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HOW HONEST MUNCHIN SAVED
THE METHODISTS.

A century ago there stood in a retired
spot, within a stone's throw of the High

Bullen, at Wednesbury, an antiquated
hostelry, knowr as the * Cockfigiters’
Arms "—a great resort of the * cocking”
fraternity, for whose exploits Wednes-
bury was so famous in the days of auld
lang syne. Here, after the excitement
~8f the cock-pit, gamesters resorted to dis-
cuss the merits of their favourite birds,
and to adjust the stakes they had sever-
ally lost and won. Here, too, were set-
tied—amid plentiful potations of splced
ale—programmes of future encounters.

The exterior of the nhouse was dingy
enough. The windows were dark and
heavy; the low, old-fashioned-porch was
rapldly dissolving partnership with the
man building; and the overhanging
signboard—on which a brace of fighting
bir‘'s in grievous art had long since
melted into love, acd become ethereal as

*'to colour—creaked dismally in response
?g to every gust of wind. Few sover-

‘gninded folk cared to cross the threshold

t the * Arms"”; for .Nancy Neale, the
hostess, was an Amazon whose ealuta-
tion ounly the initiated had the courage
to encounter,

On a dull autumn evening, about the
middle of the last century, a group of
topers, well-known members of the
* fraternity,” sat around Nancy’s broad
oaken table, discussing the prospects of
their favourite pastime.

*“T'll tell thee what, lads,” observed a
corpulent, bull-necked fellow, pet-named
the * Game Chicken,” out of compliment
to his prowess, “ If we don't put a stop
to these rantin’ Methodys, as goes about
preachin® and prayin’, there'ill be no
sportemen left us by-and-bye.*

*That's well said, Chicken,” chimed
in another inveterate cocker, ‘ Hooney *
by name, a3 he lifted u huge pewter pot
to his lirs.

* Why,” resumed Chicken, * just look
what they’ve done for Honest Munchin !
Whaever could ha’ thought {t? As
game a chap was JMunchin as ever
handled a bird, an’ a pluckier cove to
bet 1 never see.”

‘““Ave. aye!” exclaimed the company,
in a chorus of assent.

* But, la " continued the first speaker,
* jist behold him now,~as tunky as a
turtle dove, an’, I b'lieve, if he wor to see
a co~k die, he’d want his pocket-hand-
kercher to wipe his eyes.”

A roar of laughter, which greeted this
sarcastic hit, encouraged the speaker to
.proceed.

**Well, I was a-goin’ to say. lads, as
this John Wesley, as they calls him, is
a-comin’ to-morrow to preach agin
Francis Ward’s house, and we oughtér
show him what sort o' blood there is in
lV&’eq’nesbury. ‘What say you, Mr. Mosa-
ey 2"

‘The person tkus appealed to, although
of superior mental training to any of
his pot companions, was an inveterate
gamester, and his alr of shabby gentility
fatimated a luckless career. He had,
indeed, had such a run of misfortune,
that a flne estate, which he had In-
heri ed on the borders on Wednesfield,
was so hopelessly encumbered, and .so
atricken with poverty, as to be popu-
larly known in the neighbourhoocd~by-
the name of * Fighting Cock's Hall.”

‘“Here,” said ~"thh ™ gamester,” raising-
his fishy eyes, and leering like an
ogre, “here 13 a crownplece. the last T
have left, 1o buy a basket of stale eggs.
Chicken ‘Il know what to do with ‘em.”

* Aye, aye!” chimed in Nancv, who
stood with folded arms against the door,.
“an’ I'll give another,-for these Methodys !
is for closing every tavern in Wedgebury, !
according to Munchin’s talk; but we'll
show *um what stuff we're made on,

-other staunch.Methodists, including three

won't we,. Chicken "
At this unexampled sacrifice- for the !
cause of cacking' and: tippling., the ap-'
plause became ‘uproarious, and, -by-gen- !
eral couserf. Mr. Weslé¥. was to have!
-such._ a reception on the morrow as
wouid ‘convifice him. that *“Wedgebury
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blood s was game.” So inspiriting be-.
came this lively theme that the morning
sky was flushod with the red streaks of
dawn before the revellers brought their
orgles to n close.

