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INTRODUCTION.

Cipsy Simon Smith is a child of nature 
and of grace. You find the marvelous 
play of both forces through the entire min
istry of this unique character.

He is a citizen of both worlds. Gipsy 
Smith was born on wheels and he has been 
going ever since.

\ <>u need not listen long nor read to 
any great extent before you realize that he 
is no counterfeit. The forest is his home. 
I he gipsy is his brother, his sister, his 
mother, his father. He knows the inhabit
ants of the forest because he was cradled 
there. The sweet murmurings of the 
trees lulled him to sleep; the tempests of 
the wild woods awakened him. The car- 

of the forest mother soothed him. To 
him belong the camp fires of his people, the 
love songs of the roaming caravans, and 
the folk-lore of a people strange and weird 
yet strong and true and affectionate.

ess

Cipsy Simon Smith tells the story of his 
nomadic tribe with such freshness, origin
ality and raciness that at once you feel the 
charm and the power of one whose eyes
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have seen and whose ears have heard the 
things that but few are privileged to see 
or hear. A quiet humor ripples throughout 
his narratives like some silvery stream 
pouring from its origin in the hills and 
flowing on and on to join at length the 
fulness of the sea beneath. Nothing 
seems to escape his keen eye. He adorns 
the trivial and commonplace with a glory 
that shines forth the greatness of God and 
Rives light to him who knows not what 
true grandeur really is.

To him story telling is an art born of ex
perience. Hut to him also story telling 
is an art vested with tremendous moral 
meaning. There is a moral to every story, 
kimon Smith is forever on his job. Like 
some expert foot ball player he is alw 
on the ball. ays

He never forgets that he is___, . . . sent on the
greatest mission ever committed to mortal 
man.

The white light of a great gospel is for- 
ever shining as he sings, as he preaches, 
he tells the story of his life.

V\ ith a voice pure and sweet as a night
ingale, with a heart of fire,with an analysis

as
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clear and simple, with a cross around which 
hangs no doubt or fear or dismay—little 
wonder that Gipsy Smith is winning hun
dreds and thousands to the feet of Him 
to whom every knee shall bow. 
ume of story and song shall last and echo 
and re-echo when other volumes shall fade 
and crumble into dust.

You ask me why? Because back of all 
and in all and through all there breathes 
the breath of life not merely from the grand 
and lonely forest but the breath of Him 
who called forth this world and when we 
were broken and undone by an outraged 
law He brought us through Cnrist back to 
the place of love and power.

His vol-

NEIL HERMAN,
i’astor Immanuel Baptist Church, 

Truro, N. S.
Dec. 5th, 1913.
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PREFATORY NOTE.

Although the first story was written es
pecially for the young, it will no doubt 
prove amusing, interesting, and instructive 
to others more advanced in years. Hop
ing that it will be the means of stirring up 
the gifts within some who read it, and that 
it may encourage those who have had a 
humble start in life to aim higher and press 

toward the mark for the prize which a- 
waits those who t. ’ 're unto the end,

I remain,
Yours sincerely,

THE AUTHOR.

on

Truro, N. S.
Canada.

I
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The Gipsy Boy.

Blessings on thee, my little 
Gipsy boy with cheeks of tan, 
With thy ragged pantaloons 
And thy merry whistled tunes; 
Gipsy boy, I wish you joy,
I was once a gipsy boy.

How I loved the woods to 
Tent and caravan my home, 
And I oft would climb the tree, 
Rosy apples beckoned 
And with boyish glee and pride 
Horses frisky I would ride.

man. ,
roam,

me,

Oh for boyhood days again 
And the old camp in the lane,
Where the choir in feathers sing 
Gladsome praises to our King,
Who doth deign to find employ 
For a grown-up gipsy boy.

What I was, it matters not,
Christ can cleanse the leper’s spot,
I* rom the dust can beggars rise,
Fill their hearts with songs of praise; 
What I am, I owe to Him,
Christ, the Everlasting King.

G. S. S.
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Only a Gipsy Boy.

CHAPTER I.
THE CAMP.

Along the dusty road one hot summer’s 
day, some gipsy caravans might have been 

proceeding towards the next camping 
ground. The shaggy, long tailed horses, 
looked tired and appeared to be glad of the 
rest by the roadside, whilst one of the gipsy 
tribe went to a cottage to beg some water 
for them. A pretty colt, which had been 
nibbling a cabbage leaf picked up in the 
road, galloped to its mother with a neigh of 
gladness and took advantage of the halt by 
refreshing itself. Over the half doors of 
the caravans could be seen several children, 
who appeared to be enjoying their ride in 
their home on wheels, and one of them, on 
seeing a gentleman pass, clambered down 
the steps, and running up to him said, 
“You've got a lucky face, Sir; give the poor 
gipsy boy a penny, Sir." This he con
tinued to say until the gentleman gave him 
a penny. Just then some women in gay 
coloured shawls and kerchiefs, and carrying

seen
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large baskets, appeared; these were the 
gipsy women, who had been selling their 
wares at the houses as they journeyed. 
I hey walk many miles each day, often car
rying a heavy basket and also a baby in a 
sling. After the horses had partaken of a 
refreshing drink and the gipsies had filled 
their kettles from the wells at the cottages, 
the journey was resumed. At last the 
camping ground an old brick field, where 
this tribe had stayed before was reached. 
The tired horses were soon let loose and 
after enjoying a good roll and then a vigor
ous shake, which is, I suppose, their way of 
taking a bath, they soon were engaged 
finding where the sweetest grass grew. For 
a short time all was commotion: the men 
were pitching the tents, the lads were mak
ing fires, while the women were preparing 
the evening meal —and as gipsies do not 
often trouble about cooking dinners, every
body has a big appetite when evening ap
proaches. The cloth is spread on the grass 
and some quaint cups and saucers are 
brought from the glass cupboard in the 
caravan. Gipsies are very fond of old- 
fashioned china, and some of them possess 
very valuable collections. Of course, the 
children could not be trusted with the best
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china; they had to use small basins. Very 
soon the fresh herrings or sausages have 
finished frying, and the wanderers do full 
justice to the spread. A lurcher dog looks 
wistfully from one to the other and 
his thanks with his tail as he receives pieces 
from various members of the family. He 
is well known and prized as an honest dog, 
who will bring a shoulder of mutton safely 
to the camp from the butcher’s without 
stopping to eat any of it on the road. Alas, 
that he should have met with an untimely 
end through playing hide-and-seek with 
some rabbits on a gentleman’s estate. The 
gamekeeper who shot him evidently 
not aware of his good qualities, 
confess that he was often absent from the 
camp for some hours after sunset, but he 
did not always go alone, and the next day 
at meal-time the gipsies would often 
“Cushty Juckle,’’ which 
Dog.” After the evening meal all gather 
round the camp fire. The old 
be heard uttering a word strange to us; it is 
"Fogus.’ But we soon learn its meaning 
when they commence to fill their black 
pipes with tobacco. The incidents of the 
day are discussed first of all, then many in
teresting stories of past travels are recount-

waves

was
I must

say
means "Good

women can
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ed. The gipsies have good memories— 
they never forget a kindness—and old Tilly
if Wil,l °ften tel1 of the dear kind 

gorgio (house-dweller) who gave her a 
blanket to keep her dear "Topsy” warm 
when he had rheumatic fever. Or Susan 
Smith will thank the Lord for the kindn 
of the lady who ordered her cook to make 
her a cup of tea during the day. Thus the 
time passes around the camp fire; the child
ren begin to nod their heads and verv soon 
one after another retires to the tents and 
caravans, where on beds of straw the wan- 

enjoy that sweet repose which a mill- 
lonajre might covet and yet never obtain 
with all his wealth. As the fire burns low 
the older members of the tribe, who are 
bth to leave, talk of the past, as the broken 
soldier in Goldsmith’s poem, who

ess

erers

“Sat by the fire and talked the night 
away.

Wept o’er his wounds or tales of sorrow 
done.

Shouldered his crutch and showed how 
how fields were won."

So old Solly Cooper recounts his great 
with Earthy Smith and relates 
of a

race
. . on account

skirmish with gamekeepers; then the
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ïïeszsz* thherîast tThares
and all is still in the gipsy retired

camp.

CHAPTER II.
A GIPSY BABY.

