which I 
have referred is an appeal for help to all lovers of aggressive 
mission work. But its interest lies in the wonderful story it 
tells of lives redeemed. Among the converts are no less than 
fourteen drunkards and gamblers, and since the brochure has 
been written two or three more have been added to the num-
ber. It is a sight to see these men—once notorious for their 
wickedness—standing in front of the preacher's desk, and to 
hear them sing over and over again, 

My chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, came forth, and followed Thee.' 

To listen to their experience is a revelation of the saving 
power of the grace of God. One was a notorious drunkrad 
for forty years. Everybody knew him and knows him now. 
This thing was not done in a corner. A few Sabbath evenings 
gone I heard him tell how four years ago God saved him and 
took away the desire for drink. I was greatly impressed with 
this man's prayers. Another was a drunkard and a wife-
beater. His home wee miserable, and his life a burden. He 
came to the mission, and during the singing of a hymn God 
saved him. His life testifies that the change was very real. 
A third—w hose happy face tells of inward peace—had never 
gone home sober on a Saturday for eight years. When drunk 
he would smash the furniture, and once attempted to commit 
suicide. His poor wife had often to hide from him, and was  

for the devil. He has already become every usefulecont in the 
Lord's army. In his neighboorhood there was a man who ac-
cording to his own testimony during the year 1907, was drunk 
50 weeks out of 52. He was suffering from ' delirium tremens 
when the man who had himself just been saved visited him. A 
week after, while yet half crazy he was taken by this friend 
to a prayer meeting and he was a most pitiful eight. This 
was on Friday, on Saturday he was drunk again. But the 
glorious Sabbath which was to be his spiritual birthday 
arrived. And He who came to seek the lost, found this lost 
man. He is another trophy to the power that saves to the 
uttermost. Home, wife, children all testify that he is a true 
follower of Jesus. And eo the wonderful story runs on in 
this Booklet of 
a dozen pages. 
It is the most 
powerful argu-
ment for the 
truth of the 
Christian reli-
gion I have 
read for many 
a day; power-
ful not because 
of its argu-
ments or liter-
ary style, but 
because of its 
FACTS. 

The Mission 
has an inde-
fatigableleader 
in Mr. P. Dar-
bvehire whose 
close numbers 
100 members, 
while his good 
wife looks after 
the women and 
has a class of 
60 and a large 
mothers' meet-
ing. Mr. Sane-
by has charge of the Sunday school; Mr. Northeast the 
Society, Mr. John Northeast the Band of Hope, and Mr, 
Willey the Christian Endeavour. But indeed, all are work-
ere at Carterknowle, enthusiastic, sometimes noisily fervent, 
but always deadly in earnest. The very staid, and sober, per-
chance, think sometimes, that these men are too emotional, 
or express their emotions in too vigorous a fashion for loud 
Amens ' and Hallelujahs' often ring through the sanctuary 

but it is a type of Methodism that is not too common to day. 
Better Wildfire than no Fire at all. 

For myself I dare not critisize too severely a church that has a 
soul-saving record such as this. In thirty-five Sundays of 
last year out of fifty.two, converts were seen at the penitent 
form. 

Meantime the Social conditions of the neighbourhood are 
not overlooked. One story out of Sister Jennie's ' diary 
is sufficiently eloquent, even when told in the baldest way. 
Our consecrated Sister was visiting and called at a house 
where the inhabitants are like many of their neighbours feel-
ing the ninth of hard times. A little boy came in from school, 
' Put off your shoes,' said his mother and then turning to her 
visitor she added, 'Excuse me, Sister, but I must pledge these 
for we have no food in the honse.' 

When the history of every Church is written by the pen that 
exaggerates nothing and extenuates nothing 1 wonder how 
many churches will have a better record than this Sheffield 
mission ? If it has its weaknesses—its faults in methods and 
discipline—it eaves men. Some churches are so perfect in 
their machinery that they have no time for anything else but 
to admire their own organization. 

WORK AMONG ROUGH DIRMONDS. 

A!.CHAPTER IN MODERN MISSIONS. 

By Rev. Samuel Horton. 

CARTER KNOWLE MISSION SCHOOLS. A GROUP OF RECLAIMED DRUNKARDS AND GAMBLERS. 

exhibits a downward rather than an upward tendency, and 
promises soon to sink into surroundings as morally unhealthy 
as those which obtain in the very heart of the city. For ex-
ample, the question of overcrowding is not settled when you 
have put a family of four or five into a decent house, say, with 
two or three bedrooms. Forthwith lodgers are often taken iu 
until every available inch of space is used to the detriment 
of both health and morality. Here a visitor, for example, 
found six persons living in one room to eat, drink, and sleep. 
We want a law not only to prevent our suburbs from being 
at the mercy of the speculative builder who rune up houses on 
every available pieoe of lead, but also to prevent such over-
crowding as this in the houses themselves. 
L, In 1899 the friends at Abbeydale commenced a mission in 

compelled to sleep in empty houses or closets. I do not won-
der that womanhood—abused, illtreated, starved womanhood 
—should eagerly look forward to the time when it will have 
a vote and can close the public-houses. I have been made 

A Convert to Woman Suffrage 
by woman's ea ff ari age. One night this man went home and eager-
ly looked down the columns of the evening paper to see if a horse 
he hal backed had won. It had lost, and in a rage he s wore and 
drove his has i through the paper. An open-air meeting was 
going on outside and he went to the door. He received an 
invitation to go to the mission. He went to return home a 
new man. The drunkard had been made sober. The gambler 
was rescued. He likes zealous for God as before time he was 

ssssss • 'of Illope.' By George Matheson, D.D. James Clarke. 
3s. 6d. net. 

THE memory of the great heroio soul whose thoughts are en-
shrined here induce one to touoh the book reverently. The 
very title of the book was the key-note of Dr. Matheson's life. 
Here in a delightful volume the publishers have given to us 
those tender, sweet, almost lyrical, thoughts and prayers, 
some of which delighted the readers of the Christian World' 
until the musical voice was hushed in death. Toe messages 
come to us now in a permanent form, and will be cherished 
for their own sake and for the sake of the departed prophet; 
We can hardly think of anything more adapted to soothe the 
soul, to stimulate it in its struggle upwards than the sketches - 
given us here. 



A LINK WITH THEYAST. 
•••••••••••••••••••••••••••■•• 

The Story of a Communion Cup. 

By Rev. W. Perry. 
•••••■■••-•-••■■•■■•......... 

MRS GREEN. 

THE WOOD HOUSE, MAESBROOK. 

MR. S. WARD. 

836 
	

THE PRIMITIVE METHODIST LEADER. 	 DECEMBER 3, 1908 

Mae. GREEN, of t h e 
Wood, Maesbrook, 
Llanymynech, who is 
now in her  eighty-
fifth year, is a mem-
ber of a family whose 
history is inseparably 
linked with that of our 
church at Maesbrook, 
in t he Llanymynech 
circuit. Her mother, 
the late Mrs. Ward, 
afterwards Mrs. Parry, 
was one of the first 
converts, and for many 
years helped to sustain 
and shape the religi-
ous life of the neigh-
bourhood. Mrs. Green 
has been a memb.r of 
our church at Maes-
brook for seventy-four 

years, so that the lives of these two godly women synchronize 
ai h the bietory of our church. 

THE PABST MEETING HOUSE, MAESBROOK. 

In those early days the meetings were held in an old farm 
house, which forme part of the Wood estate. The room was 
ample in its linear dimensions, but the ceiling was low and 
did not allow for much or violent exercise in an upward 
direotion. The Rev. Henry Higginson was a singular man, 
much wondered at, and not the lees so in his bodily appear-
ance and dimensions. The old pulpit was entered by a 
step, but that one step was just enough to make it impos-
sible for him to enter without endangering his head or ceiling, 
or both. 

Mr. Higginson was compelled to answer the question which 
used to appear on the yearly report, Is he a long preacher ? 
by a decided Yes. He was so tall, that he not only found 
pulpits too small and rooms too low. but often beds too small 
for him. He and the late Rev. J. B. Knapp. who was not a 
small man, were staying together in this neighbourhood, and 
it was necessary that they should occupy the same bed. Mr. 
Higginson apprehended that one small bed would scarcely 
contain all of two such men, and discreetly hurried his prayers 
and preparations eo as to get into bed first, and be sure of his 

MR. E. PARRY. MRS. PARRY. 

part. He did so by lying across the bed from corner to corn-
er, and then with a chuckle assured his companion, ' This is 
the way I generally lie,' which was no doubt perfectly true, 
and not done jest for that occasion or merely to have his joke. 
It was in this neighbourhood that he was said to have asked 
that singular poetic blessing. Rabbits had been plentiful and 
he had had more than his share. 

Rabbits hot and rabbits cold, 
Rabbits young and rabbits old, 
Rabbits tender, rabbits tough, 
Thank the Lord I've had enough. 

A Unique Sacramental Cup. 
Mrs. Green's grandfather wee a local celebrity. His fame 

as a marksman was more than local, and he was a patron of 
all the sports. He competed in some and carried off the prize. 
The Llanfylln races attracted wide interest and drew great 
crowds. In 1800, he won the nap with one of his horses and 
the cup was suitably inscribed, part of it being= Success to 
EJie Llanfylln Races. 1800.' This, of course, was before the 
Went of Primitive Methodism, 

The Wood became the centre and scene of other things and 
the grandchildren of this sporting S. Ward had other interests 
and pursuits. This cup, with other relics, came into the pos-
session of these converted descendants. Mrs. Green's mother 
was the antithesis of such, and as she was converted she re-
solved the cuo should be converted too. She took that cup in 
band and with much diligent rubbing, she nearly succeeded in 
e ffacing  the offending inscription so that it could be used as a 
sacramental cup—and it has served as such ever since. 

There can still be read 
the word Success, and the 
year 1800, and very faintly 
—Races. This cup is a 
symbol—its past associa-
tions and present use el m-
b Ain the history of the 
family and place, Such 
were some of you, but ye 
ore washed, but ye are 
sanctified, but ye are jus-
tified, in the name of the 
Lord Jesus and by the 
spirit of our God.' 

A Veteran Missionary 
Collector. 

Mrs. Green has been 
interested in our missions 
ever since we have had 
missions. She has been 
a supporter or collector 
ever since 1845. In Dec., 
1845, in the 26th Mission-
ary Notice, an appeal was 
made by the venerable R. 
Ward, of New Zealand, on 
behalf of native children. 
In that appeal he says 
that he knew of no school, 
or of any effort being 
made on th e i r behalf 
either to educate or clothe 
them. He was concerned that they should not only be 
taught, but decently clothed, and he made an appeal for 
various articles, a list of which he gives, to be sent out. 
His list is interesting:—Prints, calico, sewing cottons, needles, 
pins, pasteboard for bonnets ! ! pens, paper and rubber. This 
singular appeal was not without a response from the Wood 
and in the 29th Notice appears the following: 

e 	d 
S. Ward 	... 2 2 	0 
E. Parry 	... 1 0 	0 
Maeebrook School 0 8 	0 

Mies A Ward 
To purchase pine, etc. 0 10 	1 

Mrs. Parry 
To purchase pasteboard for bonnets 0 2 	6 
Mr. E. Parry (Jour.) to purchase 

India rubber 0 1 	6 

That 2e. 6d. for pasteboard for bonnets for native girls is a 
tit-hit. 

Mre. Green. who was then Miss Ward, and whose donation 
was 10s , has been up to now a mi tsionary collector, her box last 
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year yielding £4. There are few collectors in our church who 
have such a long record. All honour to these few whose efforts 
have not slackened, and whose interest has not waned for 
more than half a century in a cause so dear to the heart of 
our Saviour. Mrs. Green has handed her box to her grand-
child, Catherine, five years of age, with a hope and prayer 
that this box may be held R,§ long and used as well as iq the 
Mt half century, 	' 

Old Friends. 

One of the first to mission- this neighbourhood was j 
Wedgwood, who came from the Cheshire side, and tradition. 
save, rode on an old white pony. This would be in 1822 or 
1823 as the writer has a plan on which Maesbrook figures as  
having regular services for 1824. Thomas Bateman was also  
an early visitor, and correspondence with the Wood was kept 
up until 1893, the year of his death. An extract from one 
of his letters will be of interest—: 

Chorley, Nan 
Jan. 26th, 

th, 

1893. 
Dear old Friend and Bro. Ward, 

I have given over attempting to write much, but thought 
I must try to do so to you. . . . . I suppose yon are 
aware that I attended the last Conference at Nott. My bodily 
powers are failing fast 	 I shall soon be laid down 
in my last bed on earth 	 Twenty years hence who 
will hear of me ! ! . . . . It has often afforded me pleas-
ure in thinking of the happy hours I have spent with you at 
the Wood 	  Your nephew, I sincerely hope, 

will remain a true and valuable standard bearer, when the 
colours have fallen from your hands and mine. 

That prayer concerning the nephew has been graciously 
answered. Mr. T. Ward Green, J.P , is doing much more than 
merely filling a vacant place—he has carried the colours into 
fresh quarters, and widened the area of our influence and 
operations. 

Mrs. Green's grandmother purchased a small holding in 
Knockin parish in order to get a family pew in the pariah 
church with no idea that that family 
pew would not be wanted in a few 
years. As soon as the late S. Ward 
c Imo of age, he gave land on which 
to build a chapel in 1844, Another 
branch of the family, which had not 
been touched by these religious in-
fluences, viewed this with mot kery and 
railery, and they freely prophesied that 
the chapel would soon be turned into 
a dog kennel, and his bit of patrimony 
would not last long now. This pro-
phecy has been falsified. Their por-
tion of the property has long ago been 
sold, and the money squandered, 
while the unpretentious little chapel 
of 1844 has been fitted up as a school, and a new and better 
chapel erected near, making a block of buildings striking to 
the eye, and giving evidence of a faith and love which have 
ripened with the years. We have now three chapels in the 
parish, with about 100 members out of a population of one 
thousand. 

'The Letters of Queen Victoria.' Edited by Mr. A. C. Beason. M.A. 
and Viscount Esher. John Murray. Three volumes. 28. each. 

IT is very rare that we have this class of book brought with-
in the range of the ordinary reader so early as these volumes. 
This new edition of the let- Q teen's letters, has been issued by 
special command of the King at the price of six shillings for 
the three books. Considering that the Letters have so recent-
ly been given to the public, that they were issued at £3 3e. 
three volumes, that the present popular edition contains oat r 
fifteen hundred pages in three volumes, that they contain all 
that the most expensive edition contained, and are more con-
venient in size the complete letters will rank among the very 
oheapeet of productions. The sale will, without doubt, be 
enormous. The Lettere contain matter that is destined to be-
ramie historic, and wall reveal our late beloved Queen's as one 
of the busiest and most observant minds. 
' A Shorter Manual of Theology.' By Joseph Agar Beet, D.D. Ho 

der and Stoughton. 2s. 6d, not: 
IN this cheap and well-printed volume Dr. Beet has given 
us a successful c mdensation of his Manual of Theology, 
marked by his usual lucidity of style and logical arrangement 
of materials. The work may rightly claim to be scientific in 
method, and to have considerable apologetic value. It is from 
the side of Natural Religion and history he comes to the New 
Testament Sc-iptures which, at first, are taken simply as credi-
table historical documents. Another feature of the book le the 
author's thorough treatment of the Experience of Salvation. 
This almost differentiates the book, and makes it a manual (# 
religion as well as of theology. No one can carefully read 
such a chapter as that on ' The Way of Holiness,' and those 
chapters which immediately follow, without being the better 
for it. The Manual deserves to be widely known.—H. B. R. 
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THE phenomenal success that 
attended the tabours of the pio-
neers of Primitive Methodism 
amongst the scattered hamlets 
of W eardate was no less a trio-
nte to their intelligence thanto 
their intense zeal. For it is not 
every type of preacher whose 
message commends itself to the 
tpye of mind and temperament 
peculiar to the dale. isiore than 
one minister, looking upon the 
dour, serious countenances of a 
Weardale congregation and find-
ing his effort seemingly fail to 
secure auy reeponse, nee been 
ohsposed to regard their attitude 
as pure stolidity, little dreaming 

that beneath that gloomy exterior were souls capable of the 
greatest spiritual intensity. 

The writer, whose privilege it was to conduct anniversary 
services at one of these hamlets for several years in succession, 
well remembers an experience that illustrates cur meaning. 
On the Saturday prior to the anniversary, one of the clued 
offi vials, an exceptionally fine character, was killed in the mine 
under most tragic circumstances. In consequence, the Satur-
day evening public meeting was abandoned. Large congre-
gations, however, filled the chapel on the Sunday. Preaching 
was a most difficult task, for beneath the ehauow of the blow, 
the people, especially the male section, seemed almost defiant. 
At the commencement of the evening prayer meeting there 
was a painful pause. No one seemed incaned to play. Ulti-
mately one brother, in tones of solemn reverence, broke the 
silence. After a reference to the loss uppermost .n every mind. 
and to their being flung back on the bed-rock of o. anode and 
experience, he struck a note of triumph in the pose, saion ot 
Saviour who was mightier than death. The tru.h gripped the 
meeting, and from the gloomy regions of death we were trans 
lated to the exultant light of the tlesurrectiou morn, from the 
atmosphere of a cold, passionless service to that ot a ti wed 
revival. The fire had been smouldering unperceived all nay, 
it only needed the power of prayer to fan it into a flame. 