On the afterncon following, the alley
leading to the “Arms” was filled by a
crowd of roysterers, headed by the
Chicken and his confreres of the night
before. The enthustasm of the mob in
their denunciation of the Methodists was
helghtened Ly sundry jugs of ale, liber-
ally dispensed by Nancy. The multi-
tude wa3 composed of the lowest class
of labourers, not a few of them belng
armed with sticks and staves. As the
starting-time drew near, such oggs of
the required antiquity as had been pro-
cured, were distributed among the noisy
muititude, the excitement rose yet higher,
and at length vented {tself in a song,
common at that perlbd, of which the re-
frajn was—

* Mr. Wesley's come to town
To try and pull the churches down.”

The preliminaries belng now all set-
tled, the throng, at a given signal from
the Game Chicken, who led them, started
on their ovil errand. Marching through
the High Bullen, on which the gory evl-
dence of a recent bull-bait was stili
visible, they approached the modest-.
looking hemestead of Francis Ward. As
they neared the spot, they found a vast
assemblage of men, women and children
gathered round a venerable-looking man,
who was preaching to them {n the open
air., The preacher was John Wesley.
Hig sflver locks were waving In the
breeze: his eyes glanced kindly on all
around him; and his voice, distinct and
clear, was pleading, as ror dear life,
firmly yet tenderly with the assembled
crowd. not a few of whom were melted
into tears.

On efither side of the great evangelist
stood Honest Munchin and Francis Ward.
The former drew Wesley's attention to
the advancing mob, and the preacher,
suddenly ialsing his volce, and gazing
earnestly at his assailants, sald . “My
good friends, why is it that you wish to
ralse a rout and a riot 2 1f I have in-
jured any man, tell me. It T have
spoken i1l of any, I am here to answer,
I am come on an errand of peace, and
not ot warfare. Lay down your wea-
pons. Iam all unarmed, I want to tell
you something worth the hearing. Will
you listen ?*

All eyes were turned to the Chicken,
who, for a moment, scemed abashed, and
he:itated to give the word of command,
but. urged on by the jeers of his com-
rades, he gave the signal, and in a mo-
ment the frantic mob sent a volley of
uufragrant missiles at the preacher and
his eupporters; and breaking through
the ranks of the worshippers, they
rushed toward the temporary platform,
overturned it, smashed the tables and
chalrs, hurling the fragments fn all
directions, and pursued Mr. Wesley—who
had found refuge at Wurd’s house—with
such vlolence as to endanger the safety
of that domicile, and it was not until
the preacher had quietly surrendered
himself that they were in any degree
restored to peace.

Making his appearance, with Ward and
Munchin, at the door, Mr. Wesley asked

what it was they wanted with him.

* Yon maun come along to the justice.”
roared the rabble In reply. And the
echo w™ae taker uwn again and acain:
*“The justi e?! the justice!” Such fcw
of Mr. Wesley's adherents as had the
courage to stand by him in his peril,
now flocked round him. and, after a
short conference with Ward. the preacher
expressed his readiness to accompany
the mob.

The justice to whom it was decided to
convey Mr. Wesley was the Squire of
Bentley—Lane by name—and a descend-
ant of the famous Colonel Lane. who
concealed and otherwise befriended the
luckless King Charles II. during bhis
romantic game of * hide and seek ™ with
the Roundheads. It was quite dusk
when the evangelist and his persecutors
left Wednesbury on this strange pilgrim-
age,
Munchip, Ward, and about a dozen

or-four women in Quaker-like honnets,.
were all the body-guard Mr. Wesley-thad ,
against the menacing mob of rufMans,
numbering three-score.

Resistance was perfectly useless, and
Munchin’s remea - strances with bis former
comranions, though often urged., were
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received with scoffa and feers. In this
extremity, without consulting Mr. Wes-
ley. and confiding his secret only to oune .
or twn confederates, Munchin devised a .
schemr to dampen the courage of the
ringleaders of the flerce and insolent
mob. Durinz a short pause at Dar-
laston, ordered by Chicken, that he
might quench his burning thirst for
alcohol, Munchin was enubled to arrange .
the preliminaries of his ingenlous device. .
After the lapse of a- few minutes, the

Chicken, who had evidently made the
most of his time, cemeo staggering down
the steps of the ** White Lion,” avd the
march was resumed. The night grew
darker, a drizzling raln began to fall,
and not & few of tho mob—whoae spirits
had been damped—here turned back, but
the rest quickened thelr pace toward
Bentley.*

In due time the pretty lttle village
of Bentloy was renched, and the crowd
paced expectantly up the long avenue
leading to the hall. Mr. Lane and hls
family, who kept good houre, had re-
tired toc rest, and wero annoyed not a
ilttle at such an intrusion on their re-
pose. Appearing at the window {n un-
dress, Mr. Lane shouted :

*What means all this—eh?
about your busipess !