• *u^e nex* morn*nK there was rejoicing 
m the camp, for soon the news spread that 
a little baby boy had joined the 
tribe. Mrs. Smith, or “Aunt Susan” 
the other gipsies called her,
Romany, but

I
Smith

as
was not a real 

. . , many years before these
u itSJt0°k p ace’ of which 1 am writing, 

she had, much against her people’s wishes 
married Bartholomew Smith, and took up 
her abode with the wanderers. The new 
baby did not look a bit like a gipsy baby 
for it had fair hair and blue eyes. When 
it was three weeks old it was dressed in its 
oest, and the gipsy women, adorned 
their gay shawls, big gold ear-rings and 
coral necklets, accompanied Aunt Susan 
to the church near the brickfield to have 
aby christened. Gipsies are very fond of 

Bible names—not because they know very 
much about the Bible, for, sad to say, hun-

with

i
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dreds have never learned to read. But, 
perhaps long, long ago they might have 
belonged to those tribes who lived in tents, 
when Abraham and Isaac were wanderers, 

today, and they have kept 
the old names; so the new baby was called 
Simon. As he was carried from door to 
door for the women, as they sell their 
wares, always carry their babies in slings - 
many of the people would remark upon his 
fair complexion, and some would not be
lieve that Simon was a gipsy baby at all, 
but seemed to think that they had stolen 
him. The idea that gipsies steal children 
is a mistaken and silly one. Most of them 
have so many children of their own to pro
vide for, that they would not think of tak
ing others away. It may be true that long 
ago, when a great many circus tents 
scattered about the country, children 
sometimes taken and trained to be 
bats, but circus people are not gipsies. As 
Simon grew up he became just about the 
same as the average gipsy boy. He loved 
to be lifted up on the back of the wagon 
horse or to sit upon the footboard when 
they were travelling through the country. 
He often would lay awake in the tent or 
caravan and listen with delight to the rain

like gipsies are

were
were
aero-

.
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pattering on the roof ; it seemed to be music 
to him. When his father would be caning 
chairs or making clothes pegs, Simon would 
watch with great interest,and the smell of 
the green willow shavings had 
traction for him.

a great at-

Now although his father was a gipsy, he 
was a good man, and each night in the eara- 

the family would be gathered together 
to have family prayers. This had not al
ways been the custom; at one time Bar
tholomew Smith would sometimes get the 
worse for drink. Once he took a donkey 
to sell at the nearest town, and having sold 
it he spent all the money in drink. An
other time, through mixing up with bad 
companions, he was locked up, although he 
was quite innocent—thus the danger of 
carelessly choosing companions. Then 
doubt on

van

no
many occasions rabbits, hares, 

and other dainties would find their way to 
the camp, but since the night when this 
lough gipsy, with his two brothers, went to 
a service at a Mission Hall, and heard a 
wonderful story of God’s love to sinners, 
how He sent His only son to die on the 
Cross that the very lowest -even gipsies— 
might be pardoned from all sin, 
through faith in Jesus Christ obtain

and
ever-
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lasting life, since that night a wonderful 
change had taken place in the lives of 
those rough men. Often times in the even
ing one of the Smith brothers would get 
his violin and start a well-known hymn- 
soon others would gather round, and to
gether in their simple hearty way the com
pany would sing praises to God. Perhaps 
you will think Simon was a strange boy 
when I tell you that whenever he heard 
music or singing he would hide away in a 
corner of the tent or caravan and cry.

We read of God speaking to the boy 
bamuel, and perhaps God was speaking to 
Simon, but he did not know it at the time. 
Then the gipsies would have 
ings. They could not read

prayer meet- 
tJ . - or wrte, but

they could sing and pray. Simon’s moth
er always taught the children to say their 
prayers, and he offered a very strange pray
er one day—one which his mother had not 
taught him. It so happened that as the 
waggon horse was harnessed, waiting to be 
put ip the shafts, he suddenly thought he 
would have a gallop round the field, 
haps he did not want to leave such 
place, but the gipsies had to

Per- 
a nice

i move on, and
just at that time Jerry’s—for that was the 
name of the horse—pranks were not ap-
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preciated. Now Simon had heard his 
father say that if we pray to God in faith, 
He wi I answer our petitions. Therefore 
he knelt down in the middle of the field and 
prayed his first public prayer in this fash- 
mn: Lord, stop old Jerry from running 
üway. His prayer evidently was answer
ed, for the horse allowed himself to be 
caught and was soon pulling the caravan 

towards the next camping ground.on

CHAPTER III. 

DAYS OF DARKNESS.

Simon had a sister whose 
Mary; they name was 

were constant companions. 
She was a bnght little girl of seven, and, 
like all little girls, she was fond of dolls 
One day Mary, with her dolls, and Simon, 
might have been seen waiting at the 
of the road where the camp was situated; 
they were waiting for their father, who had 
been absent for a few days. A horse and 
cart stood near and Mary began to climb 
the wheel, when suddenly the horse started 
and in a moment she was killed, 
mother was beside herself as she

corner

The 
saw them

i
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earrying the mangled body of her darling 
child towards the camp, and great was the 
distress of the returning father. Simon 
was one of those who followed the bearers 
of the coffin to the cemetery. He missed 
his playmate sorely, and oftentimes since 
then he has looked upon a broken doll hid
den away—the one which Mary carried on 
that fatal day. A few weeks afterwards 
another sorrow overtook the family, name- 
y, the death of little Elijah. This little 

fellow, just before he passed away in that 
gipsy caravan, told his parents that h 
going to the place called Heaven 
with the angels. He had

e was 
to live

« , . . not forgotten
what they had taught him, and believing 
what he had told them made the parting 
much easier.

Some time after this Simon’s father de
cided to settle down. He had never learn
ed to read or write, and there are thousands 
<>f gipsy boys and girls in our country to
day who do not know their letters, and will 
never know them whilst they are driven 
from one place to another. You see, some
times gipsies are only allowed to stay in a 
field or on a common one night, then they 

Therefore the child
ren never have an opportunity of going to
are told to move on.

j

■■on

M
S
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school, and even if they did go they are not 
always made welcome. In those days ev
ery man’s hand seemed to be against the 
gipsies. The following incident will show 
how they were persecuted. The caravan 
had halted by a roadside, and whilst Sim
on s mother had gone to the village to pur- 
chase food his father picked up a few drv 
sticks in the hedge just to warm some bread 
and milk for the youngest child, when a girl 
who was passing went to the farmer and 
told him that the gipsies were breaking 
down his hedge. When Mrs. Smith returned 
she discovered that 
had been taken to the lock-up some miles 
away, and carrying her babe that cold

to ^ “
release.

her husband

try and secure his 
I his and many other such incid

ents made Simon’s father anxious to 
down, and to do 
children

settle
so would be to give the 

a chance to attend school 
learn to read and write, 
was found

and
A suitable place

hom«- aré nottroubled with
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a lot of furniture—the children generally 
sit on the ground or floor of the caravan 
to partake of their meals—but when the 
Smith family moved into the little cottage 
some chairs and a table were purchased 
and a real bedstead. Alas, Simon camé 
to grief the first night, for he tumbled out 
of bed twice, and in despair he decided to 
finish his night’s rest upon the floor. In 
his youthful days Bartholomew Smith had 
been a swift runner, often winning sums of 
money, but over-exertion had weakened 
his heart, and shortly after settling down 
in the wooden cottage he began to feel 
poorly. One night several gipsies might 
have been seen gathered together around 
the bedside of this rough gipsy man. He 
was bidding them all good-bye; he said 
that the angels had come for him. Simon 
heard these words, and leaving his bed 
went to his father’s side. There he saw 
his mother weeping and he soon discovered 
that his father was dying. It seemed that 
in that humble cottage the dying gipsy 
could see what others could not, for after 
sking Simon to be good to his mother, this 
ember of a strange wandering people 
id, “Lord, let thou Thy servant depart in 
ace.” This one who had

?

run many a

I
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race said “I have finished the 
great number of gipsies from
theTVtathered r°Und the *rave to pay 
used t0. Uncle as they
learned ? many «hers who had
ldeT h j ’V,, ,hlm becau« of the good 
h Iw ',Ved since he had become
teus ChrisT3, a°r ?= '-ord ""d Saviour
wZderful W e!IKh"d to tolk the 

I , ", v l0ur’ who left the heavenlyPlaces and became a little child, who grew
teaaninhLnt ab°? ^ g°°d’ and "ith 
tears m his eyes he would tell how cruel

=ann„t he buried; it wi“co 
e place called Heaven. I don’t know

Heaven’’aVSo *“ ?“* **7 Jesus is that is 
came a fatherless boy™' ' *** S'm0n be-

course.” A 
numerous

a
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CHAPTER IV.