Possibly no one has more accurately hit off this pechiia, 
characteristic of the Northern datesmeu than did tue Rev. d. 

Wenn, who described them as being anthracite in temper._ 
ment,' slow to take fire, but, when once the flame is kindle, 
capable of sustained religious fervour. Even the Rev. Thomas 
Batty, the acknowledged Apostle of Primitive Methodis.o 1, 
Weardale, at first failed to discover this anthracite quoit y 
and after strenuous labour with no apparent result, was almos 
despairing. He could secure large companies but saw no vie 
ible sign of converting potver and so he made up his mind tt. 
leave the dale and to go in search ot a more responsive people. 
But a toll gate keeper, evidently an observant brother, cam, 
to his resoue. He told Batty that he knew mach better that 
he the dalesmen's temperament and that he had discovered in 
Many oonversations that the work of conviction had begun; 
if he would continue to preach every night for another week. 
results would be seen. He acted upon the advice, the toll-gate 
keeper's prophecy came true, and hundreds were con' erted. 
Indeed so remarkable was the progress made that in 1832 
Westgate and Alston reported more members than did the 
Hull Home Branch itself. 

One of the greatest revivals of a later period took place in 
1867, and is spoken of as the Clark revival,' the ministers at 
that time being the Rev. Peter Clark, the Rev. Edward Rust, 
and the Rev. J. (now Dr.) Watson as probationer. The tide 
of revival swept the whole of the dale. Preaching at Wear-
head continued every night for fourteen weeks, and the follow-
ing Quirter Day reported an increase of three hundred, with a 
reserve of the same number. It was in this revival that many 
ministers, who are to-day dolt g splendid work in our ministry, 
were converted. Indetd, we question whether there ie a 
parallel case in the history of the coniv xion for from that 
church about twenty men nave entered the mils of our minis-
try. Amongst others, we might mention the names of Dr. W at 
son, Revs. J. Elliott, T. Elliott, John and Emmerson Phillipson, 
F. Watson, T. J. Watson, Charles and Fred Humble, and others. 

Weardale has been fortunate in pos-
sessing certain laymen gifted with an 
intelligence and sanctified common sense 
above the average. The late George 
Race, who was placed on the plan as an 
exhorter by the Hull quarterly meeting 
in 1831, was a man of exceptional char-
acter. Philosopher, metaphysician, and 
mystic, he was one of the most interest-
ing personalities it has been our privi-
lege to meet. Though he stood head 
and shoulders above his fellows in sheer 
mental force he knew it not; there was 
an utter absence of display or pretence 
He was one of the people, and no one 

, 0505011 RACE, SEN. could preach to a dale audience as could 
. . 	 he. He had a lucidity in speech which 

made his profoundest passages intelligible to the least educa-
ted of his hearers. Often have we heard him spoken of as 

King of the Dale,' and he deseried the title, for he was un-
doubtedly pre-eminent, especially in the realm of thought and 
sterling moral worth. Many a man we judge can trace his 
hove of books and menial culture to the inspiration of George 
Race, to-hla wine,  counsel and example. His son, also called 
%Gam, at OA agii of leventy•iive, is, we are thankful to eay, 

I.Wfitittih~the mental 

gifts and moral qualities of his revered 
dered splendid service in our Northern 
pulpits. 

Mr. Joseph Rutherford, now resident 
at Witton-le- W ear, is another layman 
who, throughout a long life, has given 
ungrudging labour in the interests of 
Primitive Methodism. It has been our 
privilege for many years to sit with de- 
light and profit under the ministry of Mr. 
Rutherford. The mystical element is 
strikingly manifest in his treatment of 
spiritual truth, whilst his enthusiasm in 
the cause of real religion seems to grow 
with the years. Never a robust man 
physically, he yet remains in full and 
active circuit -work though well past 
the allotted span. 

Joseph Jopling, of Frosterley, a simple and devout evangelist, 
himself the fruit of a revival, did much to foster and develop 
the revival spirit in the early days, and evidences of his 
labour still exist, not only in the dale, but in the wider sphere 
where he was led. Featherstone Phillipson, a loyal, prudent, 
and intelligent leader, the father of two of our ministers, did 
much to consolidate the good work of his time. Fanny Peart, 
one of the saints of Weardale, must not be forgotten. Her 
devotion in the realm of hospitality and tender ministry still 
remains, and will continue a fragrant memory in the annals 
of Weardale Methodism. 

Of course, it is impossible within the 
limits of a brief article to even name 
that multitude of worthy men and 
women the records of whose achieve-
ments still remain an inspiration to those 
of a later day. We could not, however, 
close without recalling a few who not 
only exercised a tremendous formative 
influence in the dale itself, but whose 
labours won recognition from one end 
ot the Connexion to the other. Such 
men, for example, as Henry Phillips, 
chumas Greentield, C. C. McKechnie, 
John Atkinson, James Bestow, William 

lemitson, William Dent, Hugs Gil-
ours Ralph renwick. These men were REV. c. c. atcNECHNIE. 
preachers of whom any church might 
j ..r be proud. As we recall the magic effect of their utter-
aunts we would fain know the secret of their power. Was it 
not in that marvellous balance of head and heart which they 
always preserved, that harmony, of nature which utilised every 
'acuity intellectual and emotional, but which took undue ad-
vantage of none. 

Oh, that the memories awakened daring these Centenary 
celebrations may revive and restore in a larger measure the 
faculty which was pre-eminent in these meo, the power to 
preach. 

IN THE WEST COUNTRIES' 

By Rev. J. C. Mantripp. 
_ — 

THE first visible sign of Primitive Methodism was disappoint-
ing. A small, welt-built chapel, pleasantly situated no a pic-
turesque valley at the foot of Brown Ciee tall, forsaken, dere-
lict. The palpitating vitality of the babbling brook was a 
living rebuke to the desolation of this wayside sanctuary. On 
the front gab:e a stone bore the inscription, 

. Primitive Methodist 
. Providence Chapel 

1876. 
bathe grass. grown path, and the gigantic weeds, reaching 
above the winnow-ledges, testified eitner that providence had 
been unkind, or that man had used the gate of providence 
unwisely. Enquiry brought the information that to attend a 
Primitive Methodist service a journey in five miles, much of 
it over rugged ways, would be necessary, but that a w ealeyan 
chapel could be reached when the weather was propitious in 
tittle more than two-and a-half miles by a way through thorns 
and thistles, bents and brooks. And although loyalty is a 
virtue, yet circumstances mace a shorter j iurney a necessity. 

A close acquamtance,with this neighbourhood, so far out of 
the beaten track, made it clear thatinethodism is not a spent 
force. The Primitives and Wesleyane are practically the sole 
representatives of Free Church lite, and tun fact ot the con-
tinued occupition of this remote region testifies to loyalty 
and vitality. The churches are not so robust nor so aggressive 
as the needs of the people demand; their future, hirwe vet., is 
not all behind them, as some propuets of gloom would have 
us believe. 

Methodism has many dia.:Wiles, with which to contend in 
this neighbourhood. For some of these, nowever, the reme-
dy is already prepared if the people would but rise up and 
assert themselves. Especially is this the case in respect to 
political disabilities. The fetters of feudalism are acutely 
felt in this part of .  Shropshire. What is strange is, that they 
should-.be-clung to-with such tenacity. They are regarded as 
natural, almost necessary. There is something of fatalism in 
it. Methodism is still regarded as undesirable in farm ten-
ants on some estates. The rights of game are more than the 
rights of the farmer to his crops. To complain or ask for 
compensation is tantamount to asking for notice to quit. 
Farmers Whit protect_their_crapa -ftore -huntere-are- debarred 
from competing for some prime at the local shows. On an  

estate in one immediate neighbourhood a gamekeeper, who  
was also a Primitive Methodist local preacher, was told that 
he must give up preaching or lose his position on the estate. 
It is easy to say that en& persecution should be set at deft. 
ance, but when a man is responsible for a wife and family it 
is easier to submit until the opportunity for freedom without 
risk arises. Martyrdom is not easy on a small stage. This  
neighbourhood once produced a William Lacklancl, whose 
a Piers the Ploughman,' voiced a great revolt against oppres-
sion and tyranny. The standard of revolt may be raised 
again, but there are no signs of it yet. 

A serious hindrance to aggressive Methodism arises from 
the geographical difficulties of this neighbourhood. To view 
the country from the Glee Hills on, a clear summer day is an 
inspiration. The land seems a Paradise—even the contiguous  
Black Country is radiant with beauty. In the winter months, 
however, the picturesque is at a discount. Journeys of six, 
eight, ten, or more miles to some cottages, or small chapel on 
the hill-side, often with no road to give a sense of safety, 
take all the poetry out of the landscape. Ministers coming 
from the conveniences of modern life into a condition of things 
so primitive as this lose heart, and move on quickly. And the 
people are in a chronic state of disappointment. There are 
glorious effects to be seen among these hills. A journey is 
commenced in a fog. The climb mile after mile is weird and 
wearisome, when suddenly the fog is all beneath, and the hill 
tops are bathed in sunshine, while the singing birds make 
melody in a world fairer than any dream has pictured it. But 
it is no joke to be overtaken with fog in the night time, when 
only a track hardly visible in daylight marks the way home. 
It is related of a minister, whose name is honoured through-
out our Church, that he was coming over the hills with two 
companions when such a difficulty occurred. 'Keep close to 
me,' he said, know every inch of the way,' and straightway 
fed them into a pigstye. Another minister tells of how for 
three hours one night he endeavoured in vain to reach the 
light he saw in the valley, until a 'fortunate acoident brought 
him home another way. Yet for those who can master nerv-
ouenese, and face a few real dangers, there is great reward. 
When people flock to the plain, bare chapel on the bleak, wind-
swept mil-sine, each carrying his or her lantern (so helpful 
to the native, eo baffling to a stranger), they are a congrega-
tion to delight the heart of a preacher. Too much cannot be 
said of the loyalty of the local preachers. They know the 
country, but with long journeys and small congregations it 
is, creditable that so few appointments are neglected. 

The Methodist people in this neighbourhood are generally 
very Conservative. This constitutes the greatest difficulty in 
inaugurating an aggressive policy. In hilly countries there is 
often associated with tenancy of old customs and methods a 
breadth of thought and freshness ot outlook that more than 
compensates. It ie not so here. Perhaps the hills are not 
sufficient y high to induce enquiry. There is a sense of won-
der, but no sense of intimacy with the infinite. And so the 
old ways are kept, without any care for the new endeavours 
that new opportunities make necessary. 

One sign of stagnation is the lamentable lack of the. sense 
of humour. Not but there is material for laughter. Only the 
mirth of others leaves the native stolidity unmoved. 	sup- 
pose you are Mr. tt—,' said a visitor to the presiding genus 
in a chapel in the valley, naming the society steward. Oh, 
no Sir, I am not him—the fact is, Mr. It— enjoys very bad 
health, and is not able to come very often.' And the hardly 
suppressed smile was viewed with a look of pain and pity com-
bined. It is related that at a confirmation service held in a 
little church on the hilt side there was an old lady seventy 
3 ears of age amongst the candidates. The bishop paused 
before placing his hand upon her head and said, My good 
woman, have you lived to this age without being confirmed ?' 

Why no, Sir, she answered, I've been confirmed three times 
before, but I've heard it's a -good thing for rheumatism, so I 
thought l'd try it again.' An old local preacher, only recent-
ly dead, judged all preacheie unworthy of .their calling who 
stood to pray in the rostrum (he was a pronounced Anti-Ritual-
ist), and in order to make conformity to his sign of orthodoxy 
easy he provided a velvet covered cushion to entice the stiff 
knees to bend. 

This lack of humour greatly hinders progress. It is sad to 
observe the lack of young people at public worship. And 
especially so when Methodism is practically the only represen-
tation of Free Church lite. 

There are signs of an awakening. But the sympathy with 
humanity—its passions and frivolities, as well as its high as- 
pirations—will have to run the gauntlet of hostile criticism 
from seasoned professors within the churches before it gains 
its object and claims the young people. as subjects for the 
aunties' interest and service. The remedy for hesitancy and 
i s attendant decadence here, as elsewhere, is not far to seek. 
Toe opportunities of Methodism are great--Methodism  is 
oblivious of its opportunities. Let the steeping giant awake 
and put lethargy away. This must be, or the toruaten way-
side chapel wilt be more than a regrettable incident—it will 
uecome the sign of a problem—a parable of deserved degra- 
dation. Methodism must catch afresh the insistence ot the 
Gospel message as good tidings to the people and must 
go to the people WIWI a message for life now as well as 
Lie to come. It will find the people ready to respond. 
There is nothing that hinders a great forward movement 
of Methodism among these secluded hills and valleys it 
Methodism will have it so. And if the heather suould 
be fired and the possibilities of these people be touched 
with power, from these places of ellen a and retirement 
would sound forth as the voice of a trumpet a call to splendid 
victory. The old spirit of 'Piers the fl.uguwan ' would 
reaveal itself for all its seeming failure ' a triumph's evidence 
for the fulness of the days' only in larger, full-or bed manner; 
social passion touched into perfection by the salvation of 
Christ. 

Step-Sister Stella; as. dd.; • Hilary Quest.' Se. By Evelyn Ever-
ett-Green. The Pilgrim Press, 16 Pilgrim St., London. B.C. 

THE writings of this popular authoress need no commenda-
tion. Her books have been read by tens of thousands. Toe 
stories are healthy, full of entrancing interest. Those who 

- begin-to read-will, go the-end,- and---will be eager to read-the 
stay a second time. 

father, and has ren 
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' POT ELLEN.' 
WHEN the Primitive Methodists came singing through the 
village of Bardeley, on May 19th, 1822, on their way from 
Manchester and Ashton to Oldham, they little knew the deep 
and lasting benefits whioh would result from their zealous 
labours. The grassy-spot on which they held the camp meet-
ing that day became historic, and they set the pattern to those 
marvellous camp meetings which were afterwards held on 
Oldham Edge by their children in the gospel for upwards of 
forty years. From time immemorial, Whitsuntide has been a 
week of religious festivity, especially in Lancashire, and Whit-
t:1(111day came to be recognised by the Oldham Primitives as 
the great camp meeting day, and as many as twenty thousand 
people would assemble on such occasions. The busy cotton 
town of Oldham, from whose tall mill chimneys there belch 
forth the emoke of a hundred mills and workshops, isiteelf built 
on the hillside, tint in the early eighteenth century the sum-
mit of the hill, known as the Edge,' was approached by 
country lanes and covered with grassy elopes. From thence 
there were views of the homes and workshops of the people, 
and the distant plains of Cheshire and the encircling hills of 
Yorkshire. This height, became the Mow Cop of those 
godly and zealous spinners and weavers of the drink-soaked, 
dog-tighting„pigeon-flying, and godleee Oldham. 

Primitive Methodism came to birth amid poverty and perse-
cution, but after worshipping in the open air, then in the old 
stable,the little church found a horne,successively,in Duke Street 
Grosvenor Street, and Boardman Street. This was long before 
the spacious chapel in Henshaw Street was contemplated. In 
those days also the church now worshipping at Lees Road, 
was glad of the humble shelter afforded by the old room in 
the Vineyard, and the garrett above the Ironmonger's shop. 
These were the days when the hearts of the people were all 
aglow with religious fervour, when they were known through-
out the town by their plainness of dress, their moving songs, 
their mighty prayers, their godly living, and their consuming 
zeal to snatch men from sin, as brands from the burning.' 
The fiery cross of this apostolic Evangelism was carried by 
such men as F. N. Jersey, Jain' Garner, James Garner, Job-
ling, King, Judson, Antliff, and many others, whose only re-
cord of their sufferings and success is with God. 

Hugh Bourne himself, often visited these people. There 
are still living those who tell of the significance of the com-
ing of the venerable man of Gad. He was welcomed and 
loved, and his godly counsels were followed. Amongst the 
girls it was the signal to take all the flowers from their hats 
and to replace them with modest ribbon, and for the ringlets 
and curls to be forcibly imprisoned and tucked away, pro-
bably with many pouts, out of sight. The stern old man had 
a heart of love for the children, though, perhaps, he so little 
understood them, and frighted their young hearts by telling 
them as his hands moved elfishly about his eyes, ' You must 
be good, and say your prayers and get the naughty' taken one 
of your hearts, or you will go to the bad place where it burnt 
blue as blue, and then you will be crying for your mother.' 