** An' please, your worship,” answered
the Chicken, * weo've got Mr., Wesloy here,
wot's been a-prayin’ an’' a psalm-singin’
at Wedgebury yonder, an’ makin' a dis-
turbance on the king's highway, an’
please your worship, what would you
advise us to do 7"

“To go home quietly.,” recjoined the
justice, **an’ get to bed.” With which
judicial advice he fastened the window,
and put an cnd to the conference.

At this unexpected robuff the crowd
grew c.amorous, and were only silenced
by the voice of Chicken, which bade them
proceed with Mr. Wesley to WWalsall,
where & justice of later hours might be
found, adding that he and his licutenants
would be with them presently., The
crowd on hearing this, began slowly to
retrace their steps down the gravel path;
while Chicken, with two or three con-
fidential comrades sought to obtaln an-
other interview with the justice, think-
ing that when the mob had departed he
might plead with his worship more suc-
cessfully.

Munchin, who was an attentive witness
to this arrangement, withdrew unseen
from Mr. Wesley's side, and was soon
lost amongst the shadows of the dark
beeches which gkirted the hall.

The Chicken trled in vain to rouse the
somniferous justico a sccond time, and,
after trying the strength of his lungs
and his patience unt!l the case was hope-
lecs, he went cursing and muttering
awey. Arm in arm, he and his three
companions pursued the path taken by
their confederates on before, with as
quick a step as thelr previous libations
would allow. The nigiit was dark and
still. Only the distant murmur of the
onward mob disturbed the prevalling
calm, save a faint bregze from the west-
ward, which bore the silvery chimes of
a distant church tower.

“That's ten by Wil'nall clock,
Chicken,” remarked one of the group.

Chicken made no answer, but was felt
to be trembling from head to foot. At
length he said, with a spasmodic effort,
pointing to the beeches:

“QObh gracious heavens !
that ?"

The other three turned their eyes in a
moment to the spot, and saw in the dark
shadows of the trees a tall figure, clothed
in white, slowly advancing toward them.
The four men then- fell fustinctively on
their knees, and probably for the first
time in their lives stammered out a
prayer.
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** The Lord preserve us, sinners as we
are ! gasped the Chicken, and the others ;
repeated the cry.

Still the figure slowly advanced. and |
their terror increased a thousandfold. ¢
They grew speechless and motionless.
When within a few yards of them, the|
spectre paused, and lifting an arm be-

* The idea of going to the * justice ™ |
wag a very natural one to the mob, since |
several summonses had already beewn
lssued against Mr. Wes] y ir various;
parts of the country, and divers rewards ;
were offered to anyone who could pro- |
cure his conviction. The following is
the text of one of the *Justices’
papers,” issued about this period :

“ Staffordshire.””

*To all high consatables, petty con-,
stables, and others of his Mafesty’s peace ,
officers within the said county . )

** Whereas we, his Majesty's justices of i
the peace for the sald county of Stafford, ;
have received information that several
disorderly persons, styling themselves
Methodist preachers, go about raising
routs and riots. to the great damage of
his Majesty’s liege people. and against
the peace of our lord the king:

“These are in his Majesty's name to,
command you, and every one of you,,
within your respective districts, to make ,
diligent scarch after the sald Methodist ,
preachers, and to bring him or them be- ,
fore some of us, his Ma'esty's justices
of the peace, to be examined according
to their unlanful do'ngs. )

** Given under our hands and seals, this |
12th day of October, 1743.

(Signed) J. LANE,
W. PERHQUSE.”

y rence River,
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neath its snow-white shroud, it rald, in
a volce sopulchiral, calling the Chicken
by hils real name:

“*Nan Richards, {s that you who art
become a persecutor of God's sxints ?*

*Tho Lord preservo us, sinners as we
aro ! agaln groaned the Chicken, with
a violent effort, and foll back In a swoon.