SCHOOL DAYS.
Having settled down, Simon was sent to 

school, but although he was sent, I am sorry 
to say he did not always go. You must 
remember that he had been used to roam
ing about, and to sit in school on a hot 
summer's day was hard indeed. His 
thoughts would wander to the fields, with 
their carpets of buttercups and daisies, to 
the songs of the birds, and to the music of 
the rippling streams. Sometimes he would 
pass the afternoon away in a neighboring 
gravel pit, which contained a lot of water, 
and with some planks which he found 
would make a raft and go upon an imagin
ary voyage across the sea. One day he 
fell in, and as the water was rather chilly no 
doubt Simon felt uncomfortable. On Guy 
Fawkes’ day another boy invited him to 
help in making a “guy” in his garden. They 
then found bushes and a number of empty 
baskets at the back of a warehouse, which 
I really do not think were lost. These were 
heaped upon one another,the “guy” placed 
upon the heap, and I might say that 
some tar which they had also found was



27

smeared over the "guy” Thonew, r,d ,ikee,„y hlacLhrhi, ,r
SO dipping his hands in the tar h, 
Plentifully daubed himself soon

. so much that
own mother did not know him when 

he jnt home. He forgot about his per-
the firePPheranCe “ his de,i*ht at seeing 
ater thlhiT but «"fortunately

much HelookT f faC<? to smart very 
er reallv haH f f S° Unny that his moth- 

, al[y h/d t0 !a««h at him, and when 
■he rubbed some oil on his face to allav
proved" TlfeîiS aPP?r“nce »■> not im. 
eompanied by " -

-T»;rstrsf
opened the box and
mice. The dog commenced biting them 
that had8°Tht t0 esCape- and seeing

p et- This boy then told the

his

man
out jumped several

one
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teacher, who was a lady. Now ladies do 
not seem to like mice, and this one told 
Simon that he must take the creature out 
and let it loose at once, 
was very fond of animals. I have known 
him to give his dinner on more than 
occasion to a poor stray dog, and he would 
cry when his mother told him he could not 
keep it. Having no desire to part with 
the mouse, he went round a corner and en
deavored to find a place where he could 
safely hide it until his school lessons had 
finished. Then a bright idea occurred to 
him; why not hide it in his stocking? This 
he quickly did and returned to his class, 
but very soon Simon was sorry for being 
disobedient, for the creature no doubt en
joyed the snug nest, and recovering from 
the dog bite, began to climb about the 
boy’s leg, much to his discomfort. At 
first the mouse tickled him just a little, 
which made Simon laugh, then it tickled 
him more, which made him squirm and 
shriek. The startled teacher and scholars 
wondered whatever could be the matter, 
and thought surely he must be going mad. 
But unable to bear it any longer, Simon 
confessed that the cause of the trouble 
was the mouse in the stocking. Of course

The gipsy boy

one
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he wascortina TrChed 0Ut’ and the tw° boys es
corting him saw that it was really let
informed8 °n returnin#? the teacher
informed him that disobedience must be
Punished, and Simon soon learned that
the way of the transgressor is hard His
mother (or “Aunt Susan") continued to
lar InderthCCfUPat,i0n 38 3 hawker or P*d- 
lar, and the family-for there were three
pufto^it som ran Si,m0n'_Were often hard 
Put to it sometimes lacking the bare neces-

ies for living. When the burden seemed

Uld often be heard beseeching God to 
he P her and give her strength,and had she 
not received consolation from Him who
been Sno^ hf t.he,sparrows- il would have 
shTns Zi b e haVe survived the hard-

tpete:

head could be seen executing sundry ;drks
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and bobs, when unfortunately he made an 
extra bob forward and brought his nose in
to violent contact with the pew in front of 
him. Simon saw stars, and blood, and 
you will not be surprised to hear that he 
kept awake during the rest of the service. 
On one occasion the seats at this place of 
worship had been varnished, and when the 
people wanted to arise to sing the opening 
hymn they discovered that it required a 
special effort to do so, but as none of them 
wore very fashionable attire perhaps an
other stain did not trouble them.

After his father’s death the lad looked 
about for employment, and at the age of 
eleven we find that his schooldays were 
over and he obtained a situation at a chem
ist’s shop, where his chief duties consisted 
in washing bottles and taking the medicine 
home to the customers. One day the 
ter told Simon that he thought he ought to 
wear a collar, and presented him with 
of his own. Of course it was much too 
large, and being very high made the boy 
feel very uncomfortable. How it chafed 
and irritated him! What silly things to 
have to wear, he thought. So after being 
at the chemist’s twelve months the gipsy 
boy, who objected to collars, resigned. He

mas-

one
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a nest. tu "md beatin^ herbs withsmell Ïh f Ï°^h S°me of them d'd not
ject to h l !k<> aVender> and 1 did not ob- 
ject to holding cats and dogs while the
thou TV a dose of poison, al-
dÎaw L , V0t SCratched’ but 1 did
draw the Ime at wearing my master's col- 
j . ™ere was only one thing which 
h h,m’ and that was the knowledge 

at his mother would surely miss the 4s.
> • which he had been earning weekly 
Now ,n the East end of London a good
^an:wbo ,,ked to help poor boys and girls 
ad built a home for the homeless and poor.’

of 'h 'Vear !*e WouId send a great number 
of boys and girls to Canada, and Simon
who had heard of this, found his way to 
his home at Stepney Causeway one morn
ing and asked if he could be taken to (Vl
ada. It so happened that the good man 
who was no other than that father of the 
fatherless Dr. Barnardo, had met Simon's 
father and had admired the diamond in 
the rough, and when the lad told him that
seasWfwathe°US t0 g° t0 the Iand across the
thedW PvUrP°Se °f he,Pin« his mother, 

doctor who was so fond of patting poor
;-re heaî and saying "God bless 
1 ’ made an«ther boy happy by telling
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him that he should have his request grant
ed.

CHAPTER V.
AMONG THE WAIFS AND STRAYS.

hirst of all the gipsy boy had to enter 
the receiving house, where with many oth
ers he stayed a few days before entering 
the home proper. Many of the boys had 
been found sleeping out in empty vans, in 
barrels or boxes, and the majority of them 
were ragged, very dirty, and quite desti
tute. A few were respectable, but unfor
tunate orphans. These did not have to 
mix up with those who were dirty during 
the period of waiting in the receiving house. 
Simon was placed in a room with some or
phan boys. When the time to enter the 
home arrived, a barber appeared upon the 
scene and each boy had a good crop. Then 
came the order of the bath. Some of these 
boys were strangers to soap and combs, 
and after the hair cut and bath did not 
look like the same boys—especially when 
they donned the smart little uniform pro
vided by the institution. To hear some of
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B£œEC-steal to enah|a1hbeen They Would
steal to enable them to go to a low music
hall,or have a tanner (sixpence)on a horse—
Whilsatnin0thehem gamb'td °r Were gamblers- 

^t in the receiving house these urchins
Trm W lm!late S°me theatr>cal villain, and 
iWn? Tk h an °'d rusty knife. one would
Teed AU Tr C°mmitting SHme terrible
and at h! h‘S 3mUSed the VW boy, 
seed n S3me time ^ reveals how the
outcastsCnmTh1S S°Wn b the hearts of these 
outcasts There were a great many boys

thn ,h0me at Stepney Causeway, an^d

ehtf When 7*r ,U“ °f fun and mis-. \\ hen the bugle sounded the first
morning at six o'clock, Simon arose with
the others, for at the second blast every
ot°her h m °n Parade’ but somehow or 
the n-n COuId not separate his head from
to his • kHC tUgRed until tears cam"
budge eyï; “he "°’ that Pill0W “ould "« 

boys he was 
with it

great amusement of the 
compelled to walk downstairs

aid of a™ - h,ead; and finaIly with the 
aid of a pair of scissors he found relief
It was then discovered that some mis-

I
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chie vous boy who was engaged in the boot 
shop had placed a piece of heel-ball under 
Simon’s head whilst he slept; of course, 
the heat had softened it and made it stick. 
Employment was found in the large kitch
en for Simon where he helped to make 
bread, cleaned knives and forks, and made 
himself generally useful. One day he and 
another lad quarrelled in the kitchen. 
Simon happened to be standing with his 
back towards a tub of hot water, when the 
other lad pushed him backwards, and 
needless to say the gipsy boy 
"hat heated. Result No. 1, a scalded pair 
of trousers, and the other side, No. 2, a 
black eye. Soon the time arrived when the 
boys should start for Canada. Each boy 
pro\ ided with a new suit, and it was great 
fun to see them trying on the new gar
ments they would strut up and down the 
loom like peacocks. 'Busses conveyed 
them from Stepney to Euston Station, 
and it was indeed a touching sight, as the 
boys band played “Far away in foreign 
country, to see relatives weeping as they 
bade the boys farewell. It is possible for 
t he \ ery lowest to love, and to see some of 
those really terrible-looking creatures, in 
some instances mothers who had allowed

arose some-

was
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their offspring to shift for themselves from 
infancy to see them taking their last fare-
Wel ' ProLved that in spite of their previous 
neglect there still existed a spark of love in 
their hearts for their children. Alas, how 
drink and sin tends to crush and drive out 
all that is good within. Many of these 
were themselves homeless, therefore could
shelter ^ W°Uld' 0,r‘‘r tht‘ children a

C’HAPTKR Vf.

OFF TO CANADA.