It was the custom of the various town societies to meet 
together on Whit Sunday morning in the Market Place. The 
previous week would be spent in prayer for an outpouring of 
the Holy Spirit upon the people, and the Sunday sumol schol-
ars had been aroused into a deeper interest because of the 
Purohase and preparation of new clothes, for the boys would 
march forth in their new garments with a self-conscious air, 
and the girls would be radiant in new white frocks. Some 
four hundred people would spend the morning in missioning 
through the grimy and irregular streets. In the afternoon 
there came groups of Primitives from the surrounding 
places, many bringing their food for the day tied up in hand-
kerchiefs, to swell the ranks of the Ranters' camp meeting.' 
Like a mighty_ hest.they sang and prayed and-preached-their 
way through the narrow streets up to the heights where the 
great feast of soul was to be. Nor did they always pass 
through the crowds, which thronged out of the dwellings and  

even the public houses to watch the strange proceedings, with-
out interruption. They were saluted with clods and stones 
and rotten eggs, derisive shouts, and mocking songs, ' I a 
ranter sure shall bel' But they could neither oe stopped nor 
silenced. Like a general haranguing his troops before battle, 
Big Brierley,' Thomas Kershaw, James Ainsworth, or other 
Boanerges; with stentorian voice would announce the battle 

hymn, 
' Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,' 

or- 
' Hark the gospel news is sounding,' 

and the victory would be won. 
The camp meeting itself was a pitched battle against the 

devil and his works. From the stands' repentance was preach-
ed and pardon freely offered; in other parts of the field there 
were praying companies, possessed with-the prevailing power of 
Jac Jb and Moses and Elijah. Amongst them were the penitents, 

wounded by the arrows of conviction ' and orying for mercy, 
and ever and again there would be a shout of triumph as some 
sinner struggled into liberty. At night crowds of happy 
people, with shining faces, streamed along Boardman Street 
to enjoy the lovefeast, and to tell how their chains fell off 
and weir hearts went free!' No wonder several would be on 
their feet at once, amid a running comment of 'Ay Lad. 
Glory be to Gad. That's it. Hallelujah.' No Wonder that 
when men and women in their sins cried aloud for mercy, the 
more excitable saints clasped their hands and jumped together 
around the room for very gladness of heart, For as far back as 
1829 theseOldham people leaped for joy, andust times the chil-
dren, after listening at the door to the noise, would run home 
saying, ' the ranters are feighten', the ranters are feighten!' 

It was on one such week-night street mission in 1849, that 
Pot Ellen was arrested in her ungodly life. She was a hawker 
of . pots, and a broad-set, powerful, and masculine type of 
woman, possessing a strong, unmusical voice. She was often 
to be seen in the streets of Oldham, her arms akimbo, and 
swinging along with a large basket of pots on her head. As 
she met the procession, singing its way through the old Bottom, 
between the Town Hall and Mumps, she decided to follow 
it, and that very night she .found deliverance from the 
tyranny and burden of her sins. She was very ignorant, for 
she had been brought up as a Roman Catholic and in a very 
rough family, but when the Romanists endeavoured to draw 
her back, she told them boldly, ' I was faithful in your, reli- 
gion, God has converted my soul, and 	have nothing more 
to do with you.' But trials heavy and prolonged, came to her 
from her husbarid's drunken habits. He was coarse and brutal, 
and once in a drunken frenzy, Ben threw his boots behind 
the fire. Ellen snatched them out of the flames, but again he 
threw them in, and once more she rescued them. After the 
third time she said, ' Na, Ben, if the puts them there again, 
they'll tarry,' and he had sense enough left to hear her words. 

One night Ben came home drank and renewed his ill-treat-
ment, and Ellen came to the end of her patience, and struck 
him such a smart blow with the poker that it knocked reflec-
tion into him. When he had somewhat recovered 
his amazement at this new treatment, he whined, 
You a Ranter and hitting me with a poker! 

I'll see about that! I'll go in the morning to the 
parson and tell him whet you've done at me.' 
Ge foolishly kept his threat. What do you 
want this morning, Mr. Simcock ?' said the sup-
erintendent. 'I've come to complain,' said Ben, 
of one of your flock. Should they light when 

they are Cnristians ? ' and the cur snowed the 
preacher his black eye. ' Well,' said the irate 
preacher, ' if I had been there I would have 
helped her and horsewhipped you myself.' You 
ranters are all alike,' said Ben, as he left the 
house in disgust. As a result of his drunken 
habits Ellen was unable to pay her rent and was 
soon turned out of her little home. Broken-
hearted, she took her little girl by the hand and 
went down to the Sheep Weisner 's brook, near to 
the present Park, then a quiet and unfrequented 
place, and wept aloud in her grief. Then her 
sorrow found expression in one of the songs of 
Zion as she sang in a strong and loud voice- 

' No foot of land do I possess, 
No cottage in this wilderness, 
A poor wayfaring man.' 

A kind-hearted neighbour gave her a kitchen 
chair, so Ellen took a house and commenced 
housekeeping again. Ellen suffered long, and 
entered the Kingdom through much tribulation, 
owing to her husband's drunkenness and brutal-
ity, but when praying in public she generally 
said, ' Thou knowest, Lord, all about it, without 
me telling Thee.' 

She was a tower of strength in the street missions, which 
regularly sallied forth to gather in the godless crowds to the 
revival meetings. She gave hundreds of addresses in the 
streets, and as she raised her strong voice and talked to the 
people in their own broad Lancashire dialect, the weevers, 
spinners, and mechanics stood spell-bound. Theremee never  
any interference with her, for Alley knew her manner of life 
and what she had once been. 

In time Ellen was able to develop a good house to house 
business in pots among those who belonged to the better glass, 
and so great was the respect for her character and piety that 
often wnen sickness or death invaded these homes, she was 
sent for, in preference to the clergyman or the minister, to 
ray with the sufferers, On one of her jou= s between  

felt so fall of the Holy Spirit that, lifting her basket off her 
head, and putting it safely on the ground, she shouted with 
the fall strength of her voice and lunge, Glory be to God.' A 
man some little distance ahead of her was so startled ,tirit he 
set off running at his top speed. 

How earnestly she would plead with the sinner seeking 
pardon. On one ()Coulon a woman keine to the meeting in 
Boardman Street in a state of intoxication and carrying a 
child. As Ellen spoke to her in the prayer meeting tears 
rolled down the woman's face. 'Now, woman, said Ellen, 
you'll_ have to give up the way you're going,' and as the 

woman sobbed Ellen- struggled ,tor- her in prayer,,and at last 
victory. and peace came. But what had beyome•of the baby? 
John Bamford had it in his arms, and was in the vestry danc-
ing round on one leg and singing like a nightingale. 

When Henshaw Street chapel was being built, Ellen had a 
collecting book, and as she went hawking her pots she pre-
sented her book. She did so at one large nouse where a large 
manufacturer lived, but the lady made all kinds of excuses. 
Ellen, at last, took the book from her, -and said, 	shall be at 
the judgment, as well as yod, and I shall tell the Lord that 
you would not give me a penny towards building a new house 
of prayer.' Tine was sufficient. The lady began to tremble 
and gave Ellen two pounds. 

- At her conversion Ellen cotildia ma, but she taffght:rer-
eelf to do so, and in her later days shoves employed by the 
flenshaw Street Church as a Bible woman, and sue was great-
ly blessed of God in her Work. .Many were influekedufor 
God and good living by her visite and prayers. Ellen saved 
me,' said a man at the time of her death. No,' said the per-
son addressed, it was the Lord Jesus Christ wno saved you.' 
Sure,' he replied, but it was Ellen. 1 had a child dead, and 

what she then said led.me to Christ.' 
In her declining years she commenced to smoke tobacco 

As she sat quietly with her friend-in her own. home the long 
clay pipe would be brought out and ,she would duff and talk. 
Her friends often teased .her for this failing; telling her she 
was setting a bad example to the young people l hue would 
reply,' Well, you know the promise, Soak ye first the kingdom 
of God, and all other things shall be added r to you.' - Then 
with a merry twinkle she pointed to her-pipe and continued, 
This is one of the many things that's wooed. 

Ellen lived among her Oldham friends until she became. old 
and dull of hearing, but her love to Christ,-and her anxiety 
for the salvation of the people never waned. She regu-
larly took- her place onthe Sunday- in the front pew of Vie 
chapel, with her hearing-trumpet pressed clone to uer ear, and 
when anything in the sermon specially pleased her she would 
respond aloud, ' Ay mon l' Mrs. Simcock died April 21st, 
1902, in her 78th year, and thus closed a wonderful,  chapter 
in the history of Oldham Primitive Methodism. 

The Wider Life,' ByJ. R. Miller, D.D. Hodder & .Stoughton. 3s. 6d, 

READERS of 'devotional literature will not require any intro-
duction to this the most recent production of Dr. Miller's fer-
tile mind. His style is Well-known, the-  themes he -pursues 
are all and always on the high levels of thought and expres-
sion. The chapteis indicate what may be expected in the 
book and are devoted to The 	Life, Visions and Dreams, 
God in our Common-Life, The Print of the Nails, Is Clod al-
ways kind? The School of Life, Tne Law of Saadi:ice, and a 
number of others. Dr. Miller is always amid his best thoughts 
when he is talking of sacrifice and service, and these chapters 
are all g lderi. 

HENSHAW STREET CHURCH, OLDHAM. 

' Things Unseen.' By Henry Drummond. Hodder & Stoughton. Is. 
HENRY DRUMMOND still lives on—long may he live. In this 
choice booklet, produced after the daintiest style, we have 
given to us four addresses on themes so- congenial to Drum-
mond's genius.- Thesubjects of the addresses are Going to the 
Father, Recognising the Unseen, To Me to Live is Christ, and 
What is your Life ? The great characteristics of this noole 
soul, clearness of thought, broadness of conception, and sym-
plicity and lucidity of utterance, making old themes quite new 
are strongly is evidence here. 

POT ELLEN. 
A STORY OF OLDHAM PRIMITIVE METHODISM. 

By Rev. George Armitage. 

Remember to -mention the Primitive 
Methodist Leader' when answering  any 
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WILL YOU HELP 
us in providing free meals for the 
starving little ones ? We give free 
breakfasts five mornings weekly. 
Will you help to send Santa Claus 
to Whitechapel this Christmas ? 

WILL YOU HELP 
those in sickness? Our Medical 
Mission is supplying Medical re-
lief to hundreds of the poor in 
time of affliction. 74,000 cases 
have been assisted. 

WILL YOU HELP 
to provide food for homeless and 
destitute men, who have lost all? 
Suppers are provided for starving 
men. Will you help us to give them 
a Christmas Dinner? 

WILL YOU  HELP 
the DESTITUTE ORPHAN LADS 
who are sheltered and provided for 
in our Home? In your charity for-
get not these once homeless waifs, 
upwards of 1,000 have been helped. 
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WHITECHAPEL PRIMITIVE METHODIST MISSION. 
CHRISTMAS IN WHITECHAPEL 

Will be a painful mockery to many families, if we cannot supply the 
necessaries which we know to be wanting. Many men are out of work; 

many widows and children are cold, hungry, and in want. 

We APPEAL for the POOREST of the POOR 
Who are in great and urgent need. 

Can you send a parcel of Cast-off Clothing, a Gift of Provisions. or a Donation to help our 
workers who are ministering for Christ in Whitechapel Slums.? Do not fail to help us if you possibly can? All gifts will 
be thankfully received by the Superintendent, 

Reu. Thomas Jackson, Working Lads' Institute, 279 Whitechapel Road, London, E. 

	  GELELazi 

FATHER 
TIME 

BRINGS NEW 

IDEAS 
Send P.C. for Samples and Prices. 	 IN 

If the fashions in 

MEN S WEAR 
are not so pronounced as 

in those of the gentler 

sex, the well dressed man 

can none the less afford 

to ignore the change no 

mat er how slight, 

We always keep level 

WITH TIME; 
in matters relating to 
Tailoring. Our patterns 
for the present season are 
the latest in vogue. We 
can advise you as to the 
newest designs in Lounge 
Suits, Overcoats, Evening 

Dress and Trouserings, 

and we guarantee the flt 
and cut. 

(P/ease mention this paper.) TAILORING All Goods Sent Carriage Paid. 

HOLMES I 
THE P.M,TAILORS, 

C 0 I LTO., 80 MOSLEY STREET, 
MANCHESTER. 
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Old Hill Tabernacle in tbe Days of mg Youtb. 
By Rev. Joseph Pearce. 

THE society at Old Hill is at least 80 years of age, and hats 
from the first been vigorous and aggressive. Its first home 
was a humble warehouse, but that warehouse was a God-filled 
shrine; its next was a good-sized chapel, the rend( zvous of 
some of the saintliest souls and the scene of hundreds of con-
versions; its present is the Tabernacle, a by-no means unpre-
tentious structure that was built in 1869, during the heroic 
and prosperous ministry of the Rev. W. Wright. It stands 
at the head of the Old Hill circuit which was made in 1867 
from places detached from Dudley, Brierley Hill and Birming-
ham, and both it and the circuit (now four circuits) are able 
to give an excellent account of themselves. The memory of 
things precious keepeth warm the heart,' writes Dora Green-
well, and to me it is always a grateful occupation to go back 
again to the days of one's youth and renew the acquaintance 
and fellowship of those choice spirits who bad to do with the 
shaping and complexioning of one's life. Fortunate beyond 
many must I have been in the church of my childhood and 
youthhood. Were I allowed to begin again and to choose the 
souls with whom I could consort during its opening years—
I would elect to be born just where I was, and to accompany 
the same pilgrim bond on their heavenward march. quite cer-
tain that I could not do better. A journalist writing of our 
Centenary camp meeting said, They all wore the indelible 
smile to-day—the happiest, heartiest, frankest, most hospit-
able, best humoured people I ever met.' The same can be 
said of the people of the Tabernacle in the days of my youth. 
They were happy beyond the telling—their happiness was the 
resultant of their holiness. There was a glow and a glory 
at out their religion that could not fail to appeal to a youth. 
Their's was a piety that could sing and shout, and even dance 
on occasion—a lugubrious Christianity they had no acquain-
tance with, the everlasting j was on their heads and God's 
own summer was in their hearts. Like the Cornish miner 
these people were ' born in the fire and could not live in the 
smoke.' 

Of all the sanctuaries in which it has been my privilege to 
worship, none can ever be to me exactly what the Tabernacle 
is; it is bound to my heat by a thousand sacred ties, and to 
this day I never enter it, or even pass it, without thinking of 
some thrilling experience, or recalling some sister or brother 
who played the port of Priscilla or Aquila to me, or remem-
bering some Divine manifestation that has registered itself 
in a never to-be-forgotten memorial. The first twenty years 
of my life were spent under its roof, and every portion of the 
premises suggests something which compels me to utter a 
Doxology. What an ingrate I would be did I not sob now-
ledge the unspeakable obligation I am under to the people 
with whom I spent these glorious years. The first minister 
of my recollection is the Rev. William Wright. Well do 1 
remember him coming to Old Hill as the first superintendent 
of the new circuit. Surely the appointment was providential. 
There could not have been a better. He was then just in his 
prime, vigorous and vivacious, breezy sealed and merry-
hearted, an evangelist of a high order, one who lived withal 
under God's shadow. He was just the man for th is people, 
who responded with loving zest to his leadership. Grand 
times were these for the whole circuit—no meagre ha,  vest 
was garnered; while 0 d Hill flourished so, the Tabernacle 
must needs be built. Of his preaching in those days, I can 
say nothirg, I was too young to be a sermon taster then—
but that ministry is remembered by hundreds to this day 
with especial gratitude. 

What I do remember is two things—firstly, the street pro-
cessions of those times often led by him, and that voice of 
his, which I always thought of, when I heard the hymn an-
nounced, ' 0 for a trumpet voice, on all the world to call.' I 
thought his was such a voice, and particularly once when it 
beguiled me into the street opposite my home where the 
procession made a belt, and when, as I looked up into Mr. 
Wright's face, he saw me, placed his hand on my head and 
said, God bless thee, lad,' a word that stayed with me. Little 
did the speaker think that eighteen years later I should be his 
colleague, and that that word helped to make me such; 
secondly, I cannot forget Mr. Wright's interest in the build-
ing of the Tabernacle. I saw him almost day by day on the 
works, for after he had spoken to me I looked out for him as 
I went to and came from school, and surely enough whenever 
I passed the building he seemed to be there. Years after I 
Was not surprised to hear it said that as the masons made 
music with their trowels they were awe-stricken as they heard  

the minister ejaculating, 'God bless the building,' and 
that every brick was laid to the accompaniment of pray-
er. Happy are the circuits that have been served by 
men of grace and glow such as my old superintendent—
a man whom many delight to honour. 

My earliest recollections date back even further than 
the erection of the Tabernacle. My mother was con-
verted in the old chapel when I was a child in her arms, 
and when she gave herself to God she dedicated me 
also; and always subsequently, until I was able to take 
care of myself, I accompanied her to the means of grace, 
and especially to the class meeting. What seasons those 
were ! When only of tender age I remember how pro-
foundly I was impressed by what I saw, and the im-
pression deepened with the passage of the yeore! What 
happy faces, whet glowing hearts, what imperil lips, 
what ecstatic experiences these people had ! The class 
meeting in these times has fallen on evil days and evil 
tongues; is it because we have a lest virile and vivid 
religious experience than our forbears? Given meetings 
such as one was familiar with in those far-away days, 
and in seasons less remote, and the disparagement, much 
less the disestabliehment, of the class meeting would be 
impossible. 