‘“ Amen 1" gasped his threo terrificd
comradeg, {n convulsive chous,

Tho vislon slowly disappeared, without
turther parley, and tho three men man-
aged as well an they wero able to restore
thelr holpless leader. \When he was at
length able to walk, the four started ams
qQuickly as thelr trembling lHmba would
allow in the dlrection of Wednesbury,
resolved on leaving tho mob to fare as
best they may.

*“What a fearsomo sight wo've secon **
groaned the Chickep, at lntervals, *“JNt
will haunt me to my dying day.”

‘ Cheer up, comrade-—doant turn cow-
ard,” urged his companions, who, In
truth, wore as fearful as thelr leader,
starting at every object that they met
along their dark and silont way.

Moanwhile the mob had conveyed Mr
Wesley to Walzall, and as thoy wore just
ascending the hill leading into the town.
Honest Munchin, to tho glad surprise ot
his friends, who had not scen him since
they left Bentloy, agaln joined them.
But Munchin kept the ghost affair a
secret, save to the two or three already
initlated; and carried the white sheet un.
percelved under his arm, rejolcing that
his knowledge of their superstitious fear
of the Chicken and his companlons had
supplied him with an effectual means
of victory over them. .

On arriving at \Valsall, no justice wne
to be found at home, and the mob, worn
out by (fatigue and disappointment,
seemed half-resolved to let thelr captive
free; but urged on by a boisterous com-
pany just emerging from the cock-pit.
who came flocking round, they com
menced an uproar—a plcture of which

shall be given In Mr. Wesley's own
words :
“Many endeavoured to throw me

down, well judging that, if once on thr
ground, I should hardly risec any more,
but 1 made no stumble at all, nor the
least slip, until 1 was entirely out of
their hands. Although many strove to
lay hold on my collar or clothes to pull
me down, they could not fasten at all,
only one got fast hold of tho flap of my
wafstcoat, which was sgon left in his
hand. The other flap, in the pocket of
which was a bank-note, was but half torn
off. A lusty man struck at me severa®
times with a large oaken stick, with
which one blow at the back of my head
would have saved him all further trouble.
But every time the Dblow was twvrned
aside, I know not how. Another ratsed
his hand to strike, but let it drop, only
stroking my head, exclaiming: What
soft hair he has! A poor woman, of
Darlaston, who had sworn that none
ghould touch me, was knocked down and
beaten, and would have been further {ll-
treated, had not 2 man called to them
‘Hold, Tom, hold¥ ‘1Who's there
asked Tom. *What! Honest Mun-
chin 2 Nay, then, let her.go "™

The crowd now grew more furious, and
stones and sticks were brought into such
plentiful use that Wesley and his few
brave fotlowers were In the utmost peril.
when suddenly the Chicken and hls three
companions. who had retraced thelr
steps. being consclence-stricken, appeared
upon the scene once more.

“Hold ! T say.” roared the Chicken.
** No more 0° this! Hold there !,

The volce was at once recognized. and
produced an instant truce to battle.

Advancing to Mr. Wesley's side. the
Chicken, who was deadly pale, shouted
to Lis bewlildered followers . ** Now. lads,
look ye here! The first as lays a fluger
on this gen'leman an’ his friends, shall
feel the welght o° thls staff, I promise
yer! We've all been a-doln® the devil's
work this day.” ‘Then, turning to Mr.
Wealey. he shook hands with him. and
begged his forgiveness: and alro grasped

) Munchin’s fist, with all the ardour of by-

gone years- little dreaming, howerver,
that he was thus paying court to the
veritable ghost he had seea at Bentley.

“ME AUL FACR"

The Marqms of lorne, when Governor-
General of Canada, was present at some
spor.g held on the fce of the St. Law-
Though wrapped {n furs,
he felt the cold acutely. and was as-
tonished to eee an ancient Ind'an
meandering around barefooted, enveloped
only in a b'anket. He asked the savage
how he managed to bear such a tem-
perature when he had so little on.

* Why you no cover face ?” ingquired
the Indlan. The XMarquis roplied that
no one ever (id so, and that he was.ac-
customed to having bls face naked from
birth., G od.” rejoined the prajrie
king; *me all face,’”” and walked away.