Arriving at Liverpool, the boy
NWhedTKb0ard tHe stt‘amship‘•Teru- 
v,an The gipsy boy, like the others, 
was delighted to be able to walk the deck 
of a rea ship. I think there were over one 
hundred boys, and the forcastle was as
signed to them for their quarters. There 
were hunks and hammocks; the latter be
ing slung over the tables, it was therefore 
bed and dining room combined. Soon the 
vessel was loosed from her moorings and 
the voyage had commenced, and after ev
ening prayers these happy boys retired to

s were
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their bunks and hammocks to dream of 
pirates, coral islands and cannibals. The 
anchor was dropped at the North coast of 
Ireland in order to enable some passengers 
to go aboard, and very soon they were able 
to see the mighty rollers of the Atlantic. 
Somehow the boys did not appear to be 
so happy at first, and Simon declared that 
if there had been a back door he would have 
left and gone home. He said: “First we 
went up and then down, then the ship 
would give a shiver like a mighty animal 
shaking itself, then it would tip sideways 
until every moment it really seemed that it 
must capsize, and, worst of all, we were all 
deeply moved.” But after a day or two 
they became used to the queer antics of 
the I eruvian, and having recovered 
from the attack of “never-no-more-once-I- 
get-over-this,” the boys soon began to en
joy the voyage. I said that the hammocks 
were slung over the tables, and on board
ing the vessel there was a regular scramble 
for them; but there was not enough for all, 
so some of the lads were disappointed. 
Some of these lads, one night when the oc
cupants of the hammocks were peacefully 
slumbering, cut the ropes which supported 
them, and you can imagine the feelings of
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the unfortunate boys when they fell on the 
tables beneath, upon sundry tin plates and 
cups; no doubt they thought the ship had 
struck a rock. Of course I do not suggest 
that Simon had anything to do with it, but 
I know that one day two other boys and 
he v\ a\ laid the steward who was carrying a 
tin of plum-duff from the galley, and - 
well, if they had a pain in the waistcoat 
afterwards it just served them right.

The voyage was uneventful save that 
some whales were seen blowing and a beau
tiful iceberg could be seen glistening in the 
distance. The lads were much interested 
in watching the porpoises playing around 
the vessel, and after an interesting voyage 
the port of Halifax was reached. From 
thence they travelled through Canada, and 
at various stations along the line the boys 
were put off in order that they might go to 
the situations which had been provided 
for them. After travelling several hundred 
miles Simon was put off at a place in On
tario, with another lad. The address of the 
farmers for whom they were to work had 
been given them and they were informed 
that a stage coach would soon be going in 
that direction. They therefore 
themselves

seated
on a log in the yard where
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the stage coach pulled up, and whilst 
doing a lady who had noticed them 
her kitchen approached them and said, 

Well, my boys,and where are you from?” 
The gipsy boy told her that they had just 
arrived from England. "Did you have a 
pleasant voyage?" asked the lady. "Not 
all the way,” said Simon, "and we are 
hungry." Now you know that gipsy boys 
know how to ask for things without ex
actly begging, and

so
from

you must remember 
these boys were near the kitchen it was 
a bow at**/-’ a ven^ure’ but *t hit the target.

( ould you eat an apple pie?" said the 
kind lady. “We'll try,” said Simon. Then 
the lady brought out that apple pie to 
those two hungry boys.and the way they 
caus 'd it to disappear would have made 
a conjurer envious. You see,they had been 

interested looking out of the windows 
of the cars for nearly two days that they 
had not troubled to eat the biscuits and 
salt beef which had been brought from 
the ship. They thanked the lady and when 
the stage coach arrived resumed their jour
ney. On reaching the turn pike, where he 
had to turn for the farm which 
his future home, Simon bade his 
panion farewell, and they never again

so

was to be 
com
met.
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Placing his box of clothes under a bush un
til he should return for them,the gipsy boy, 
now feeling very lonely, realised for thé 
first time that he was a stranger in a strange 
land, and by the time he reached the farm
house he had almost wished that he had 
never left his mother and home. Tremb
lingly he knocked at the door as the sheep 
dog barked the news that a stranger had ar
rived. Please I’m the boy from Eng
land, said he, as a woman opened the 
door. The farmer was then called from 
the barn, and after asking the lad

I
a few

questions he soon introduced Simon to 
some of his duties.

Now the lad was not much over twelve 
years of age and was not very tall, and he 
had to adopt very queer methods in 
to fulfil some of his duties.

1

order
For instance, 

when he had to harness his horses which 
he used on the harrows, it 
for him to climb into the mangers to put 
on their collars, and oftentimes on to their 
backs to adjust other straps. On more 
than one occasion he was sent to take the 
horses from the pasture to the barn, and 
being fond of riding, but being unable to 
mount alone, he would sometimes succeed 
in approaching a horse which

was necessary

was lying
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down, and get on its back; of course it had 
to get up with Simon perched on top 
Very soon the lad could handle a team of 
horses on the harrows or light plough, and 
could milk, and for about fourteen hours 
each day had to make himself generally 
useful. He did not mind the work, but 
unfortunately his master was very fond of 
whiskey and then the gipsy boy would have 
to make himself scarce. On more than one 
occasion he had to seek refuge in the stable 
all night, and as it is bitterly cold in the 
winter you may be sure Simon did not feel 
very happy. Of course, those who had 
sent the lad there were not to blame; they 
did their utmost to find suitable situations 
for the boys. Arrangements had been 
made for this lad to attend school four 
months in the winter, working before and 
after school hours on the farm. He was 
indeed happy at the little school house near 
the pine woods on the hill, and delighted 
to join the other children tobogganing 
down the snow-covered slopes. Then on 
Sundays Simon would go some distance 
where a Sunday School was held, and in his 
humble way he would often pray to God 
whilst working in the fields. At evening 
time, after the day’s toil was over, he



41

would sometimes sit on the verandah and 
sing some hymns which he had learned, and 
sometimes as he thought of home and his 
dear mother he would silently weep.

In that farmhouse was a sister-in-law 
of the farmer, who was suffering with 
cer. One day she called the boy into her 
room and said, “My boy you will 
know the good you have done through 
coming here." “What good have I done?” 
said he.

a can-

never

“Since you have been here," said 
the suffering, dying woman, “I have ob
tained comfort and peace through your 
little hymns which you have been singing 
on the verandah," and a few days after 
she departed to that land where all is 
peace and where there is no more pain, no 
tears or death. So the gipsy boy had 
consciously been doing good, and you, 
reader, can do the same perhaps through 
singing those sweet hymns which 
know, or by visiting the sick and reading a 
portion of God’s word, or perhaps by tak
ing a bunch of flowers to them and saying a 
few sympathetic loving words. We can all 
do something—God has His divine plan 
concerning you. There is work for all, 
and if we join the unemployed ranks it is 
our own fault. There was a gipsy boy

un-
my

you
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with a deep longing for his mother and 
me, in a strange land among strangers 

»ut God had ordained that he should be 
he means °f farming light d

that troubled heart. It reminds us of the
», L° the ht.t!e servant Kiri in the land 

- yna, in the household of Naaman
she Jt3S PerhaPS 3n °rphan- and no doubt 
In far oî I'm ** t th°Ught °f ker hom"

If Samaria, but as she fulfilled her 
luties and waited upon Mrs. Naaman her 
a,th ,n the God of Israel remained firm 
It was no doubting testimony, but her firm 
assurance which cause,! her maX to 

e the journey to see the prophet Fli 
sha.to seek recovery from his leprosy The 
maid had said, “Would my Tord Jeîe 
with the prophet in Samaria, He would re- 
cover him of his leprosy ” and this h 11 statement from a üttie secant ,autd tt 
areat man to go an„ seek
which he eventually obtained. So can the 
youn, people today wl othm £

Æ&cr4sease of
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CHAPTER VII.

THERE’S NO PLACE LIKE HOME.
At the end of the first year Simon was 

engaged by another farmer, who was very 
kind to him, but after working two years 
in Canada the gipsy lad could resist the 
longings for mother and home no longer, 
and finding that he had saved enough to 
pay his fare he started on the return jour
ney. Arriving at Halifax, he discovered 
that the ship would not be sailing for two 
days; therefore he had to seek a lodging. 
Now he had ten shillings left after paying 
his fare, but was most anxious to take that 
sum home to his mother. After looking 
about the town he discovered » sailors’ 
home, and succeeded in procuring a free 
lodging there. The next day, not wishing 
to spend any of his scanty earnings, even 
in food, he went down to the quay, and 
seeing some passengers boarding a vessel, 
the lad offered to carry their luggage on 
board. By this means he soon managed to 
earn thirty cents—much to his delight. A 
loaf of bread and some cheese were suffi
cient to satisfy Simon until the next day, 
when the steamer “Brittanic” started
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homeward bound for Liverpool 
days the steerage accommodation was very

7 ' 1 he passengers were herded 
ogethc like cattle, and oftentimes the 

8at rnsphe7 !n the Steerage quarters was 
K- A lad like the subject of this 

story, who was used to open-air treat
ment, found it very trying indeed, and he 
preferred to sleep on an iron grating over 
the stokehdds. The food, too, was not in-

t‘n.gk en°ugh to even tempt the hungry 
and thankful was Simon when after 
rough voyage Liverpool 
Needless to say, his mother was very pleas
ed to see him once again, and, although he
iïSLtlSVÏ1ï"88 £° Kive her> the ,ad 

t that he had done his best, and deter-
mmed that he would strive to be a com
fort to his dear mother, who had so bravely 
worked to keep him and his younger broth^ 
ets since their father’s death. Of course 
these little fellows wanted to hear thé
tenahnStrreS Wjlich their br°ther had to 
ell about C anada, and no doubt they look

ed upon him as a hero. “
Simon

In those

a very 
was reached.