What a splendid soul was old Richard Smith, my 
mother's class leader—he was a brother of Caleb's type, 
he wholly followed the Lord his God; he was like a ship 
in full sail, a vessel that went straight on. He was young 

when he was old, a man who drove a blessed business with Hea-
ven and gave to his members the fruit of a rich and rare exper-
ience. Small wonder that the meetings were held right on the 
verge of Heaven, and that plain people wore Heaven's sheen 
upon them many a day subs.quently. Richard Smith wrote 
himself unmistakably in many hearts—one such man in every 
church would be a benediction indeed. His successor in the 
office of class leader was Thomas Palmer. a muoh younger man 
but of eminent piety and well. known for his evangelistic zsal, a 
Preacher of no mean power, and the poet, too, of the Old Hill 
Society. He, with his father, Richard Palmer, mining inspec-
tor aed engineer respectively, were prominent officials at the 
Tabernacle. Friends of Richard Poole and William Booth 
(now the General), they (Thomas in particular) were greatly 
iufl tenced by these evangelists and carried the holy fire into 
all their religious activities. Thomas e'mply blP zed with holy 
fervour. He would Bay to his comrades, 'Now friends. let us 
go from the ordinary to the extraordinary to-day '—and such 
were days of exp'oits. Not content with work at the chapels 
he interested himself in ragged school work, instituted an 
early morning prayer meeting at Corogreaves Iron Works, did 
pioneer work as a temperance reformer, and in other ways, 
too many to mention, sought to give t ff,ct to God's purpose.  
It was good to see the man of God in charge of a class meet-
ing—to h-er his pleading with God and his counsels to his 
members, and those bursts of sanctified melody which so 
surely spoke of the heavenly places in Christ Jesus. All too 
Boon did Thomas Palmer finish his earthly pilgrimage—the 
fire burned too rapidly to last long, but brief though his life 
it was blessed—and among the builders of the Old Hill So-
ciety, no subsidiary place must be assigned to him and his 
father, so long the circuit steward. 

Not often is a good word said for our caretakers—it is 
oftener the other way. Doubtless the Psalmist had not our 
modern chapel-keepers in mind when he said, ' I had rather 
be a door-keeper in the house of my God than dwell in the 
tents of wickedness.' However I have a good word to say 
for our old chapel-keeper. William Turner, the father of the 
late Revs. William and Thomas Turner, who rendered no in 
considerable service to our denomination. Never had a church 
a more faithful servant—true he sometimes reminded people 
in no very soft voice that they owed a quarter's seat rent, re-
proved them for putting their feet on the communion cushion, 
reprimanded local preachers for being late, and so on, het these 
were only evidences of his devotion to the c else. For my 
part I loved William Turner and had with him many a gra-
°ions and helpful time. Oft went Ito the Sunday morning 
prayer meeting ere I joined the Sunday morning cl tee—went 
before it was time to commence, so that I could listen at the 
keyhole of the door to a deep, bass voice, now engaged in 
prayer and now reading a hymn. It was the caretaker at his 
devotions. Eavesdropper though I was, it was good to be 
there, to listen to a soul, unconscious of being heard, uttering 
itself thus to the great Father in tender pleading, and many a 
hymn opened out its beauty and significance to me as I heard 
it thus read. Sometimes I we uld go in, and be would speak 
to me words of gracious encouragement, or sek me to metre 
his solo (for at times he would sing) into a duet, and whet 
a duet it was He on the low notes with his deep bass voice, 
and I on the top notes with my childish treble. Nevertheless, 
hallowed and blessed were these times. Later on. he showed 
me many a kindness cud always have I been glad to have 
known so sturdy a saint and to count him among my early 
friends. 

The Band Meetings of those days were occasions of great 
power and blessedness. There was a delightful spontaneity 
about them, such as I have not met elsewhere save at the 
Welsh Revival of a few years since. The hymns of Richard 
Jukes bad a great vogue, and were sting with a gusto that 
told on every one present, and older hymns were rendered 
with a charming power. What a good deal one would give 
to hear those old saints sing again, Come, and tests along 
with me, glory, glory, glory;' or 'Come saints and shiners, 
hear me tell the wonders of Immanuel,' or Let us never 
mind the scoffs,' etc. And what experiences one listened to ! 
And how touching, if there were the least slackness, for the 
brethen to stand and sting— 

'Come, sisters, can't you rise and tell 
The wonders of Immanuel ? ' 

or for the sisters to stand singing the same refrain, then all 
to join in— 

'We'll sound his prairie throughout our days, 
And after death sing glory.' 

All this may be considered primitive—but there are primitive 
methods of ministry which did more to make men conquerors 
and to compel them to serve their generation, than some sup-
posed up-to-date ones. 

The grandest years of my association with Old Hill were 
from my fourteenth to twentieth birthday,when Dr. Ferguson 
was our minister. I do not exaggerate when I say that many 
of those were days of heaven upon earth. Only once had I 
seen Joseph Ferguson ere he came to us as our superintendent, 
and then he lectured on 'Temperance, is it right ? If so, who 
ought to espouse it ? ' At once I was captivated, and soon 
after his arrival he won me completely. Dr. Ferguson was 
at his beet in those golden years—and not a few were quick-
ened both mentally and religiously. Soon a new face was put 
upon things. 

Never can I forget how the week-night service went up by 
leaps and bounds, and no wonder, for what preaching w e 
listened to ! Four stools served as a desk—but it was pulpit 
enough; from behind them we were treated to a type of eh-- 
quence, sometimes for fifty and sixty minutes of a most 
wonderful sort. Nor were the sermons wanting in the best 
elements —nay, no quarter was given to sin, men were com-
pelled to see the plague of their own hearts, while Christ was 
made so real that His unrivalled beauty we could not miss. 
It was and is the opinion of many that these were the best 
sermons he ever preached. At times those services were so 
powerful that not easily could the people be persuaded to go 
home. And Ferguson's class meeting that met on a Sunday 
at 7 a.m.—who could do j istice to that ? During those six 
golden years this meeting was more powerful and prosperous 
than words can say. Here our leader showed us his heart as 
he did not elsewhere—and the revelation was fraught with 
abundant blessing. Oh I how near heaven came to us, it 
seems almost sacrilege to allude to some of those thrice-
blessed hours, sometimes there were shouts of exultation and 
sometimes- 

' The speechless awe that dares not move, 
And all the silent heaven of love.' 

How have I seen Aifred Haynes, William John, Thomas 
Smith, Ezekiel Mullett—to mention only a few of the now 
glorified, so filled with God that the glory has cast a beam,' 
as Milton says, on their outward shape,' has literally trans-
figured their faces. Ah! it was good to be at these divine 
replenishments, to see the heaven opened and to have visions of 
God. 

One week night stands out from all others during those 
blissful years, it is the night when Dr.tFerguson told us that 
he had been led into the realisation of the fulness of the 
blessing of the gospel of Christ, and began to press upon us 
a full salvation as attainable at once by simple faith. I 
think there were few of us present who were not convicted 
of our need of holiness that night. so powerful and so obvi-
ously sincere and real was the preacher's testimony. I can 
feel the power of that service even as I write. Oh! how might.. 
ily we were moved I Soon there were scores who sought and 
found full salvation, and then the great revival broke out, and 
in a few months hundreds had with their hearts believed unto 
righteousness and with their mouths made c infeesion unto 
salvation. 

REV. J. FERGUSON, D.D. 

Space forbids me attempting a description of that revival; 
it was the greatest work of grace it has ever been my privi-
lege to be associated with. 01.1 Hill was deluged with Divinity, 
the public houses were practically emptied, the magis rates 
and police had little to do, humble homes were irrauiated with 
a strange glory, lives accustomed to evil were marvel'. usly 
transformed, Lail shops, in wl ich music hall ditties of the 
vulgarist had b en sung, became religious orchestras, the 
streets resounded with holy melodies, and not our Church eniy 
but each Church in the neighbourhood was eagerly sought by 
anxious enquirers. It were difficult to make an appraisemeut 
of the resu to of this good work ; lapses there were, of course, 
but many to this day have held on their way to the strength-
ening of the churches, and some w hose de; otion until then t ad 
only been indifferent and intermittent became out and out for 
God. It is more than twenty-six years since that wave of sal-
vation rolled over the Black Country and since Dr. Ferguson 
left the Old Hill circuit, but his name is held in loving rever-
ence by a large cumber of people, and not least by those who 
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like myself were prepared by himat great personal sacrifice, 
for the work of the ministry. 	 emu. 

Many names must necessarily be omitted from these brief 
annals—names of the departed and the living who have con-
tributed not a little to the upbnilding of the Old Hill church, 
and to whom I am personally under great ohligetion—but these 
reminiscences were incomplete without men`ionef her to whom 
I owe more than to all besides—my mother. Of her Dr. Fer-
guson wrote: She was a Christian in earnest, the fire of her  

love to God often flamed out in happy song and unselfish ser-
vice. It was an inspiration to hear her pray and to see her 
face, from which gleamed light from a :nigher source.' • It was 
she who, by her simple, beautiful life, showed me the way to 
the heights, and made Christ real to me, and to the last I must 
thank a kind heaven for such a mother. And she was one only 
of a noble band of saintly sisters, who were not one whit he-
hind their brethren in the fostering and developing of the Old 
Hill Church. 

turning-out and 'beating them with bladders tied to the ends 
of sticks.' But in spite of all the banter and ridicule, the 
work went ov, and the chapel went up; Hugh Bourne himself 

of Nature, enhancing greatly in one part its beauty. From 
the bridge that spans the Derwent you get the view of the 
Weir as shown in our ignetration. On, the right of the picture 
are the beautiful river gardens, where a few years ago was a 
broad stretch of marsh. Here. instead of the mud and the 
rushee, are pleasant walks amidst flowers and grace lawns, 
rocks. fountain, streams, shrubs, and trees. It is here that mar, 
with his magic wand has touched Nature to a finer beauty. 
On the evening or a Bank Holiday a thousand lamps twinkle 
along the edge of the Weir, and a moving kaleidoscope of 
human life is visible in the gardens just beyond. 

At the time our fathers came to Belper, nail-making was 
probably the chief industry. The nailer. were ignorant, 

Rough, Rude, fond of 'Horse-Play,' 
and devilry. They earned low wages, of which in many cases 
they had to spend the bulk at the shop of their employer. 
Far on into the last century, if an employer thought a suffi-
cient portion of a man's weekly earnings had not been left at 
his shop, the nailer found very little, if any, iron for him to 
make into nails for next week's work. In this way he was 
nduced to leave his wages still in the hands of his master, 

and not allowed to make the 
best and moat of them in the 
interests of his family. Such 
was Belper when in 1814 a 
Mr. Ride from there visited 
Weston-Underwood,attended 
a loyefeast led by John Ben-
ton, invited him to mission 
Belper, and promised h i s 
house for a prayer meeting 
after the open air service 
The offer was accented. Be-
fore the eventful day arrived 
Benton came alone to Meer 
quietly to look round. Near 
the market-place be heard 
three youths engaged in loud 
and ' foolish jesting.' He 
stopped, intently gazed at 
them, and with great serious- 

REV. T. JACKSON (1) 	nese said, 
Stop, poor sinners, stop 

and think before youfarther go; 
Can you epert upon the brink of everlasting woe ? 

Benton's arrow struck home, and when in 1821 Belper be-
came an independent circuit, T. Jackson (1) was made super-
intendent, and W. Allcock was called out' as second preach-
er. These were two of the three noisy youths above referred 
to. 

Not many days after Benton's visit, when his first shot was 
so effective, the attack in full force was made on the benighted 
town. Mercaston, Weston-Underwood, and Turnditch(all still in 
the circuit), furnished the regiment, with Benton in command, 
who had as much faith in his captain as had Jeremiah Gilbert, 
who sang as the police drove him from Boleoyer to Chesterfield:  

' What a Captain I have got; 
Is not mine a happy lot? 

On came this little band, full of prayer, faith, and expectancy. 
d wn Bridge Hill and over the Derwent, singing probably all 
the way along Bridge Street and up King Street to the Market 
Place; or may be they took the course up Long Row and on 
what is now Green Lane, and if so, with what startling effect 
their voices would reverberate along this historic row.' Ben 
ton took his stand in the Market Place and began a service in 

front of a butcher's shop. 
The evil genius of Belper 
at ones got on the move. 
A ladder was reared at the 
back of the shop, the con-
tents of a pail were intend-
ed to be poured on the un-
puspectir g preacher, but it 
fell too FOOD, and on the 
wrong (?) side, so that 
the wicked was snared in 

the work of his own hands.' 
It was in this, for 

Primitive Methodists, his-
toric Long Row' that we 
received our 'street' name, 
for 

he Primitive Metho-
dists were called Rant- 

ers first in Belper.' 
There are few places 

where the stentorian voices 
of our early people could 
be more effective ard sr-
restive than in I ing Row. 
One can well imagine how 
easy it would he to get 

• their name as they spoke 
and sang there, amidst the shouts of Amen and Hallelejah, 
which were the general accompaeimente; or as enme of 
them, returning from their enthusiastic meetings, went 
down the 'Row' singing and shouting as they praised God. 
There can he little doubt that it was here, and owing to 
the above facts, that the name was first given 	There 
lived near the bottom of the Row a man named Richard 
Turner, who stood at his door one night as the mission band, 
after a long and warm meeting, passed down the Row, singing 
as it went. What religion are they ? ' a young woman asked 
Richard Turner. ' I think they mast he the Ranters.' was the 
answer. Nothing striking occurs in Belper to-day, but it is 
talked and gossiped about-iu the mills the day foil wing. So 
next day the factory girl 
gave out at the mill, 
Those people, are called 

Ranters; Richard Turner 
says so.' In such a foolish 
way the name was given, 
and caught on.' When 
the late wife of the writer 
was a girl in a boarding-
school at Shrewsbury, she 
was the only Primitive 
Methodist in the school, 
and was often called a Ran-
ter by the other pupils. 
One day, the head mistress 
eo far forgot herself as to 
call her a Ranter. Stung 
by the epithet, the girl 
turned sharply on her mis-
tress with, It is only the 
low and the vulgar who 
call us Ranters.' Teat 
effectually saved her from 
future persecution. 

The early preaching ser-
vices were held in the 
house of Thomas Jack-
son's (1) father, and in the 
summer months in the 
garden at its front. The 
house becoming too small, 
a large room was rented, 
which in its turn also 
speedily became too small, hence there was felt a pressing 
need to build. Mr. Strutt, the owner of the cotton mills, having 
observed the 

Improvement produced by the Ranters 

in the character of some of hie workpeople, opened their way 
by agreeing to sell at le. per yard as much land as they re-
quired, and also to provide wood and stone for the building at 
a reasonable price. To save expense, the members themselves 
drew the wood on trucks from the timber yard to the building 
,ite. As they did so the people enlivened the proceedings by 

FIRST CHAPEL, HELPER. 

carrying water for the masons, and otherwise assisting with 
his ownihands in its erection. The church sang, and prayed, 
and shouted in its rough fashion, for not many noble and 
rich were called,' and the rude, inartistio stone high up in the 
front of the building to-day bears the inscription: 

THE 
Primithre'llethodiete 

Chapel. 
Anne 1917. 

REMEMBER THY GRE143-  

Belper became a circuit in 1821. On July 8th of that year 
the first missionary meetings of the connexion were held at 
Turnditch and Belper, when the following resolution was 
p-resed:—'That it ie necessary that our missionaries carry 
the Gospel into the dark and benighted village in the Peak 
of Derbyshire.' Who can say what is the fruit of that mis-
sionary seed ? Oo December 12th, 1825 amongst the standing 
rules drawn up for rega'ating the business of the Quarter 
Day' were:- 

3. That the travelling preachers be examined in a full 
meeting. 

6. That the following punishments be inflicted on all such 
as carry cut of the ' Quarter Day' unnecessary tales, viz :-
Every T. Preacher so offending shell for each offence forfeit 
2s. 6d.; every L.P oink two figures; every Preacher on trial 
become an Exhorter; e,  ery Exhorter his first letters, and 
those with letters go right off the p'an. 

HELPER CHAPEL AND SCHOOLS, 1903. 

7. Every delegate found guilty of the same shall be thought 
not worthy of a place in the 'Quarter Day.' It is evident we 
have parted with some good things our fathers made for us. 

Dent y circuit failed, and was turned over to Belper by de-
cision el Cotterence, June 9th, 1828. In December of that 

LONG ROW, HELPER. = 

year there Were-  59 Places in the circuit, including Derby, 
which had 76 Meriibera, and - sent £3 18e Oid.lo the 'Quar-
ter Day.' There appear to have been at the t ime four Travel-
ling Preachers; and,-if spare permitted, some very interesting 
items concerning their lOdeinge and salaries could be given. 

Some .Belper Characters. 
Williana Werren was -an early local preacher, under whose 

pre aching John' Barrisen Wes-  cenvetted. %. he latter, after 
three years-in the Ministry; died July, 1819. Warren was a 
rough bet etrikir g end useful preacher, as the following shows. 