1 he next morning
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want work,” said he to the master, 
well,” said he,
"Now, right away,” said the lad, and so we 
find the boy, who had only arrived home 
at midnight, engaged for the noble sum of 
2àd. per hour at ten o’clock that morning. 
Some time after this we find the gipsy lad 
in the employ of a horse-dealer. This oc
cupation was more to his liking and he was 
very happy whilst handling young, high- 
spirited horses. Then wishing to 
little more of the world, he paid a visit to 
Holland, and from thence went to the 
United States of America. I cannot tell 
you now of all his adventures, for he be
came a rover and went to America sixteen 
times in connection with the horse-dealing 
business, also travelling through Texas and 
Mexico, and Central America.

This little story is written to tell you of 
Simon’s adventures as a boy with the hope 
that it may encourage other boys to try 
and help their mothers and to trust in 
their mother’s God.

“Very
“When can you start?”

see a

Although he had been taught the right 
way by his mother, I am sorry to say Sim
on did not always walk in it. As he grew
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up and went out into the world 
thrown into the |]0 w<is

, , , company of wicked men
?"d on/ of the things which the gipsy |ad’ 
eained to do was to gamble and bet. Let 

uny lad who reads this little book beware 
of these ev,Is. It was in the cabin 
ship where Simon was first asked to make 
up the number at a game of cards, 
or fun, they said, and through commenc-

, ?• P av JUsl ^or *un the passion for 
gambling grew upon him until he became 
a slave to ,t. Many a promising career 
has been spoiled, many a life ruined 
a convict been made, and many hav’e com-
•md w mhr1 thTgh the evi,s of Getting 
and gambling, so beware! Sad to
lad neglected to
forgot to read the Bible
lad who does that is
there

on a

“Only

many

say, the 
place of worship, 
or to pray, and a 

sure to go wrong. But 
.. , t,me when he, like the pro-f*?’ Came t0 himself; he. like the sheep
th( r: aitray: hut calli^ out, the Good Shepherd heard him and rescued him
taking him back to the fold; and He is 
ready to do this for all who will call. Many
he mi Jt £,S giPSy b°y’S m°ther pray that 
he might become a Christian. God
only answered her prayer but He did
He made Simon

go to a

came a

not
more,

a preacher and in the next



47

story he will relate how he was called to be 
a gospel messenger.

TTT
sye







The Adventures of a Rolling 
Stone.

Hi! Gipsy Simon Smith,Evangelist.

A



The Adventures of a Rolling 
Stone.

People called me a rolling stone, but 
what could they expect from a gipsy? I 
was born on wheels, that is to say in 
van. I loved to travel and see other lands 
and other peoples. I had been in the 
ploy of a horse-trader in the city of Ixmdon 
for some time, when a strong desire to tra
vel came upon me, and I resolved to visit 
the l ni ted States. After purchasing my 
ticket to ( hicago, (which took me by Hol
land) I had just a few shillings left to pro
vide for my needs in the new country. We 
had a terrible voyage. A storm raged for 
a week. The food and accommodation 
were of the worst kind, for I did not go first- 
class. An American and myself were the 
only English-speaking people on board, and 
about the only English he used consisted of 
swear words; he cursed everybody and ev
erything. After being caged and ques
tioned on Ellis’s Island I landed in New 
York and proceeded from thence to Chi
cago. On my arrival there I noticed a 
well dressed man walking about outside

a cara-

em-

51
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the depot, and I asked him if he could di
rect me to 
heard.

a certain office of which I had 
He appeared to be 

offered to guide me to the 
office saying that he was going in that 
direction. I followed my guide until he 
opened a door and bade me walk in. Im
mediately I entered, the door was locked 
and I realized that I had been trapped by 
a sharper. The place I had

very politeand

. . , entered ap
peared to be a low drinking den, and my 
false guide called three others of his kind 
and I was quickly relieved of my small 
stock of money. As I walked once more 
along the streets, friendless, penniless and 
hungry, my first impressions of Chicago 
were anything but flattering. Then a 
boy came along shouting “Paper,” and be
hold in the corner of my vest pocket I dis
covered the price of a paper. Purchasing 
one, I looked down the situations vacant 
column, and there discovered the follow
ing advertisement: “Farm hands want
ed; enquire at the Kmployment Agency 
\ an lluren Street.” I found this office 
without any assistance from well dressed 
gentlemen, and entering stated

I

my wants.
1 he young man informed me that he could 
provide me with a situation, but that the
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fee was $2. I told him that I was strand
ed, and taking my bag, left the office, 
wondering what the next move should be. 
As I left the sidewalk I noticed a man eye
ing me in a suspicious manner. Now I 
was not eighteen years of age, but had 
done a little boxing and was quite ready to 
stand up to one man at a time; and said I 
to myself, “If this is a sharper I’ll give 
him something for his trouble.” Ap
proaching me he said “Are 
work?” you out of 

‘‘Yes, are you," said I. I did 
not speak very politely either. "I wanted 
someone to work for me,” said this man. 
Said I, “My friend, you are late, and the 
other fellow got ahead of you at the depot; 
he cleaned me out, you are only wasting 
your time on me; find someone that has 
something to lose.”

He then assured me that he 
honest man, a farmer who had 
f hicago, to the employment

was an 
come to 

agency to
procure a man, and that he was willing to 
engage me. Once again I assured him 
that I had nothing to lose, and as he ap
peared to be straightforward I agreed to 
work for him, on his farm. After this de
cision, he said: “We will go to the depot; 
I carry your bag,” and he reached out
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for it. “Hold 
things before.”

on,”
It suddenly dawned up- 

me that he might run off with the few 
dothes which I had. “Don’t you trust 
me. said the stranger. Just then I espied 
over the way a quick lunch counter, and I 
was very hungry. Now, thought I, if he will 
buy me a meal I will trust him and point- 
mg to the lunch room 1 said“I am hungry, 
if you buy me a meal I’ll come with you " 
He willingly consented. My new found 
friend then took me by train to a place 
called Prairie View, Illinois,where his fa....

situated. He proved himself a friend in 
need. Out of evil came good, for if I had 
not lost those few dollars at the hands of 
those sharpers, I should

said I, “I’ve lost

on

rmwas

ru v . never have met
t harhe Albrecht, who, afterwards with his
brother Herman, became like brothers to 
me. After about a year in Illinois I re
turned to England and continued 
horse-trader’s man. Gipsies are naturally 
fond of horse trading, and like the Arabs 
and Indians and other wandering tribes, 
are expert horsemen. I sometimes think 
of the days at Prairie View when, just for 
fun, to the consternation of my friends, I 
would mount an unbroken colt, and with
out bridle or saddle, go at a break neck

as a



66
speed over the fields. Before I was twen- 
y years of age I was back again in the 

! nIlU‘(l States Purchasing horses for traders 
>n London. England. I crossed the ocean 
a good many times in connection with thus 
business. It was a hard life, and one was 
compelled to mix up with hard characters 
men who would gamble, drink and curse’
I have known them to drink rum until 
they were just crazed and then fight each 
other with the empty bottles. More 
than once I have been the only sober man 
amongst the cattlemen and horsemen 
and have been compelled to lock myself up 
m the cabin away from those men who 
made the night hideous with their 
and curses. _ ,, groans
it ,, ,. L()ne coul(i only imagine what
Hell would be like under such circumstan
ces. In a wonderful way I have 
been kept from taking intoxicants all my 
ne, the desire has never come upon me 

It was a common thing to hear those 
say, “It’s no use asking him to drink ” 
1 made no profession of goodness, never 
attended a place of worship in those days
Mvrnmh thVib,e °r an>' books! 
My mother, who was one of God’s sweet-
Mt rmtS’,.^Uv Say to me each time I 
left home: My boy, I shall be praying for

men
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you, wherever you may be my prayers will 
follow you.” Her prayers haunted me. 
khe would pray over me, and out of respect 
for her I would kneel, as she commended 

to God’s keeping, before saying good 
bye. One morning, I remember getting 
up very early before she was awake, and 
creeping gently out of the house, made 
off to the vessel without saying goodbye. 
That prayer and the good-bye used to make 
me feel bad, and so I dodged them; but 
when I returned I had to promise mother 
that I would never do so again. With 
every twenty horses shipped across the 
Atlantic we were allowed to take one man 
as helper, who received a free return pas
sage and his food. Some times we would 
meet with strange characters working 
their passage. I remember one young man 
who worked for me, and when we return
ed to New York he insisted upon taking 
me to his home. I did so and judge of 
my surprise when he entered a magnificent 
mansion on Fifth Avenue. He had worked 
his passage to England just for mere love 
of adventure. Students from the various 
colleges,would also adopt this cheap means 
of visiting England during their vacation 
I remember one from Yale. He

me

J
came t

su
w

n
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me as we were loading horses in New York 
and said that he wanted to work his pas
sage to England. “It’s a rough job,"said I. 
He was a smart looking man with rather 
long hair. He said that he wished to 
his passage so that he could write 
entitled “Life on a cattle ship,” and he 
wanted to get first hand experience. “Come 
on board,

work
a story

you will get all the experience 
you want,’ said I. He began to get it 
when we got out to sea. He soon had a 
berth day, some people have several when 
at sea. One day I was attracted by hear
ing shouts from the end of the vessel where 
my horses stood. Thinking one of the 
animals had fallen I ran down, and there 
on a hatchway I saw my assistant on his 
knees, while a di 
by the hair with 
he brandished

m
one

an axe. It was a critical 
moment, and I was just in time to relieve 
him from his dangerous position. Said he 
That was a close shave.” I thought it ' 

nearly a hair cut, but could not refrain 
from remarking—“What a fine chapter 
that will make in your book of experience ” 
As fights were very common on board, and 
in order to protect myself from bullies I 
have often had to participate in them’

was

, I

3 n
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have known a drmk-soddened cattleman 
to h,t another over the head at the dinner 
table with a dish filled with hot greens. It 

unusual thing to have to strap 
of them down to their bunks when 
from delirium tremens, 
would steal the alcohol 
which

was no
some

suffering 
Oftentimes they 
and sweet-nitre

drink if 6 Thed f°r h°rse medicine' and 
drmk it There seems to be no limit to
he depths to which a person will sink 

through drink. I have heard people com
pare a drunkard to the beasts of the field 
t ,s an insult to the beasts. An animal"

then V ^ 11 hilS had pn°ugh to drink, 
then it quits; a drunkard does not
beasts of the field will not drink polluted 
uater; the drunkard drinks poisoned „
" hat heast will neglect and forsake it 
spring? Drink makes

The

water, 
s off- 
It is,, . ... a man a fiend.

Of heaven8 SPedaRy f°r keepinK People

Some
out

wealthy Mexican gentlemen en
gaged me to travel for them, and it was a 
welcome change to travel the prairies in
stead of the ocean. The life was by no 
means easy; sometimes I would not see a 
bed for weeks. Then in various parts of 
1141X100 1 dare not leave the horses 
were very valuable, for which 

moment, owinga

I
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to the presence of thieving half-breeds, 
who, if they could not steal a horse, would 
strip him off his tail and mane with which 
they could plait hair bridles.

In the city of Mexico I witnessed a bull 
fiKht, a popular sport there, and one which 
is engaged in on Sunday. As I 
bulls killed that afternoon, and these poor 
frenzied creatures killed eleven horses, I 
wondered how so many thousands of peo
ple, including ladies, could enjoy such 
slaughter-house scenes, and I vowed that 
my first visit should also be my last. Right 
near the bull baiting arena horse-racing was 
in full swing, and Sunday in Mexico seem
ed to be one great day of so called amuse
ments.

saw six

After I had become known as a trust
worthy horse traders man, for I had spent 
large sums of money for English traders, 
the Minister of Agriculture of Guate
mala sought for my services, and I 
found „ soon

myself taking horses from Chicago 
to that interesting portion of Central 
South America. We shipped from New 
Orleans across the Gulf of Mexico to Fort 
du Barries, thence overland to Guatamala 
( ity On the return journey I was com
pelled to take ship to British Honduras
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for a banana boat to take 
back to New Orleans
arrival of this vessel I

Newoïï rrr rSeXr 1 

was lying in a disused light-house" Cer's

good Samarir C° °U,red woman acted the
raTn water t' Hr^v 'T,d brin* me ««me
would h dnnk’ and some bread which
Is VJ ™'stened with eocoanut fat
with mvria I16! SUfrenng and tormented 
w th mynads of mosquitoes and sand-flies
! thought of my mother in her hi.mki '
"Dnn’ff C°Uld hear her parting words!

on orget, my boy,I shall pray for you 
wherever you go,” and I thought if /die
U wiflnbra1 Uri6d h an unknown grave 
it will break my mother’s heart I
very near death’s dark valley, and I uttT
ed la prayer something like this, “Oh God
l vemaUnrn°or:hfiyf0/ T> mercy, not fit to
nve and n t fit to dje> bu(. for ^
mother s sake spare my worthless lffe 

H I get home.” God heard that 
I had no desire to live only for 
sake. I was tired of my life and 
times wished that I never was'born. Why

me
Whilst waiting the 
was stricken with

un
prayer; 

mother’s 
some-
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should this have been? I was young 
strong, earning plenty of money, never a 
drunkard, or swearer; but the reason was 
this, I was a sinner, a rebel against God. 
I knew the right way but would not walk 
in it, my mother’s prayers continually 
came to my mind, and an accusing con
science made that which appeared to be 
sweet, to be bitter. I tried the broken cis
terns, but, ah! (he waters failed. I tried to 
crowd the world with its pleasures into 
iny heart, but all was vanity and vexation 
of spirit. I tried like the prodigal to get 
satisfaction from the husks, but found 
dissatisfaction.

After some time I was able to get about 
once more, a mere shadow of my former 
self. The quarantine officer refused to al
low me to leave Honduras for some time 
but eventuaHy I started for New Orleans. 
Whilst crossing the gulf 
heavy sea and 
board.

:

we encountered a 
a man was washed over- 

I determined to settle down, and 
crossing the States sailed from New York 
to England and home. It 
before I was some time 

sufficiently ^strong to 
engage in any kind of work. For a year I 
had charge of the machinery in a furrier’s 
factor} in London, but decided that the

was

I
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dose atmosphere was not suitable for mv
men h’ p •8°Ught S°me outdoor employ- 
ment. Heing very fond of horses and
earning that the cabmen of the city pm 

cured good wages,I obtained a driver's lie" 
ence and soon became a full-fledged London 

Ufi /t hrst 1 worked for an 
and hndmg that the business was a pro 
htable one I purchased a hansom cd> 
horse, etc and with a little horse-trading 

ow and then 1 derived a good income, 
tie is plenty of excitement and ad 

venture in the cab business in 
London. 1 he cabmen 
fine lot of

employer

a city like
on the whole, — are a

men, but perhaps some are not 
very select in their choice, of language and
5SÏr H r n' V* "m*n °t “'«normal 
thirsts. It is a life beset with many temp
tations, and I have seen many a smart
E-».-- fk * v»ry short Um™to 
the gutter. I remember handsome young 
fel ows who would appear on their cabï 
with the nattiest of silk hats, and dressed
boquLt0innthgentleman’With the ‘“evitable 
boquet m their coat, and of course with -,
cigar between their lips, who would
mentL TUt ^ his bri(,le were orna
mented with gay rosettes, and the harness
and trappings had to be polished till they

not
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glittered. ^ es, I have seen these fine 
young fellows gradually lose all pride in 
themselves or their outfit, until they have 
deteriorated into mere tramps, saloon 
hangers, or professional cadgers. Drink 
has done it, and gambling. I would work 
my cab seven days a week; and of course 
did not attend a place of worship.

Soon after I had decided to give up my 
roving life, I thought the best way to set
tle down would be to get married.

years I had been thinking of a young 
lady, but, owing to my wanderings, I had 

been able to broach the subject. It 
was not long before I proved that “where 
there’s a will there’s a way,’’ and in due 
time, Miss Blanche Mackenzie became my 
wife. People said she

Forsome

never

was too good for 
I knew that before they said it, and 

still know it. In my struggles, in my sor
rows, in my joys, in my disappointments, 
in my successes, in poverty or in plenty, 
she has proven herself to be a true helfv 
mate, a faithful companion, an ideal wife 
and a devoted mother. A good wife has 
often proved herself to be a man’s saviour. 
A good mother and a good wife are the 
( hoicest earthly gifts God can bestow up
on mankind. He has given me both.

me.