• IT is said that the name of Belper has been found spelt in 
• pearly forty different ways. In legal documents it is called 

Beaurepaire' (Beautiful retreat), now corrupted to Belper. 
That this is a suitable name none who know Belper can doubt 
Stand on the Chevin ' or The Park' on a calm summer's 
evening and Belper looks beautiful indeed; trees and fields 
seem everywhere. It is a town of 11,000 inhabitants, yet 
everywhere you can breathe the sweet air of the country and 
the hills. Man has recently added the touches of Art to those 

f 



Tom JorteS: A Black Country Saint & Humourist 
By Joseph C. Heath. 
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When preaching on The Gospel Feast,' showing how indiffer-
ent people were to the riches of grace, but eager for material 
good, he said, If th' Chevin were hasty pudding and the 
Darrent (Derwent) were milk, what laughing ther'el'be.' 

William Hickingbotham'e initials 
were put on the plan Dec. 2nd, 1833, 
and in March 1834, his full name. 
William bad been a ' dare devil' 
fellow, who so hated and despised 
Primitive Methodists that he eaid 
he ' would rather go to hell than 
join those shouting Ranters.' He 
became a marvellously useful man, 
and to-day his name is as ointment 
poured forth. One day his master 
sent for him and in angry swear-
ing tones said, I don't like these 
Methodies,' and I won't have my 

flocks neglected by men who run 
about preaching,' etc. 	Sir,' replied 

ME. W. HICKINGBOTHAM. William, ' while I am in your service 
I will do the thing that ie lawful and 

right; but I will not be hindered from working for my heaven-
ly Maeler.' This earthly master learned a profound respect 
for William. 

Jacks on is an honoured 
name in connection with Bel-
per Primitive Met ho die m. 
Wm. Jackson, now nearly 80 
years old, one of the finest 
products of our Church, has 
been a member 64 years. Rev. 
T. Jackson (1) was, as we 
have seen, the circuit's first 
superintendent, while our 
greatest home missionary, our 
beloved brother, the Rev. T. 
Jackson (3), of Whitechapel, 
was a Belper boy. Born there 
in 1850, he went once to the 
National schools, got into  
mischief first morning. was 
threshed for it, and played 
truant afterwards; so that 
morning 

Began and ended his day 
school 

experience. At the Unitarian Sunday school he learned to 
read and write and figure.' When a boy of eight or nine 
years, he worked in the nail shop from 6 a.m. to 9 p.m. At 
the age of fifteen, in order to be saved from police court and 
inevitably prison, he was hurriedly and secretly conveyed to 
Sheffield by a kind Primitive Methodist. At Sheffield be 
lodged with a Primitive Methodist, through whose influence 
he got converted and started on the path which has led him to 
Whitechapel Mission. 

Another historic movement began in Belper on a cold May 
morning in 1903, when T. Chas. Smith, of Ashleyhay, the 
writer by his side, appeared before the magistrates to answer 
for his refusal to pay the Sectarian education rate. He was 
the first Passive Resister in the country, and within four days 
of his trial, received scores of letters and telegrams of con-
gratulation from men and institutions all over the land. The 
writer was summoned a few weeks ago for the same crime 
before the same magistrates in the same court; but the magis-
trates' treatment of passive resisters has wonderfully changed 
since then. 

REV. T. JACKSON (3). 

PROFESSOR PEAKE'S NEW BOOK. 

SECOND IMPRESSION JUST READY. 

CHRISTIANITY: ITS NATURE & ITS TRUTH 
By Prot. A. S. PE AKE, D.D., of M inohestsr Uriueraity. 
2/6 net. A discussion of the deepest I hing., simple and popular in 
its treatment, expounding the truths of Christianity and the ground s 
on which they are accepted. 

The Rev. Dr. Ballard, at one of his lectures, paid a re-
markably fine tribute to pr. Peake's new book, which he 
describes as one of the sanest and soundest ever written. 
He spOke highly of the author's brilliant scholarship and 
fine Christian spirit, and urged all his hearers to get the book. 

There is no book which does precisely the service of this 
one. It is never too abstruse. It can be recommended as 
an adequate balanced and successful presentation of the 
Christian-faith. 

Christianity: Its Nature & Its Truth. 
Price 2/6 net, at the Booksellers. 

DUCKWORTH & CO., PUBLISHERS, 3 HENRIETTA STREET, W.C. 

CLAPTON MISSION 
SOCIAL AGENCIES. 

A FEW FACTS FROM THIS YEAR'S REPORT: 

60,000 Breakfasts to Underfed Children. 
950 Poor Children a Day in the Country. 
800 Articles of Clothing to Poor Families. 

80 Poor Mothers a day at the Sea-side. 
800 PoorFamilies assisted at Christmas 

with Groceries, Coals, etc., etc. 
During Christmas Week we purpose sending Parcels of Gro-

ceries, Clothing, Coals, etc., to 800 ofl the; Poorest 
Homes. In addition we are giving a Tea and Enter-
tainment to 300 Poor Children. 

FUNDS ARE URGENTLY NEEDED.  

DONATIONS, Gifts of Clothing, Boots, etc., gratefully received 
and acknowledged by the Superintendent, 

REV. J. K. ELLWOOD, 
13 MAYOLA ROAD, 

CLAYTON, LONDON, N.E. 

TOM JONES. 

RHEUMATISM 

1  SCIATICA, LUMBAGO, GOUT, &o. 
The  what our clients say of '•Kilnric " that tells. Mrs. 
Empsen, of Alston, wrote Oct 27th (last week) : .' Have 
been better this hiat'4 months then for 2 ynare.v An-
other welt kno w a P M. says, . • Kiluric ' has been a boon 
to my wife." . Says another, "My lameness was irons in 
hill-an-hone Many similar testimonies. ..1Cilurio " 
is a Genuine Remedy. Leaderites dealing with us are 

• in the hands of "P. M.'s," who will deal conscientiously 
with them. 'State. your oasaand we will return money 
where ••Kiluric " is in our opinion useless,. Out Special 

Offer-Sead 2/9 for a2/9 . ICILIJIXIC " and a MB BOX of ANTI. 
PAIN PILLS. Write to•day. 

"KILURIC" CO, MATLOCK. 

DECEMBER 3, 1908 	 THE PRIMITIVE METHODIST LEADER. 	 848 

IT has been said that 
to know some people 
is a liberal education. 
I have always been 
thankful for the privi-
lege of knowing Tom 
Jones, as he is familiar-
ly called by a large 
circle of his friends, to 
whom his life has been 
a positive benediction. 
He is now in the 76th 
year of his natural life 
—worn with the pres-
sure of so long a pil-
grimage, and in the 
51st year of his reli-
gious life, whose bless-
edness it would be diffi-
cult to exaggerate; and 
for more than 40 years 
as a local preacher on 
the Black Heath and 
Old Hill circuits he has 
powerfully preached 

the evangel in a stile peculiarly his own, while many 
are the seals of his ministry. Of all the assets of our 
Black Heath church, Tom Jones has been one of the most 
valuable. His was one of the most striking conversions of 
which we have ever heard. Those who have heard him tell 
the story, either in the sanctuary or on the hearthstone, have 
bad a choice chapter to set down in the book of their remem-
brance. It is only two or three days since we heard him re-
narrate it. The 

Dear old face was lighted 
up with a glow of goodness, the voice rang with the old-time 
power and accent that moved me in earlier days, tears of 
gladness chased each other down his face, and as he quoted 
the following lines as though he had an audience of a thousand 
instead of one, words we have heard him quote many a time 
and never without a thrill- 

' Sweet was the time when first I felt 
The Saviour's cleansing blood 

Applied to purge my soul from guilt 
And give me peace with God. 

I felt I was right on the verge of heaven, and I wished that 
those who, to men's hurt and to our Lord's dishonour, mini-
mise the evil of wickedness and disparage the love that 
bought our pardon on the tree, could have been present to 
eight this one sample of salvation, whose half-a-century of 
Christian living is so blessed and convincing an apologetic 
for the old-time religion. There is nothing in the conversion 
of each men as Richard Weaver, Billy Bray, and William 
Clowes more remarkable than in that of Tom Jones. The 
full story ought sometime to be given to the publics, as to 
how this soul, with a magnificent verve, flung hell from it, 
and appropriated the treasures and the might of heaven. 
What a struggle this involved we can only guess—but the 
devil. once dispossessed, was finally conquered. 

Thee biesent converted,' said the old enemy to him ae he 
strode home late on the night of his surrender after hours of 
agonising wrestling. 

But I know I bin,' the conqueror shouted. 
Tom, where'st thee bin, so late at night,' queried Mrs. 

Jones, on his reaching his home. 
I've bin seeking the Lord Jesus Christ, and I've found 

Him,' he replied with emphasis. Praying subsequently up-
stairs, Satan teased him by saying, Thee coesent pray,' but 
Tom gave him the lie by having a long spell of prayer, during 
which, as be said, 'a heavenly influence came down upon re e,' 
that made doubt as to the thoroughness of his renewal ever 
afterwards impossible. So was Tom Jones launched upon a 
religious career of a sort for which multitudes have had reason 
to thank God. He prayed in the fields with a voice like a 
trumpet for the salvation of his neighbours, and petitions, 
God-directed, were borne on the wings of the wind to un-
likely homes and hearts to their conviction and conversion. 
He prayed in the coal-pits where he laboured, to the conster-
nation of wicked men, who felt how awful goodness ie. He 
prayed in chapels with a power undreamt of by many of his 
fellows, while all rejoiced that this new force, like a Saul of 
Tarsus, had been added unto them. He prayed in his own 
bedroom day by day so soon as the day's toil was done—and 
one man who had heard him pray in the pit, and who was full 
of terror, was found crawling on hands and knees to Mr. 
Jones' back door, to bear the holy man's supplications. 

' Don't yo tell him I'm here,' 
said the frightened sinner. He accosted all and sundry, and 
questioned them closely about their moral standing, end only 
the angels can tell how many repented. All tirelessly and 
passeleasly he threw himself into a great salvation campaign, 
and there were hosts who feared and blessed this man of G.d. 
Nor to the neglect of his own soul did he attend to the souls 
of others—nay, the secret flame was duly fed. Tom Jones 
was one who walked with God and saw ' white presences on 
the hills.' What a blessed life has been his. Going home 
one Digit, shouting glory at the top of his voice,' he met a 
member of a neighbouring church. The glory is coming 
down on me in bucketfuls, I'm obliged to shout,' he said; 
' If thee dussent shout, thee'st boot,' replied the brother ad-
dressed. 

Quaint has been our friend, but never vulgar; eccentric, 
but never a buffoon; humorous to a degree, but the humour 
has always been sanctified. I must have been the merest lad 
when I first made Tom Jones' acquaintance, and it must have 
been at the beginning of his .preaching ministry ; but I re-
ceived a never-to-be-forgotten impression. Eccentric he wee, 
and no mistake; for, as he warmed to his subject, he first 
divested himself of his coat, then began to unbutton his 
Waistcoat, and then flung off his neckerchief as so much im- 

pediments, and said, ' Now I can get on, friends; ' bat it was 
not these things that laid hold of me—it was that voice—
and what a voice 1 and the message, spiritual, serious, search-
ing, it carried. Lad though I was, I felt here is a man who 
lives with God—and if the voice had not told me this, the 
face, smitten with the beauty born of communion, would 
have given me assurance of it, while a closer acquaintance 
with Mr. Jones in subsequent years has confirmed this early 
impression. Closeted with him not a few times, as it has 
been my privilege to be, as he has turned over the pages of 
his life-diary, what heaven drors he has opered to me, what 
visions splendid one was favoured with. and what a solemn 
awe sometimes rested on one's soul I Never have I for a 
moment doubted that this man possessed the secret of the Lord 

When in my early teens I began to preach, I was thrown 
into closer neighbourhood with Tom, and gratitude compels 
me to say he was one of my best ent;ouragers. I got to look 
for him each time I was appointed at Bleak Heath_ My 
spirits rose and my nervousness vanished whenever I saw 
him present. His kindly smile and fervent ejaculations were 
an unwonted inspiration. One could always tell how the 
service was going by the way Tom oomported himself. If 
the sermon was getting held, 

lie would begin to tap the floor 
with his feet, then the sound would increase, then as his feet 
struck the floor he would also clap his hairdo and then still further 
ringing Glory's or Hallelujahs would leap from his lips. Once 
I remember he paced the floor nearly all the while I was 
preaching, and every other sentence was pnnotnated• by a 
bleared shout. At the close of one Sunday night service, when 
we had had a glorious time. we had just commenced the 
prayer-meeting, when Torn Jones walked up to the corn-
munion rail against which I was standing, picked roe up 
bodily and carried me an and down the obapel for several 
minutes, shouting Glory all the time; then putting me down 
in front of the communion, he said, Friends, I expect I shall 
go to Heaven before this lad and I shall keep a sharp look. 
out for his comin', an' if I find he hasn't a harp of his own, 
I shall go right up to David and ask him to lend him his.' 
(I had been preaching on David's harp.) 

Needless to say there was laughter—hut it were wrong to 
say there was -the slightest thought of irreverence. I was 
once preaching at a Methodist New Connexion camp meeting 
when Tom was present, and having occasion to refer to Christ 
as the Bread of Life 

He gave quite a leap and shouted 
as he only could, ' Yes, my lad, He's a great big loaf, and 
the patriarchs and prophets, and apostles and Covenanters 
and Reformers and martyrs and Evangelists have out slice 
after slice off it, and they haven't got to the bottom crust yet 
—glory 1 ' I will own to being somewhat disconcerted by so 
long an interjection, but I survived by saying, 'True, and he 
that eateth of this bread shall never hunger.' 

It was a treat to be in a lovefeast with Tom, especially if 
the flame spread as it generally did. I remember conducting 
one such. What a high time we bad. What songs I What 
shouts ! What experiences How close was 11(18,7PE to us! 
When Tom arose he commenced qnietly, took hold of the 
pew door, opened and closed it again and again, then as his 
voice gathered volume, the pew door was banged as though 
meant for a musical accompaniment. But what an experi-
ence he gave—it was a wonderful excursion, and we go' to 
the delectable mountains and helped ourselves to the spices 
and blooms of Beulah land ; we laughed and we cried, we 
were awed and thrilled in turn. At last the climax was 
reached. Bless the Lord, friends. I don't know what's gord 
enough to say about religion, but I heard Michael Bailey say 
the other day, ' Religion's like bread and butter, spread on 
both sides and plastered all over with sugar.' 	These events 
occured twenty-eight or thirty years ago, but Tom's soul-fires 
still burn vigorously, end altbouith Nature won't suffer him 
to do now as he did then, there are seasons when the soul 
utters itself in no unmistakable toner. 

It is only a few years since, I was engaged to preach at 
Black Heath and I wonted a friend from the South to see a 
Black Country school anniversary. How I hoped my old 
friend Tom would be there. Just as we were singing the first 
hymn, in be came, and eat jnet across from my Southern friend 
and within sight of him. The text was, ' After this, I looked 
and behold a door was opened in Heaven ' It was just 

The Theme to Appeal to Tom, 
and I saw him drinking in the message, while his foot began 
to move. All at once there came such a about, Bless the 
Lord, I'm looking, Joseph '—Yes, Tom was looking, and he 
compelled others to look too. My Southern friend literally 
jumped, and confessed subsequently be had never heard the 
like before. But that service was rendered all the richer by 
reason of the presence of this man who had looked Heavenward 
before that morning. Space limitations compel us ere we have 
far from exhausted our resources to lay down our pen, but as 
we do so we may be allowed to thank God that ever Tom 
Jones was allowed to enter our life, and to wish for him as be 
waits for the coming of his Lord, an eventide of sweetest bliss 
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HUGH BOURNE: MYSTIC & DREAMER. 
By Rev. Albert A. Birchenough. 

, ••■■•■•■■■■WIISIV, 

lieved that he had a Divine intimation' that he was not to 
leave England. On another occasion,' We prayed, and the 
prophetic spirit came upon me, and the Lord eaowed me that 
He would prosper me.' By dreams and Divine impressions 
Hugh Bourne was led to visit persons and places and also to 
widen his field of.spiritual operation. 

Bourne, frequently uses the language of the Mystics in de 

HUGH BOURNE. 

UNTIL the publication of the valuable Connexional History by 
the Rev. H. B. Kendall, B.A., the intense religious nature of 
Hugh Bourne had not been sufficiently.  recognised. Previous 
writers have been so overwhelmingly interested in describing 
his ecclesiastical statesmanship, administrative qualities, 
organising powers, and his diversified labours, that they have 
completely overlooked his heavenly-mindedness and heart pa-
rity, which were the secret springs of his wonderful spiritual 
success. 

From the dawn of childhood until the hour of-death Bourne 
was a religious mystic and dreamer. In his earliest days he 
was an anxious enquirer, and his mind was deeply susceptible 

to Divine impressions. When he was only four or five years 
old be had an intelligent conception of God. ' My thoughts 
were that Gnd was an everlasting and eternal being; that He 
created all things. seen and unseen : that He was able to destroy 
all things, or to alter the form of everything; that He was 
present everywhere; that He knew the thoughts of everyone; 
that Heaven was the place of happiness, and that hell was a 
place of torment' At that early age Bourne had been taught 
to read, and the Bit le, Watts' hymns, and religious books were 
his constant companions. Child though he was he realised 
tbat my soul was filled with love to Him, and I thought I 

was greatly helovea by Him also. I desired nothing so much 
as to know His will.' He fancied that He should be permitted 
to see Jehovah enthroned on the clouds when it thundered, 
and he accordingly went out of doors during a rainstorm.  
Before he was seven this highly imaginative child, by his 
constant reading of the Scriptures.' understood in some mea-
sure the nature and spirituality of the Law of God.' 

No'withstanding these early impressions. Hugh Bourne 
was not converted until the Qprine of 1799. For twenty years 
he journeyed through the bleak wilderness of doubt and mo-
rality before he reached the Canaan of holiness. On a May 
Sabbath morning, in his father's farmhouse at Bemersley, 
whilst prayerfully reading the seraphic. Fletcher's Letters on 
thePpiritnal Manifestation of the Son of God to the human soul.' 
Malachi's genial Sun of Righteousness' flooded his heart with 
light, warmth, and peace He says:—' He manifested Himself 
to me, and I was born again in an instant. I was filled with 
joy, and love, and glory. The Bible looked new, creation holreel 
new and I felt a love to all mankind.' After his remarkable 
conversion, he felt that it was his dirty to unite in fellowship 
with the Christian Church. Being quite in 1 ailemma I made  
nrayer and supplication to Almighty God to lead me right in 
this important matter. I determined to consult no man, nor 
to take any man's advice. but wait until the Lord should make 
knowh Ms Holy Will I waited some weeks for an answer. 
till the Lord in his mercy manifested His Will that I should 
be a Methodist.' Shortly afterwards Bourne wrote anracconut 
of his spiritual awakening and religions experience, which 
led to the conversion of his kinsman, Daniel Shubotharn, of 
Harriseahead, who, previously had been notorious for his 
wickedness. 

In all the tittered and secular engagements of life Bourne 
determined to be led by the providence of God. lie says, 

The Lord sent me' to 
Bradley Green, where he 
explained to an anxious 
seeker what sanctification 
was, and how to obtain and 
hold it—few can clearly 
explain it.' While work-
ing at Stonetrough Col-
liery, 'the Spirit said, I 
am with thee, and no man 
shall set upon then to 
hurt." From this Divine 
Revelation Bourne saw 
'that he must speak with-
out ceasing.' Returning 
from a week-night service 
at Hanley, the words, I 
will never leave thee, nor 
forsake thee,' so came into 
my mind that I turned my 
head to see who spoke, but 
there was no one near.' 
While worshipping in 
Lichfield Cathedral, 
Bourne heard a voice, say-
ing, Get thee out of this 
place.' I prayed to God that if the impression to go out was 
from Him, it might increase; if not, that it might go away. It 
ircreased until I was unite miserable. I took my bat as soon 
as they had done the Te Deem, and w nt r ut, and the burden 
was removed.' Crossing Knutton Heath, Bourne had an odd 
feeling while going by the race-course—surely if any ground 
be accursed, this ie.' Whilst journeying to Warrington, 'the 
Lord came to me as He once did aforetime, and I gave soul 
and body into His hands. I entered into freedom with the 

Lord !' On his return, Be-
tween Holmes Chapel and Con-
gleton, it suddenly came to my 
mind that I should Goon be pat 
out of the old Methodist So-
ciety, but, having never heard 
a hint of the kind, I put the 
thought from me. hoping that 
it might not arise from a 
Divine imp-eseion; but it re-
turned, until I found it difficult 
to walk the road. After a 
struggle I gave up, and was 
instantly filled with joy un-
speakable.' Four days later 
Bourne was excluded by the 
Burselm Circuit Quarterly 
Meeting from the Methodist 
Church. 

Shortly after his severance 
from the Weslnyans Bourne 
felt within himself that he had 
a Divine call to a wider sphere 
of usefulness. 	I had an ad- 
monition from heaven to bring 
my manual labours to a close, 
to give myself wholly to the 
work of the ministry, and trust 
to the Lord for food and 
raiment. This was a most 
severe trial. I used every 
means I could for weeks to 

avoid it, till at last I was made sensible, if I persisted my 
I natural life would be taken; and when I yielded I received 
a peculiar ble.eing from God, a blessing I cannot forget.' 

LICHFIELD CATHEDRAL. 

When he had serious thoughts of emigrating to America 
and joining the Methodist ministry as his brother William had 
done, while on his way from Market Drayton 	firmly be- 

scribing his own experience of ' The deep things of God.' He 
realised that these Spiritual things are so very difficult to put 
into human language.' Immediately came the spirit of burn-
ing, and I was made a habitation of God." I was at times as 
if my heart would draw out of the body to God.' Staled by 
the Holy Spirit.' An extraordinary solidness and weightiness 
of spirit came upon me." I plainly viewed Christ all the 
week. I thought the body would melt away, as at times I 
could scarcely stand for the weight of glory.' At night I 
was pondering faith over, and I dreamed that the simple act 
of faith was the greatest work of righteousness that could be 
performed by man.' I had a severe headache. I suppose this 
was caused by the powers of darkness.' 

As Hugh Bourne crossed the Valley of the Shadow, 'the 
majesty of heaven rested upon him, and his face shone like 
the face of Moses' as be came back from the Mount of God. 
The last words of the dying Mystic as heaven opened to his 
view were, Old companions ! My mother ' 

WE are informed that Her Majesty the Queen has graciously 
accepted a copy of The Road to Happiness,' a dainty little 
anthology of prose and verse, arranged by Mr. E. W. Walters. 
(Robert Culley, ls. 6d. net.) 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS. 

The Marginal Chain-Reference Bible 
containing an Original and Exhaustive System of Topics 
Chain-References, in which Topics printed on the margins 
are so connected in Series of Chains auto enable the reader 
to trace with ease through the entire Scriptures any im-
portant subject selected. A new and complete Subje,  t 
Index embodies all the marginal subjects and texts.1Com -
piled and Edited by Dr. THOMPSON. Cloth, 12s net; 
leather, 20s. net. 

The Worker's Bible. 
The Holy Bible, with a selection of Helps to the Study of 
the Bible, comprising compendious explanatory notes and 
tables illustrative of Scriptural History and Antiquities, 
a Chronology and Harmony of the Gospels, a Dictionary 
of Scripture Proper Names, a Biblical Index Concordance, 
and a new series of Maps. On ordinary paper, from 
2s 3d. I on Oxford India Paper, from 3s. ed 

The Palestine Pictorial Bible. 
The Holy Bible (.Authorised Version). With a series of 
Illustrations made from Pictures painted in the Holy Land 
by JAMES CLARK, R.I., and H. A. HARPER, for the 
Scripture Gift Mitpion. With 56 Full-page Illustrations 
in Colours, 60 in Black and White, and 15 Mans. from 
413. net; on Oxford India paper, from 9s. ed• net. 
With 32 Illustra'ions in Colours and Maps, from 2s net,. 
With 32 Illustrations in Black and White, and Maps 
from 1s. net. 

The " Easy-to-Find " Bible. 

Being the Holy Bible (Authorised Version), with the 
chapters numbered continuously from beginning to end; 
central column references. Bourgeoie 8vo., on ordinary 
paper, from 5s. 6d. net.; on Oxford India paper, firm 
8s. net. 

NEW -UST OF OXFORD EDITIONS OF THE HOLY BIBLE.  

Sixty-four Pages. Post-free on application. 

OF ALL BOOKSELLERS. 

London: HENRY FROWDE, Oxford University 

Press, Amen Ccrner, E.C. 
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' lamming time,' he has spent, for weeks together, every night 
with his flock. The owner of the sheep one day suggested 
that a gallon of gin would help to keep the cold out.' A good, 
warm top coat would be a lot better,' replied Jesse, and the 
top coat came. He told us how, when going home late one 
Saturday night he picked a drunken neighbour up from the 
middle of the road, and pegged' him home, and said to the 
drunkard's wife, 'Now, Mrs. 	do you want owt i' my 
line?' Seeing a man staggering with a load of drink, one day, 
he said, ' Why, thou'e drunk, Joe; some Elliman's embroca-
tion would do thy legs a lot more good than the stuff thou 
puts in 'em. The embrocation is largely used by farmers to 
ours sprains, swellings, bruises, etc., among cattle. 

Story after Story he told us 
until we were all in a state of mental intoxication. Aching 
sides and tearful eyes were very plentiful. The ,  speaker was 
the least moved of us all. 

Beyond being hampered by rheumatism our old friend is 
still in vigorous health, and he continues to do good work for 
the Church and the Master he has served so long. 

WHAT Primitive Methodism owes to sturdy villagers has 
never been told. Novelists have sneered at our village Beth-
els,' but they have had a great deal to do with the making of 
our Church, and of England. That they were in many in-
stances unpolished is true enough. They were born too early 
and in circumstances too lowly to acquire much refinement. 
Schools were almost unknown to them. They were too hon-
est to cover with thin veneer the rough material of which 
they were built. They were not 

'Laths painted to look like iron.' 
Rather were they huge rocks, too large and rugged to be re-
duced to the smallest semblance of smoothness. At best 
they could never be more than rough-hewn. But what they 
lacked in beauty they possessed in strength. And there is 
always room for both in the temple and Kingdom of God. 
Two of them are now to be introduced to the reader. They 
lived within a few miles of each other; they spent, or are 
spending the whole of their life in, or near to, their place of 
birth. For many years they served in the same circuit, and 
enjlyed a close acquaintance with each other. 

Jesse the Fisherman 
His first baptismal 

name was John, but it got 
superannuated early, a n d 
he was known through a 
wide area as Jesse ' Unap-
man. In church, home, and 
public life that w as his 
name. H w as one of 
many strong men produced 
b y Primitive Methodism 
during its wonderful pro-
gress in Cleethorpes. He 
was a tonal preacher whom 
the people loved to hear, a 
class leader who fed and 
shepherded his flock, and 
an official whose generous 
heart gave him great influ- 
ence and authority: He was 
the chairman of the now 

MB. J. 0. CHAPMAN. 	defunct Local Board of his 
native place, and some racy 

stories could be told of him in that capacity. Our Conferences 
and District Assemblies knew him well. 

His vocabulary contained many words not to be found in 
discarded or present-day dictionaries. He wanted Cleethorpes 
to have a etipandious magistrate He was a member of the 
Conference of 1877, at which a case affecting his own circuit 
came up for consideration. He spoke longer than the mem-
bers of Conference thought necessary, and they appealed to 
the President to stop him, but said Rev. T. Smith, • I cannot 
stop a tornado.' In recounting his Conference experience on 
his return home, 

The Tornado had become a Torpedo. 
Preaching on a wintry day he said, When the snow-flags are 
flying we know it are winter.' He had a very good sermon 
on the Living Water. But the divisions were stated in a way 
that was all his own: This watter are Divine in its origin; 
this waiter are beautiful in its effects—it'll wesh; this wetter 
are abundant in its supply—its none o' your bite o' becks full 
of sticklebacks.' Frowning at a camp meeting when some 
incident in the life of St. Peter was hie subject of discourse, 
he had occasion to refer to Peter's use of the sword on the 
high priest's servant's ear, and he added, ' I should ha' cut his 
heeled off.' Travelling homeward one night with considerable 
cash upon him two men attempted to rob him. One of them 
seized the horse's bridle, while the other attempted to enter 
the cart from behind. He had a big fish knife in the cart, 
and it was quickly in his hand. He gave the intruder notice 
to get down, which was unheeded, and while the man refused 
to leave hold of the tailboard, the knife fell, leaving two or 
three of his fingers somewhat shortened, and, Jesse said, Ya'll 
get down now, and drove on. 

Yet this man was as tender-hearted as a woman. Recent() 
not bear to think of others being without the necessaries of 
life while he had enough and w spare.' More than one of 
our miuniters has aoted as the almoner of his generous gifts. 
After preaching at a certain village one Sunday afternoon, 
all the congregation, except a poor widow, lilea out without 
asking the preacher to tea. The poor woman invited him to 
go with her. She placed before him her beet. But he could 
not induce her to join him at the frugal meal. Tu his horror 
he discovered she had not enough for two. When he had con-
cluded the evening service, he said, Ya may all stop, I want 
ye.' He told them of their thoughtless comma in the after-
noon, of the widow's poverty and need, and wound up by 
saying, ' Now, go and get her some supper.' The self-ueny-
ing hostess got some supper. He had ever after that offers 
enough of hospitality at the place, but to the widow's house 
he always went and 

Many a Basketful of Good Things 

pillar of strength to every good cause. He went to heaven at 
the age of sixty five, but his name and memory will long be 
fresh and fragrant among those who knew him. 

Jesse, the Shepherd. 
He still. survives and is 
nearly seventy - seven 
years of age. He was the 
sixth child in a family 
of sixteen, and he is the 
father of nine children. 
He was reared on rye-
bread and hard work. At 
the age of six he was 
wcrlung for threepence 
per day. He. went on 
• strike,' for an extra 
penny, which he did not 
secure. His long life has 
been spent within six or 
seven miles of his birth-
place. He has been sixty 
years a Primitive Memo-
diet, fifty-two years a lo-
cal preacher, and a class • 
leader more than forty 
years. He is aule to in-
duige,in the grateful 
boast that he never missal 
an appintinent. He does a considerable share of preaching 
yet, and in recent years he has become quite famous as a lec-
turer. In the three Grimsby circuits, and far beyond, he is in 
great demand. Considering that he got no education as a boy, 
use stores of knowledge are amazing. He has obsert ed toe 
habits of birds, animals and insects so intelligently that he 
could give naturalists useful and, perhaps, surprising informa-
tion, He possesses a retentive memory, 

A Large Stock of Common Sense, 
and a good, solid character. His home has been for many 
years a pilgrims' rest' for preachers, both ministerial and 
lay, and many of them still cherish happy memories of hours 
spent under his lowly root. In speecu 1151d homely, plate, 
incisive, laconic; and the vernacular of North Lincolnshire 
is a very suitable vehicle for his funds of information. Tnough 
always comparatively poor, he has not begrudged the cost of 
a few Useful books, and he has managed to support the 
' cause ' generously. The Higher Criticism does not distress 
him. He has his own way of explaining difficulties and of 
interpreting the Word. The story of Jonah and the great 
fish become simple to him because, says he, • In my opinion 
the fish was specially prepare° for that operation.' His faith 
in the supernatural is simple and strong, and his rich experi-
ences of Divine grace give weight and authority to his testi-
mony. His definition of 'the sin-that doth so easily beset us, 
is, A man's weakest plaace is his besetting sin.' 

The shepherd was a member of the Conference of 1902, 
held in Hull. He came in a garb as striking 

As did Ramsey Guthrie's 'Tommy Pringle.' 
How well we remember seeing him outside the City Hall on the 
night of the Mayor's reception. Although it was the middle 
of June he bad got inside a good top-coat, a very full grown 
gamp was under one arm, and a bundle under the other. He 
could be no other than jesse Wardle even at a Conference. 
No delegate felt a more honest and grateful pride in belong-
ing to such a religions body. To more than one District 
Meeting has he been sent by his circuit, and no preacher or 
speaker, however cultured and eloquent, made a greater im-
pression than Jessie. He was emphatically the man of the 
nour. When a man begins as he began his sermon at one of 
these District Meeting camp meetings, wonder and expectancy 
are awakened. Said he, N oo, my friends, 1 ask your prayers 
for about ten minutes, yes, ten minutes, for i' ten minutes 1 
shall slather 

Be Wun' up or Spun out.', 
Wan' up he was. His text was about the King's highway, 
and all who heard him learned much of the way of the travel-
lers and their destination that afternoon. W hat a time he had I 
Home thrusts there were in plenty. Quaint illustrations 
abounded. One of these will never be forgotten. The preachers 
has not yet begun to wear a collar or cults. A female neigh-
bour had been admonishing him on the out-ot-dateness of his 
attire, and especially for a District meeting! She had wound 
up her harangue by saying, If thou was may man thou would 
hen to wear a collar and cuffs.' But I am not thy man,' said 
he, and I shan't be when my husband dem' Tate was given 
in illustration of the fact that the way' was for a peculiar 
people. 

Total abstinence is a life-long -virtue with this keeper of 
the sheep, and as a Temperance advocate he has few superiors. 
At the District Meeting before named he had to speak on his 
favourite subject. The unconscious .humour, the consummate 
mimicry, the strong common-sense, and the convincing argu-
ments of his speech were simply irresistible. In what he calls 

SCHOLARS' EXAMINATION  

RESULTS. 

Salisbury and Southampton District. 
Upper Middle Division—First, Grace Way, Fortunes Well, 

Por,rand, 92 marks; Second, Rutz A. Evans, Fortunes Well, 
Portland, 91 marks; Third, Edgar Henry Jones, Basingstoke, 
90 marks. L.,wer Middle Divtsion—First, Rabe Way, For-
tunes Well, Portland, 95 marks; Second, Florence E. Paine, 
Wincueeter, 93 mares; 2 hard, Bertha George, South Front, 
Southampton becond, 92 marks. Junior D itn8i071 —First, Ivy 
May Ford, East Stratton, Micheldever, 95 marks; Second, 
Freda Harrison, Woudfalls, 92 malice; Third, Katie Rogers, 
Bedhampton, Portsmouth First, 91 marks. 