I
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■SSSS-ASSTi
{^eat change took place in 
”aP8 not a great 
an inward

my life. I’er-
external change, but truly 

one" f will relate as far as I 
an remember how this took place.

from darkness TO LIGHT
It was Sunday morning, I was nrenar

rg°nv', m>;•• o“
nt ets of fondon with my cab to work
day Vork ",Ce I,thought of giving up Sun- 
S, mre for the sake of being home 
with my wife and children than through
wJeheaT8 Hut ^ expenses

v ‘ -v lin<* trade was generally brisk
a daünofay' ? 1 W3S unwillin* to make U 
.ng tL reStl this articular morn- 

K there seemed to be a peculiar stillness 
when dear on the morning air I heard sonié 
one singing, Jesu Lover of my Soul, let me 
to Thy bosom fly.” Evidently a 
pie were having an open air sen 
the usual church service hour, and as I 
heard those words they seemed to pierce 
my very soul. Jesus loves my soul Jesus 
loves my soul, I could not shake it 
past life seemed to

peo-

off. My
a series nf i; • .appear before me like

68 of llv,n& Pictures, and I realized
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that in spite of my careless, indifferent 
and rebellious life, Jesus still loved my 
soul, and there that Sunday morning I de
termined to love Him who first loved me. 
Putting my horse back in the stable I vow
ed that never again would I break the .Sab
bath. Then came days of darkness, fight
ings within and fears without. An awful 
spiritual war was waging, the enemy of 
souls would not give me up without a 
struggle. It seems to me that Satan and 
his hosts were drawn up in battle array 
against the forces for good and righteous
ness. 1 was as one groping in the dark. 
Hearing that my cousin Gipsy Rodney 
Smith (formerly of the Free Church Coun
sel i was preaching at the Shoreditch Tab
ernacle (5 miles distant) 1 attended the 
Sunday evening service, and when the in
vitation was given for those who wished to 
obtain peace and joy, to make their way to 
the enquiry room, I was one of the first to 
go. I was ready to do anything, to go any
where, if only I could obtain that which 
Christian people said they posaessed. Still 
no light, still groping. Where and how 
would it all end? I felt like the man who 
saw men as trees; my spiritual vision was 
blurred. It seemed that I could not con-
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tinue in that condition much longer; death 
would have been welcome. Sunday came 
again. I determined to attend the nearest 
church, and if light and liberty could be 
obtained, I resolved to have it that night. 
I was not used to a place of worship, and 
felt uncomfortable. Everybody seemed 
to be looking at me. I chose the nearest 
empty seat to the door. The singing im
pressed me very much, I could scarcely 
keep the tears back; the sermon had ended, 
the people were asked to bow in prayer’ 
The minister (Rev. J. Walkey, Baptist) 
sked for a few moments silent prayer. As 

ve were bowing in that place of worship 
I cried unto God, “Oh God, give me light, 
give me the assurance of salvation, give it 
to me now before I leave this church." As 
I silently agonized the answer came, I felt 
that I had received what I had so long 
craved. Just then I felt a touch upon my 
shoulder. Looking up I saw the minister. 
He had left the pulpit and 
straight to me. Said he, “Are 
verted?"

I
1ü

was coming
you con- 

“How long?" 
“Just this

“Yes.” said I, 
was the next question, 
ment," I answered. Yes, that night the 
light came unto my soul.

mo-

I was indeed 
turned from darkness to light, from the

X
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power of Satan unto God. That night be
fore retiring I said to my wife,“It is a long 
while since I have said my prayers, I think 
I will commence now,” and kneeling down 
with her by my side we commenced to try 
and live our Christianity in the home. The 
neglected Bible soon became a much read 
book, it was a lamp to my feet, my constant 
companion, a guide book. To its author I 
turned for all things, for to whom else can 
ve go? He hath the words of Eternal 
.ife. He giveth wisdom and understand

ing to the foolish and ignorant, through 
the Great Teacher, the Holy Ghost. When 
I first began to read the Bible on the cab 
rank the drivers made fun. They said it 
would soon wear off, and declared it was 
impossible for a cabby to live a Christian 
life. I said that although it was hard, yet 
I believed it was possible, and by God’s 
help I would stand my ground. There 
were many things to give up, such as Sun
day work, and that included work after 
twelve o’clock on Saturday nights. This 
meant a considerable decrease in my earn
ings. I had also to be very careful about 
overcharging people, as I knew that would 
be dishonest. Thus in a very short time I 
discovered that my business, instead of



6K

being profitable, was becoming unprofit
able. Hut then, “What shall it profit a 
man, though he gain the whole world and 
lose his own soul?” What we lose here 
cannot be compared with that which we 
shall gain in the life beyond, and even here 
we are amply rewarded, for we have the 
sweet consciousness of knowing that we 
have peace with God through our Lord 
Jesus Christ. Who can value Eternal 
Life. Does this world contain enough 
wealth to purchase it? Yet it is given 
freely by God to the repentant believer. 
My mother was delighted to hear of my 
conversion. She had continually prayed 
for me, and after many years of patient 
waiting her prayers were answered. I felt 
that so many years had been wasted, I 
must try and do my utmost to strive to 
make some amends for the past. I be- 
came a member of a church, and also joined 
the Christian Endeavor and received much 
spiritual help thereby. It was there in 
those little gatherings that I was uncon
sciously training to become a missionary.
1 very soon discovered that the 
Christian life is a fight, and that 
as a cab driver 1 was in the thick of it. 
t ightings within and without, temptati

I

ons
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on every hand.
“when I would do good evil was present 
with me.” But I was not alone; “Lo I am 
with you always,” applied to me as I plied 
for hire through London’s streets, just as 
much as it did to those disciples who saw 
Him in the flesh. It was not easy, but 
quite possible to live the Christian life, 
and should this meet the eyes of one who 
has the desire to live a Christian life, but 
who doubts the possibility of doing so 
amidst their present surroundings, let me 
tell you right here that Christ will carry 
you through. His grace will be sufficient. 
The eyes of the world are focussed upon 
the professing Christians, and they are ex
pected to practice what they preach. Deeds 
will silence the critic when mere words will 
fail. My horse-dealing reputation was 
against me. The cabmen said “What! 
him a Christian; you had better look out if 
he sells you a horse.” You see I used to 
buy horses with bad characters, and acted 
as a kind of missionary to them,doing my 
utmost to convert them. The trouble was, 
that people would buy them before they 
had really turned from their evil ways; 
therefore if they kicked,gibbed, or resorted 
to any of the little tricks which horses are

Oftentimes I felt that
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subject to, of course their back-slidings 
were laid to my charge. The baker, who 
especially wanted a quiet horse, grumbled 
because the one he bought of me would per
sist in lying down in the road; some peo
ple are so hard to please. Then the cab
man to whom I sold a horse and cab, he 
blamed me because one day when he was 
driving a somewhat stout lady and gentle- 

the cab happened to separate in the 
middle, and the horse walking off with the 
shafts and dashboard left him and his fare 
on their backs on the street. So you see I 
had to live all this down, and perhaps it is 
no wonder the drivers doubted my sincer
ity at first. Before the advent of the taxi
cab I do not think any class of man had 
more invitations to drink than the London 
cabby. There are good and bad in all, 
and there are many cabdrivers who are 
gentlemen in the highest sense of the word, 
fis true, his bump for receiving gifts is 
ery much developed, but who can won

der at this, when we remember that often
times he has to stand for hours shivering 
with cold, only to be called off to earn one 
shilling, or perhaps half the day is taken up 
driving sharpers, who eventually bilk or 
cheat the cabby of his fare.

man

I found it
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very difficult sometimes to refuse the many 
invitations which I received to drink. 
Some drivers declared that I would never 
survive a winter without taking something 
hot. But, alas! I saw many fine fellows 
come to a premature end through this false 
notion. Most of my customers were peo
ple who seemed to think that a cabman 
could never say “No,” to an invitation to 
drink. I was obliged to follow some of 
them into the saloons, for I had learned by 
experience that some would wander out by 
another door and omit to pay. When 
drunken folks engaged me I used to make 
it a rule to take the fare before starting, 
and before my conversion I found that 
with a little persuasion they would pay 
again at the end of the journey. Of course 
there was the humerous side. One man 
the worse for drink once entered my cab, 
I said, “Where to, sir?” He said “Oh, any
where”! “That will be two shillings” said I. 
He paid, and not thinking it worth while 
to tire my horse, I just went round the 
corner. “Here we are,” said I. “Where 
are we,” said my fare: “Oh anywhere, 
out you get,” said I: I did not 
leave off working at the race courses im
mediately after my conversion. Having
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Riven up gambling and betting, I did not 
think there was any harm in following in

occupation, but eventually I determined 
to give it up. The bad language, drinking 
and betting which is inseparable from 
ing, did not tend to strengthen me in the 
Faith. The drivers said it was impossible 
for me to live the Christian life as a cab
man, but time proved that they were wrong 
for by God’s grace I not only lived it, but 

able to witness before many who were 
familiar with my history. My first testi
mony at the street corner was something 
like this: “You fellows know what I have 
been, but it does not matter what I 
it’s what I am that counts, 
right and live right, but may make mis
takes.

my

rac-

was

was, 
I want to do

If any of you see me go wrong, 
please tell me, and I’ll try by God’s help 
to do the right.” Having joined church, 
for all new converts should do this, I daily 
fed upon the Word of God, and whenever 

opportunity offered I would witness for 
my Master. Begging back numbers of 
religious weeklies I would distribute them 
to the men in the public houses. I felt 
that I must be doing something to win 

I had many discouragements, es
pecially from those who were profe sed

an
I

others.
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Christians. Because I would speak at 
small missions and at street corners they 
spoke of my inexperience, and hinted at 
presumption. I would go several miles to 
speak at some of these places, without any 
thought of remuneration, and glad to have 
the opportunity to preach the gospel. All 
this was valuable experience and helpful 
training.