Bradford and Halifax District. 
Upper Middle Division—First, No award; Second, Elsie 

Scuoneid, Saltaire Road, Shipley, 87 marks; Third, Annie 
Armes, Bethel, Barnoldswick, 85 marks. Lower Marais 
Division—First, Bramwell. Mitchell, N °dead, So werby Bridge,' 
97 marks; Second, Albert Siairtcliffe, Haworth, Keighley 
Second,' 93 marks; Third, Wilfred W. Brown, West Lane, 
Keignley Second, 92 marks. Junior Division—First, hauls 
P. Lutno, Eoenersr, Halifax First, 91 marks; Second, Clifford 
Wilkinson, Brun field, Burnley Second, 87 masks; George A. 
Gee, West Lane, Keiginey Second, 87 mirke; Third, Louis 
Shackleton, Eoenezar, Halifax First, 85 marks. 

London Second District. 
Upper Middle Diasson—First, JOhb. K. Pettwick, London 

Roau, Brighton, 96 marks; Second, MiLibent B. Graves,  Laud 
Street, Croydon, 15 marks; Third,  Jessie Reeley, Eginiton 
Road, Pithneteed and Woolwich, 97 marks. Lower Middle 
Division—First, Gertrude J. Wrangle, Robert Street, Plum, 
stead and Woolwiou, 96 marks; Second, Luoy Dahlia, Tooting, 
Harlem, 87 marks; Third, Josephine Norton, Wimbledon, 
Hallam, 8U marks. Junior Division—First, Doris C. Smith, 
Belvedere, Ellin and Belvedere 91 marks; Second, Gertrude 
lo.irton, Belvedere, 83 marks; l'hird, William Ferry, Gilling-
nam, 82 marks. 

Why Hair Turns Grey. 
WHEN a person has grey hairs before becoming fifty years old, 
every body thinks this is a sign of mental decay. This is a 
great Mistake, and very unjust to those who are afflicted. 
The reason is due to a sligut disorder in the pigmentary 
glands of the scalp, sometimes caused by a shook ut nervous-
ness, and more often due to neglect of tne hair. 

But every person whose hair is turning, or who is already 
grey, may now rejoice, for mere has been discovered a per-
mot remedy. It is not one of those cheap and nasty dyes 
and stains, but it is a preparation which Leeds and invigor-
ates the pigmentary glands, causing renewed life and a return 
of the natural colour. It is perfectly harmless, its use cannot 
be detected, and the hair gradually darkens until it reaches 
the shade of the days of youth. It is equally good for men 
and women, and if any reader of this paper would like to try 
a bottle I will hand same to him or her free, with my com-
pliments, at my office, or will send in plain sealed wrapper, 
It three penny stamps are enclosed for posting.—Prof. PAUL 
LIND, Dept. 146. 54 Duke Street, Mayfair, London. 

A VERY pretty wedding was celebrated in our Birtley church, 
Chester-le-Street circuit, on Thursday, Nov. 26th, the cere-
mony being conducted by Rev. W. Duffield, of South Shields. 
Tne uridegroom was Mr. R. W. Hardy, son of Mr. and Mrs. 
C. Hardy, of New Washington; and the bride was Miss 
Elizabeth Jopling, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. J. Jopling, who 
are loyal and devoted supporters of our church in Birtley. 
Mr. Hardy is an efficient local preacher in the Jarrow circuit, 
who won the first prize given by the P. M. Leader for the 
best outline of a sermon. The high esteem and affection 
with which both bride and bridegroom are regarded was 
demonstrated by the large number of friends who assembled, 
and by the presents, which were numerous and costly. The 
honeymoon is being spent at Preston. 

arrived there in the days that followed. One Saturday night, 
prior to a country appointment, he had a dream in which he 
saw a man at a certain point of the Sabbath journey to whom 
he was to give a sovereign. He would not leave home with-
out the sovereign. Reaching the place shown in his drt am, 
the man was there—a man of whom he did not know—but he 
recognised him, and discovered that his wife and family were 
starving, and that he had come out if to the lanes to get away 
from the hunger-tragedy at home. The sovereign was given, 
and the preacher went on his way. 

Such a man was 'Jesse' Chapman. A loyal Primitive 
Methodist, a great heart among the poor and needy, and a 

 



LONG, long years ago, 
in Judrea's House of Bread 

The Lord of Life was born 
In a humble cattle shed. 

The rich folk filled the inn, 
And no place could be found, 

In the stainless mother's need, 
• But a straw conch on the ground. 

Yet angels in the sky 
Bang a carol never heard, 

While brightness paled the moon, 
For to flesh had come the Word. 

All glory be to God, 
. And on the earth be peace, 

Among men be goodwill 
That song shall never cease. 

The Babe became a Man 
And was oft without a bed, 

But He wee the Bread of Life, 
And the famished crowd He fed. 

He touched the palsied arms, 
Back to toil the beggar went; 

At Elie word the devils lied, 
From the grave the dead He sent. 

0 Christ'of Bethlehem, 
In the Syrian long ago, 

Be thou England's thinet to-day, 
May her people all Thee kaowl 

Tay reconciling word 
Uuto rich and poor be said, 

Then our land snail be indeed 
Thy unfailing House of Bread. 

—H. JEres. 

Primitive Methodist Mission, ;Living-
Stone Hall, boutft Clerk Street, 

Edinburgh. 

Christmas Appeal. 
you allow me to appeal to your readers in aid 

of our wore here. Spiritually, we have had a glorious y ear. 
We haVe held out a it:Aping naud to and started in life 112 
gide. our sisters nave vieeascl thuusande of noinoe, (Winton.- 
lug the tack, Leading the hungry and ministering to tun dying. 
Nye nave given treats to hundreds of toe poorest ciniareu. 
Tue evangel of hope, love, and faith, 055 been preacued ru 
tile open air, in toe inuare, from the mission platform, and uy 
toe teec.rio lantern.  Fur all this• wore we require moue.)  
Our uthesionts a Inver of Uhrietitui agencies and new exteeedui.., 
tat tue wore are being forced upoivie. header, we represent 
you in this work. Will you send us by return a donation, u. 
a parcel of goods, new or second-haud ? 'Phis is my la.. 
Ural/Auras appeal to you as Superintendent of taus 0001100a. 
thane you ter your past interest m the work and 1001E with 
impudence to Our friends in all parts of the country tor a 
hearty and generous response. With hearty wishes for a 
Joyous Uhrld613188 and a happy New Year. 

Yours, etc., SAMUEL PALMER, 
Superintendent. 

Birmingham Third. 
A very successful sacred concert was given in the Belly Oak 
Lavin= on Nov. 16th. _Ohorueee and anthems were given in 
line style by the choir; solos were given by Madame Nellie 
linowiees, buss U. Wheatley, and Messrs. F. Davies and Ernest 
Quinton, L.S.A.A., all of wuoixi were well received. Madam 
V. Rerwell charmed the people by her recitations. Miss Bertha 
Rowena, .A.L.C.M., was auounipauist, Mr. T. Proverbs con-
ducted; Mr. T. tiackett, chairman. The proceeds were for 
tue lowl relief fund. 

Where shall .I go to Purchase in 

CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS 

AND WHAT SHALL I SELECT? 
These are perplexing questions which present 
themselves at this period. Do not allow them 
to trouble you one moment longer, but call 

at the 

BOOK SALOONS OF 

S. W. PARTRIDGE & CO., 

841 TH13 	 hillt11015IST LEA131311 	DECEMBER Ili  1908 

  

  

L' Services and Preachers. The House of Breads 
r °tomato,' In Hebrew means 'Mouse of Bread.) 

8 & 9 PATERNOSTER ROW, 
where is conveniently displayed for inspection a 

selection of BOOKS covering a wide field of 

Moran's. 
Bleszlis% 'baba kiteAtfatt POad• OW& 2 minute* 

--- 
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 6th. 

HARRINGAY. Mattison Road, Rev. F. 8, Bullough at 11, 
and Rev. Thomas Mitchell at 6.30. 

HARROGATE, Dragon Parade, Rev. W. Younger at 11 and 
6.30. 

CALEDONIAN ROAD, N. (corner of Market Road), Rev. J. 
Ritson at 11 and 6.30. Bible Claes at 3. 

MATLOCK, Matlock Bank, Rev. J. Burton at 10,30 and 6.30. 
NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, Central Church, Rev. A. Lowe 

at 10.30, andRev. T. Sykes at 6.30. 

SHEFFIELD, Central Mission, Cambridge Street, Rev. T. 
Whitehead at 10.45 and 6.30. 

SOUTHPORT, Church Street, Rev. J. T. Barkby at 10.30 and 
6.30. 

SOUTHEND, Pleasant Road, Marine Parade, at 11 and 6.30. 

SURREY CHAPEL, BLACKFRIARS ROAD, 5.13., Rev. 
William Lee, B.A., at 11 and 7. 

ST. ANN ES- ON -TH E-S E A, Rev. G. Bicheno at 10.45.(Church 
Hali),And 6.30 (Public Hall). Evening subject, The Re-
ligious Romance of the 19th Century : The miss, of Primitive 
Methodism.'- Soloist: Miss Dyson (Blackpool). Great Ian-
tern Service, 'Jesus of Nazareth,' 8 to 9. Lytham Con-
gregational e,hoir give musical Service Afternoon 2.45. 

TUNBRIDGE WELLS, Camden Road, Rev. W. Potter at 
11 and 6.30. 

Connezional Evangelists' Engagements. 
MR. J.I B. BAYLIPFB, Bradley Green, December 6th 

to 15th. 
RBY. W. R. BIRD, Hull, November 29th to December 6th. 

EBY. JOSEPH ODBLL, Chester-le-Street, December 6th 
to 15th. 

KISS PBRRBTT, Althorne, December 6th to 17th. 

Prayer is desired for the Evaageilsts one missions. 

Evangelists' Engagements. 
MR, ANTHONY DODDS, Manes, December 6th to 17th. 
MRS. BYISON West Butterwick, November 29;12 to Decem-

ber 10th. 
hIRS. ALBERT HARRISON, Darlington (Florence St.), 

Novemoer 29th to December 802. 
SIB. ALBERT SHARBSBY, Think December 5th to 8th. 

aIR. & MRS. BARRACLO UGH 

CENTENARY CELEBRATIONS. 

Organizing Secretary's Engagements. 

iaturday, and Sunday, December 5th and 6th, Stanley ; 
December 7t.n, Annfield Plain; i tweedy, toeceiu-

oer Stn, Burnoptield ; Wednesday, December 9tn, Yetre 
Street, Sheffield; Friday, December 1 ltb, Leeds District 
Committee. 

Births, Marriages, Death.. 
COTICEB of Births, Marriages, Deaths, Intimations, dcc., are inserted 

at the following prepaid rases —30 words and under 2/-; each addi 
tional 10 words or less 6d. Notices, together with remittances, to be 
delivered ,at the glaiaDias OFFICE, 71 kaaalilaDvX dTasET, LONDON, 
B.O., by Tuesday morning. 

&SPORTS of Marriages, Memoirs, Asc., intended for insertion in the 
ordinary columns must be accompanied by a prepaid notice tat the 
event at the rates above specified. 

MARRIAGE. 
Haim—JoeniNa---at the Primitive Methodist Church, Birtley, 

November 26th, Hooch Wardle hardy, of Speculation 
New Washington, to Elizabeth Joiing, Morris street, Birtley, 
by Bev. W. Duffield, South Shields. 

DEATHS. 
HIIGHEB.—November 16th, Daisy, dearly loved daughter of Mr. 

and Mrs. •B. Hughes, Market square, nugeley. Aged 19 years. 
Interred in Rugeley cemetery November zuth, 1908. 

MARSHLLL—Henry, the Beloved Husbandof Emma Marshall, 
who passed to the' homeland,' November 8th. 

He is not dead,' but only lieth asleep, 
In the sweet refuge of his Master's breast, 

And far away from sorrow, toil and weeping, 
• He is not dead,' but only taking rest. 

IN MEMORIAM. 
Rneesa.—In ever fond and loving memory of my dear uncle 

(John Rutter of Cambridge), who entered the Homeland, Decem-
ber 7th, 1906, Age 75. 

The Memory of the Just is Blessed.' 

Ministerial Changes and Engagements. 

The Rev. H. Bennett removes to Dies in July next. 
The Rev. G, Ayre, of Leeds, will remove to Aehington in 

1910. 

Sales of Work at Huddersfield. 
Buccussvut. sales of work have been held- at Crimble and 
Lepton, two of our country places. The object has been to 
him funds for the new building projects. In both places 
we need new chapels, and hope to soon be able to meet the 
needs by the spirit of enterprise that is seen throughout the 
circuit at Crimble at the opening ceremony. Mrs. Tom Hind 
took the chair and Miss Pinder in a neat speech declared the 
sales open. The total takings were £40. At Lepton, on the 
first day Mrs. W. Pegg, of Bradford, performed the opening 
ceremony and Mr. J. Ladley (Leeds) on the second day, botn 
giving handsomely to the funds. The total receipts were about 
/83. With previous efforts we have a total of over 1200 in 
hiked towards the building of a new chapel. 

Sunday School Lesson 
SOLOMON DEDICATES THE 

TEMPLE. 
1 Kings viii. 1- 30, 

Sunday, December 15th, 1908. 
GOLDEN TEAT.—' I was glad when they said unto me, let 

us go unto the house of the Lord.' Psalm cxxii. 1. (R.V.) 
HYMNS.-539, 535, 42, 325. 
LINKS OF HISTORY.—Solomon lost no time in commenc- 

ing the work upon which his father's heart and his own 
was set, the building of the temple, thereby making Jernaa-
lem the religious capital of the nation, the joy of the whole 
earth. Solomon's wisdom in developing commerce with the 
world enabled him the more easily to enter into negotia-
tions with Hiram, King of Tyre, to secure cedars, cypresses, 
and hewn stones, aid a skilled workman for the artistic 
work. The unskilled men, for the immense labour of trans-
portation by water to Joppa, thence overland to Jerusalem, 
were drawn mainly from the subject races of foreign birth 
living among the Israelites. Tue work was completed in 
seven and-a-rialf years. The ceremonial of dedication was 
threefold. The first was Betting the ark in its place, the 
second was the prayer of dedication, uttered by the kneeling 
king; then rising, there followed the blessing of the emigre-
gatton. It is said that 160,000 workmen were in different 
ways employed on this enormous uudertaking. 
1.— Vv. 1-12 suggest an instructive and welcome contrast to 

the lesson of Oct 4th, and.the tinal placing of the ark after rest-
ing for nearlyforty years in the tabernacle that David pitched 
for it ' on Mount Z 	(2 Sam. vi. 17 ) That irreverent hand- 
ling of holy things and its summary puniehment gives 
place here to God's appotnted way, and to the utmost rever-
ence. -  What followsrs permanently true. Instead of disaster 
the whole proceedings afford the keenest delight and prepare 
for the further revelation disclosed in the opening verses of 
the succeeding chapter. W hen we are obedient to God, when 
He and His things are given their right resting place, when 
central in our life, His altar is built and consecrated, no disas-
ter is possible to us; what appea.s to be disadvantage is turned 
into joy. 

II.--fhe teacher will describe the occasion of national joy. 
How glad we are when anything upon which we hays set 
our hearts is accomplished! And what years of eager antici-
pation found their crown and joy in the opening of , th.s new 
and wonderful house for Godl There is no satisfaction on 
earth equal to the joy that thrills us when we are conscious 
of giving pleasure to the King of heaven. The dedication of 
that tempie, long since destroyed, is an object-lesson--of a 
dedication far more vaivable and acceptable, for our boaies 
are the living temples of the Holy Spirit. The lesson verses 
are a picture paranle of precious a..d permanent truth. Let 
us, therefore, use the symbol of vv. 1-13 to set forth what 
God far more desires, um 

Life-Olfeting 
of each member of the clues, Puhit out that, beautiful as 
the temple was, it could only be wuat our Sunday schools and 
churches are, a means to an end, a perishable covering for 
doing ete:nai wurk. God's building we are. Solomon's tem- 
ple went up slimly. `It rose like an exhalation.' Scour  life- 
fabric is uu.lt up uy God's laws, all ordained by love. Until 
.here had come into that temple what is so vividly describ-
ed in v. 11 it was, for the end for which it stood, worthless. 
God's presence in it alone gave it value and use. So, until 
that same glory cloud descends upon and abides within and 
without our lite, the end for which we are here is unaccom-
plished. What a mockiry, a church without God! But an 
equal mockery, and even inure mischievous, is life unfilled by 
God's Spirit! Following the symbol of these verses we mark 
(a) Reverent Preparation, (b) Reoerent Handling, (c) Rever-
ent Ends. All is done for God and for His infilisng. 

Snould we not so regard the training or culture of our bodies, 
the use of hands, feet, eyes, ears, tongues I The body should 
oe the external dwelling place of the Most High God, the 
Holy of Holies being our affection. This is the offering He 
covets, and when it is made our joy will be full. 

111--This will enable us to understand the verses which 
follow (cc. 11-30). The dedication of man's work is follow-
ed by an out-pouring of the soul in what is the moat remark-
able prayer in the Old Testament. Truly the -wisdom for 
which Solomon longed is here illustrated; not to pray is the 
greatest folly. 

Lite Devotion 
to the Highest Person, tne Bigheat Uses, the Bed Results, 
will always follow the permanent home-coming if God into 
the heart. When we know that God dwells in ne, and we 
dwell in Him, prayer will become a life, rather than a separ-
ate practice, our life will be itself a prayer. This habit of 
devotion will give us the power of 

a. interpretation (vv. 15-19); b. Accomplishment (vv. 20-
21); c. Mastery of the future (tv. 22-26). Let the teacher, 
illustrating from tue lesson, show how true this is still of the 
true friend of God. is it not seen in the examples of Enoch, 
Abraham, Moses, Joseph, Daniel, Paul, and beyond all, in the 
life of Jesus? How truly Solomon reads the past, accom-
plishes what the past hinted a: and prepared tor, and how 
confident as to the future 1 Equally so will it be with us if our 
Decries are God's living temples. Solomon's prayer goes like 
an arrow to the mark, because God has been enthroned. An 
anonymous writer compares prayer to letters carried by the 
mail. ' All the pretence' prayers go among the eternal strays. 
Like many letters which never reach their destination, many 
prayers have to be marked missent,' and consigned to ob-
livion. Some prayers remain unanswered because they are 
not directed right, not addressed to God, but to the audience. 
Other prayers never go through,' because the address is illeg- 
ible. 	Other prayers get lost because they are unavailable' 
matter; prayers whose answer might gratify us, but would 
fall like showers of daggers on our neighbours, and so are 
denied passage through the divine channels, as sharp-edged 
tools, corroding acids, explosives, and the like, are not allowed 
in the mails. Norightly-stamped,sincerely-directed, and well-
meaning prayer is ever lost. The answer may be delayed, but 
the prayer is on file.' 

Our dedication should be immediate and complete, and the 
devotion of lip and life will fellow.—Suat J. Picssrr. 



LOCAL CHURCH NEWS. 

Hull fourth. 
On Nov. 15th we were favoured, at Resale 
Road, with a visit from Rev. S. Windram, of 

Iston, whose sermons were of a very help-
ful character. Mr. T. Evans presided over 
the afternoon meeting, when a musical pro-
gramme was rendered by Prince's Avenue 
Wesleyan Choir, whilst on the Monday even-
ing a drawing room entertainment was held, 
Mr. A. E. Sipling presiding, with Mr. W. 
Short, jun., as vice-chairman. Amongst many 
items of an interesting programme the violin 
solos of Master De Boer (gold medallist) were 
greatly appreciated. The financial results were 
satisfactory. 

Sunderland Third. 
The choir of the Bright Street chapel held 
their annual musical festival, on Sunday, No-
vember 8 h, when services were conducted 
by the Brothers E. and W. Epps, tha evening 
services being a 'musical ens at which the 
choir, under Mr. J. H. Gibbon, rendered an-
thems. Misses Edmondeton, Holmes, and Pur-
vis, and Mr. W. Holmes were the s lloiste On 
Wednesday, November 11th, the annual choir 
concert was given. The chairman was Mr. 
Edmondston and the following artistes took 
part: -Violinist, Miss Marie Jackson; M sndo-
linist, Mr. Coulson; Vocalists. Miss Marsh and 
Mr. Alden; Organist and pianist, Mr. C Letch-
er. The choir again rende.ed anthems in 
style. During the interval a presentation was 
made to Mr. Reed who has been a teacher in 
our Williamson Terrace and Bright S reet 
Sunday school for forty years, of a silver 
modal (given by one of the London papers). 
Mr. Reed suitably replied. 

Thornton Heath. 
In connection with this school, on November 
16th, the first parents' social was held in the 
Lecture Hall end a very pleasant evening was 
experienced. Several of the teachers rendered 
solos and recitations, and refreshments were 
provided. The superintendent (Mr. C. Boxall) 
briefly spoke to the parents upon the import-
ance of the Sunday school work. The Rev. 
F. H. Clark presided over the gathei i rig, and 
Mr. A. J. Read (the leader of the P.S.A.) spoke 
briefly. 

XMAS CHEESE. 
PRIME WEMSLEYDALE STILTON 10d. 

per lb. Carriage Paid. 

E. S. TENNANT, 
CENTRAL STORES, M1DDLEHAM, S.O. 

MISS BOTT, Tae Leicestershire Evangel-
ist and Elocutionist, is booking dates for 1809. 

Splendid references.-Address, 31 Chapel Street, Bar. 
well, Hinckley. 

MISS TROUGHTON is open to book dates 
for Missions early in the New Year. Well 

recommended. For references, etc., apply, 39 Farcrose 
Bank, Kendal. 

SOUTH-EAST LONDON MISSION, ST. 
 GEORGE'S HALL OLD K SOT ROAD Sunday, Dec-

ember 6th. 11, Mr. Jona Moamar ; 	3.15 and 
7, Rev. W. GROVES; Destitute Men's Servioe. 6, Mr. J. 
, Brunt ; Waif's Service, 6.80, Mr. H. G. Marrirows. 

Delicious for breakfast 
. Lean, mild. Smoked 

side. scent 4010s., 714. lb. Smoked, boneless Bitches 
about 14 lbs., 80., lb. Pale dried, aame prioev. 
Carriage Paid anywhere. Cash with Ordes-
Woonaotrao, Dairy Farming Co. a), Northfield, Wei.. 
cestershire. 

BAZAAR PENCILS FREE, 
gilded with name of Church. and date of Bazaar.  
Samples threepence.-Banas R Co.. " Orel& " Works, 
Keswick, Cumberland.Primitive Methodist industry. 

Onr'New Century Gospel Leaf-
lets are becoming increasiogly 
popular. 530 with amnesiac, 
scent of services or meeting on 
back, 3e.; 1,00i 4e. 63. Invita-
tion cards 500 3s. 6i1 ; 1,1.00 5a. 
Hymn Sheets (18 popular 
hymns) 593 4a.; 1,000 Ye. Ali 

Post free, cacti to accompany order. it you are con-
templating a sazsar and require a Bazaar Handbook, 
or it you require any printing of a special kilos, we 
shall be glan to receive your enquiries, and to mend 
quotation to include cost of carriage. We have a drat • 
class plant, and employ trade union labour.-Pon DLL-
Bear and Sons, a Blackburn Road, Bolton. 

IRON MISSION ROOM, new, 60 ft. by 26 ft. 
 Price, delivered and erected, £249. Inspection 

invited. Iron Charches, Chapels, Mission Rooms, 
Schools, dci.; beet work moderate prices; designs, 
estimates free.-ISAA0 Dixon and Co., Windsor Iron-
works. Liverpool. 

PRINT ING, Cheap yet Good. -Gospel 
Leaflets advertising year meetings, 500 3/- ; 1,000 

4/6. Window Bills. 50 3/6. Post free. Cash with order. 
Ituquiries solicited for all kinds of printing.-STUOUNBa. 
The Square, Winchester, Hants. 

VXTRA PIN MONEY.-Send your Old 
Gold Jewellery, Silver Plate, Diamonds, Pearls. 

Ra. to ALLEN S DAVIS, 7 London Street, Norwich, who 
Will send you each offer. If offer not accepted, goods 
immediately returned References: Bankers Barclays. 

DEAL Irish Linen Handkerchiefs, narrow 
hemstitche 1 border ; Ladies' 2/6 dozen: Gentle-

nieu'a 349; postage 3d. S'ril.ed, hemstitched, hand 
embroidered brash and comb bags, 1/6, postage 3d.-
Write Honoree, 1 Lame, Ireland. 

WANTED to Borrow on Promissory Note, 
by the Trustees of Barry Dock Chapel, £100, 

.4 4  Per cent,-Rev. Wee, CARRISR. 6 Moira Terrace, 

MILK-FED BACON 

FOR 
SPECIAL 

SERVICES. 

Free Cure 
FOR 

EUMATIS 
Full-size 4/6 external treatment 

offered tree to every sufferer who 
sends us full name and address. 

£100 OFFER, 
We hive cure 1 thousands of Rheumatic, 

Lumbago, and Gout suffers in all parts of the 
World, without the patient risking a single penny. 
Read how we o o it. 

Rheumatism is caused by the accumulation of 
Uric Acid in the joints and muscles, and we cure 
you-by drawing this poisonous acid right out of the 
system through the larger sweat pores of the akin. 

The price of our treatment is 4s. 6d., but if 
you cut out this notice and post it to us at once 
with your full name 
and address we guar-
antee to send a full 
40. 6d. treatment 
absolutely free of 
charge. If you are 
satisfied with the benefit recelveu, thou you can 
send us 4s. 6d. If not, we simply take your 
word, and the treatment costa you nothing. 
You decide. You are not asked to take baths or 
poisonous or harmful drugs. We cure Rheuma-
tism (in any form) in an easier, safer, and better 
way, without taking a single dose of medicine. 
Now don't hesitate, but write us to-day certain. 
addressing Magic Foot Draft Co., Pc 5, Victoria 
Chambers, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C., and 
the full size 4s. 6d, treatment will be sent you 
complete by return post absolutely free to try. 
We offer £100 to anyone proving this off or is not 
Si we represent 

MELO COLLEGE 

RECORD OF PROGRESS 
UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT. 

Number of Boys January, 1907, 

t113 
Increased In September, 1908, to 

72 
New Term begins 15th January, 1909. 

Prospectus, etc., from the Headmaster, 

S. R. SLACK, B.A. (Load.) 

Boarding Houses, etc. 

(Boecombe)-Ideal Win-
ter residence. Cheerful 

Furnished Apartments. Recommended by 
Ministers and Ullieiale.-Mrs Ammon Dun, Wickham 
House, Wickham Road, Boscombe. 

QOUTHPOBT.-Mrs. Greenhalgh. Thorn. 
hill House, 12 Victoria Street. oft Promenade, 

Comfortable Apartments. Bath and Piano. 

BOURNEMOUTH 

OUTHPORT.-Apartments, near Promen-
JI ads, Lord Street, stations, and P.M. church. A 
nom° from home.-Mrs. STAPLES, 20 Seabank Road 
ionthport. 

'110 LET. - Comfortable Apartments in 
1 healthy country village. Lady or Gentleman.-

Apply Mae. BoLLe, Wickhambroak, Newmarket, 
Suffolk. 

AN OFFER to 1,000 Boys and Girls, and 
 Junior Endeavourers. Six copies of Sermon, 

New and Special. 24 SCRIPTURE Poet Cards, The Bargain, Price One Shilling, Poet Free.-Rey. 115. A. D33X11011D, Bectsitold Howie, Durham, 

MAGIC 

ORGAN!I Grand Opportunity, 11 sets of 
 reeds, 18 stops, in splendid condition grand tone, 

almost as new sent on approval, retain carriage paid 
if not as represented, 410 only.-Onasa, T. M. Broad-
ley, 4 Ludgate Circus. London, E.C. 

N EW SONGS OF THE GOSPEL, No. 2. 
L. 

 
America's Beet. Containing, " When Love 

Shines ln," • Anchored in Jesus," •• alone with God," 
and 130 others; with must s, 10.1., post tree.-H own, 
Dovecot Street. Stockton-on-Tees. 

ARTHUti PILKETT, 
The P.M. Organ Virtuoso, 

for Recitals, etc Also Violin and Organ 
Recitals with 

CYRIL GODWIN, 
The Wonderful Young Violinist. 

A few Week-ends and odd dates in the New 

Year. No dates in 1908. 

CONCERT AGENCY :  

29 Fosse Road, LEICESTER. 

DEORM.nER 3, 19( 8 ." 
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EVangelistie. 

%IT ILL LAU HALL, Popular Matlock Evair: 
geiist, is now booking dates for short Missions 

for January, Feb.uary and March; excellent swedes• 
dais; suocessful tent winner ; easy terms-Apply at 
once, North Parade, Matlock, Bath. 

HENRY B &EDGER is open to conduct 
Missions and to do Evangelistio Work in 

v hinges. For referenae, apply Peatur Herbert P. 
Suds, otepney Green Tabernacie. London. Si. kIRID.  
sea, c/o T. at. idrindley, 4 Ludgate Circus, London, LC 

E ANGSLISr WILLIAMS, the popular 
R-:.4 Welsh Evangelist, drawing crowded congress- 

t 	has a few opeu dates for Missions.-Sucoeadul 
soul wormer. Highly recommended. Free or easy 
conditions.-Appimations to Haan 	 angor 
Howse, New Cardiff Road, 13.irgoed, via Cardiff. 

THE MONTHLY VISITOR 
(Illustrated 4 page Gospel I rant). 

December." PRAYER THE COMFORTER." etc. 
November, "A nORT OP CHRISTIAN." 

October. " 000'S DAY.-  
Bound set, 1908. now ready, 3d., peat free. 

Write to the Secretary for Terms, Re. 
R. HENDERSON slum, The Scottish ..M.V." 

Tract Society, 68 Sane see Street, Atolnburgh. 

AN ACCEPTABLE PRESENT. 
A beautiful Pair of 

Real WITNEY BLANKETS 
Size 97 x 72 inches. Sent Carriage Paid to any address 

For 31LC:016 Only. 

Superior Qualities 12/6 and 15/6. 
Send Postal Order to-day. 71/4 	Euery Purchaser Delighted, 

VINERS' THE BLANKET PEOPLE, WITNEY, OXON, 
WILL YOU GO TO DEVONSHIRE ? 

You should do, if you want the most delicious, 
appetising Bacon, Butter, and Clotted Cream. 

DEVONSHIRE POULTRY FOR CHRISTMAS-a Speciality. 
Send us a Postcard for Price List of Poultry and Christmas Hampers. 

46-lb. Sides, finest smoked or pale dried Breakfast Bacon ... 71d. per lb. 
Half a smoked Side, 24 lbs. 	... 	•• . 	... 	... Sd. 	IS 
Smoked or pale dried Hams, 12 lbs. each 	... 	... Sd. 	,, 
24 lbs. prime middle cut, containing all the best meat in the Side Sid. 
Finest Devonshire Fresh Butter,in 1 lb. bricks, not less than 6 lbs. 1/3 

ALL ABOVE QUOTATIONS CARRIAGE PAID. 

GEORGLYOUNO &SONS, LTD,, Teignmouth, Devonshire. 

"The Strawberries grown on W. P. Hartley's own 
farms we e gathered in lovely waather, and p e-
servt d within a few hours. The Strawberry Jam 
retains the natural flavou oolour, and aroma. 

Ask for Hartley's Strawberry, and obsel Ve the 
red seal on label. Guarantee on every jar." 

THE PRACTICAL MAN 
seeks results, To him every purpose is good only In so far as it achieves some 
clearly defined end, It is for this reason that he has always been an enthusiastic _ 
believer in Beecham's Pills, They appeal to him not only because they conform 
to the acknowledged principles of medicine, but perhaps more because he invari-
ably finds that they deal thoroughly and effectively with the ailments against 
which they are directed. The practical man is too busy and wide-awake to 
waste either money or time in experimenting with thing's declared by interested 
traders to be "lust as good." He 

TAKES 
Beecham's Pills because he has found that they are beyond compare the best 
family medicine for dealing satisfactorlly with all derangements of the d Restive 
organs, impurities of the blood and general loss of tone. His reasons are always 
clear and adequate and never more so than when he takes his dose el 

BEECHAM'S 
PILLS. 

Uhl everywhere In bores. pries Illi (36 pills) ! 219 (168 pills). 
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ARROW'S BANKL" 
PEOPLE'S BANK 

Opens and Keeps Accoun 
Free of Charge. 

Send or Call for  
A 32 page.  Illustrated Pamphlet and Other Literature 

which deals with the 

HISTORY, WORK, & SUCCESS 
- OF THIS 

Famous 'People's Bank' 
1 CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C. 

or to undermentioned Branches. 

...MANCHESTER: 36 Deansgate. 
LIVERPOOL: St. John's Lane. 
BIRMINGHAM: Old Square. 
BRISTOL: Tramways Centre. 
PORTSMOUTH: 214 Commercial 

Road. 
NORWIC H :1.24 Market Place. 
NOTTINGHAM :113 Mitton Sreet. 
PLYMOUTH: Sun Buildings, Bed- 

ford Street. 
GOSPORT: Stoke Road. 

BRIGHTON: Old Steins. 
CROYDON: 5 Royal Parade. 
SOUTH CROYDON : 315 Brighton 

Road. 
CLAPHAM JUNCTION; 50 St. 

John's Road. 
BRIXTON: 6a Acre Lane. 
EAST END: 253 Whitechapel 

Road. 
Anti-Usury Dept., 29 New Bridge 

Street, B.C. 

'INKING BY POST."  
No charge whatever for keeping accounts. 
Overdrafts granted for Trade purposes. 
Accounts opened and kept free of charge 
of £1, £10 and upwards. 2_ per cent. paid 
on daily balances 

POPULAR DEPOSIT NOTES.  
2i to 5 per cent. interest given on our Transfer-
able Bearer Deposit Notes, which are issued in 
sums from £1 to £1,000 for periods of from 7 
days to 12 months. 

Stocks and Shares. 

Foreign Money. 

Overdrafts. 

Legal & Insurance. 

Wills and Trustee-
ships. 

Rendezvous and 
Strong Rooms. 

" Farrow's Bank 
Gazette," &c. 

Home Savings 
Banks. 
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