It is no easy thing for a man 25 years of 
age who has never had a book in his hands 
for years, and has not exercised his mental 
powers beyond the means and ways of pro
curing a living, to settle down to study. 
My first two books cost a penny, I secured 
them from a heap of old books in a London 
market. One was a small Webster’s dic
tionary, without a cover, the other was 
called "The Theological Instructor." I 
still possess the latter, and have yet to find 
its superior. After this I purchased for a 
few pence some of Paley’s works, but 
soon had to give them up for something 
more easy to digest. Nicholls Helps 
proved a great help to me, and all students 
should procure this work. To the young 
man whose means are limited, but who has 
a desire to be able to give a reason for the 
hope which is within him, take the book of
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all books, the Bible, a good concordance 
and a dictionary; let the Great Teacher be 
yours, and there is no reason why you 
should not become efficient enough to teach 
others. Learn to do your own thinking. 
A great many teachers are engaged in 
ond hand business, I know some good 
things are worth repeating, but we need 
not go in for it wholesale. Commentaries, 
and the multitudinous helps which exist 
to-day may be a blessing, but if 
not careful they will make you mentally 
lazy, and the tendency will be to study 
them more than the Scriptures.

A few' months after my conversion, a 
London City Missionary prevailed

sec-

you are

upon
me to promise to speak at his hall. It was 
quite a shock to me when on reaching the 
building I saw on a poster outside,the an
nouncement that "Gipsy Simon Smith 
would be the speaker." About three hun
dred people crowded into the building 
and with great fear and trembling I told 
what God had done. Two drunkards oc
cupied a front seat and they encouraged 
me with such remarks as “that’s right, 
Simon,” and when I was through they 
wanted to applaud. One night I travelled 
several miles to speak to cabdrivers at a
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midnight supper, and very soon the desire 
to preach the gospel grew upon me to 
such an extent that I would welcome every 
opportunity of preaching it in small mis
sion rooms, or at open air services. In or
der to develop my humble talents I be
came a member of “The Christian Cru
sader’s Band,” whose headquarters was 
“The Stratford Conference Hall.” This 
band of men and women would supply 
preachers for the numerous small mission 
halls in and around London. VV'e looked 
for no earthly reward, “The love of Christ 
constrained us.” I have spent my last 
penny many times to pay my fare to some 
place where I had been asked to speak, and 
somehow many of the church secretaries 
were forgetful; they never asked me wheth
er I walked, flew or rode on a car. I 
preached twice at one large church and re
ceived one shilling for expenses, 
people began to hear of me and invitations 
began to come in from outside sources. I 
was still following my occupation, when I 
received my first invitation to conduct a 
special mission. Now for some time 
retly I had longed to become an evange
list. It would occupy my thoughts for 
days, and I would dream of it at night, but

Soon

sec-

■ L
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when the actual opportunity arrived I felt 
altogether incompetent, but seeking help 
from God I decided to go in His strength. 
It was in a small place of worship outside of 
Tunbridge Wells, England, and although 
inexperienced and unlearned, yet for eight 
days 1 was enabled to tell the old story of 
redeeming love, and some professed con
version. This made me anxious to con
tinue in the work and soon I was conducting 
ing another mission in a hall at Custom 
House, in the dock district of London. The 
first night about 20 hooligans, rough no
torious characters, came into the service 
bent on mischief, but a transformation 
scene took place, for those who came in to 
scoff remained to pray. It was indeed en
couraging on the last night of the mission 
to hear those converted roughs sing at my 
request "Happy Day, when Jesus washed 
my sins away.”

Most of my business as a cab driver be
ing done at night I was not always able to 
attend the week evening services, 1 there
fore determined to give up the cab busi
ness and find some other employment, 
which would leave me free in the evening 
to study, speak, or attend meetings. God 
opened up the way for me to have my

:
.
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heart’s desire. There is an old and true 
saying that "(iod helps those who help 
themselves." Hearing that a certain 
butcher had several horses, and 
that he had not a regular man to look after 
them, I made it my business to walk by his 
store one morning as he stood outside. I 
talked horse to him, and suggested that a 
master who allowed his horses to be ne
glect? ! for the sake of saving one man’s 
wage,was a penny wise and a pound fool
ish, and that if he trusted half a dozen peo
ple to fet-d them they probably would never 
be fed at all, as one would leave it for an
other, etc. He said he did not need a man. 
1 said 1 thought he did, and that I would 
call round the next morning. Then I went 
to work and prayed. I want to state here 
for the benefit of my Canadian and Ameri
can readers that it is a very hard matter to 
procure work of any kind in London or in 
any part of (ireat Britain. I was there the 
next morning. Have you decided to 
give me a job, sir," said 1. "Well," he said, 
"I bought a horse the other day and he 
won’t suit; the men are afraid of him." I 
felt like saying "Praise the ls»rd." I want 
you to take him back and help me to select 
another, "[could not refrain from saying

:

I
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he would find me very useful if he had 
roujfh horses as I was quite used to them. 
My prayers and efforts were rewarded and 
I became duly installed as a horse-keeper, 
working with my hands in the day and 
studying at night, until after passing the 
necessary preliminary examinations, I gave 
up my work, went to study at Richmond 
(not Richmond College) and eventually 
was accepted as a London City Missionary. 
The London City Mission Society is a 
well known unsectarian and inter-denom
inational move mint of 75 years standing. 
Honored names such as the Earl of Shafts- 
bury, Sir George Williams, Sir Ernest 
Tritton and many others are connected 
with it. Over 400 missionaries 
ployed in the great cluster of cities called 

Each missionary after passing 
the entering examination has to go through 
a two years theological course, so that ev
ery man may be well fitted for the all im
portant work of winning souls. The funda
mental truths of Christianity, Doctrines, 
Evidences, and how to win souls, are the 
chief subjects for study. No time is wast
ed on trimming*, or fancy work. The 
I/ondon City Mission has to meet all kinds 
of men at their work, and all kinds of peo-

are em-

London.
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pie in their homes, for he is a house to house 
visitor, and the studies are to fit him to be 
more of a reacher than a preacher. Some 
of the grandest men I know are numbered 
with those missionaries. Yes, they can 
preach, too, and don’t they know their 
Bibles. They are known as the man with 
the Book, and every missionary is a spec
ialist. My first District was in the slums 
of Somerstown, St. I’ancras. Somerstown 
with its basements and attics, its drunken
ness and sin, its poverty and squalor, its 
misery and woes, yet Somerstown with its 
great possibilities, its souls to be won for 
Him who came to seek that which was lost. 
I soon found that the work of a missionary 
was far harder than steering a cab through 
a network of traffic. At first I was taken 
for the rent collector, the insurance man, 
the tally man, and the boys would say, 
“Billo, here’s a tec.” 
people discovered who and what I was, 
and I had the joy of leading many of them 
to Him who came to preach the Gospel to 
the poor. You who dwell in luxurious 
homes, who have everything that heart 
can desire, think of the slum-dweller; gen
erally a family in every room. Think of it, 
nine and ten in a room, and then can you

But very soon the
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wonder at the children growing up as they 
do, the offspring of drunkards in many 
cases, their lives warped by their environ
ments, with heredity, like a grim spectre 
ever dogging their footsteps. The marvel 
to me is that they ever live sober, virtuous 
lives at all. Yet there are many who in 
spite of all this, are living true Christian 
lives. They are found in the London City 
Mission Halls which are scattered about 
this great cluster of cities. "Where sin a- 
hounds, (irace doth much more abound," 
and some of (iod’s sweetest saints can be 
found living in some of the dim back rooms 
of the slums. All the slum dwellers are 
not drunkards and unclean persons. Many 
of them date the change in their lives from 
the time when the missionary first visited 
them, and amidst abject poverty they seek 
to serve Cod. In one damp basement 
room 1 found a family of five who were par
taking of a dinner consisting of two-penny 
worth of bones and a penny worth of pot
herbs stewed up, and after dinner they sold 
the bones for a halfpenny. That’s econ
omy with a vengeance. They were"Chris
tians. The husband, owing to rheuma
tism, was unable to work, and the wife 
managed to earn enough by office cleaning

■
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to keep them from starvation. In another 
room I discovered a crippled blind woman, 
and after making myself useful by clean
ing her room I read to her of Him Who 
made the blind to see. So one could fill a 
book with such cases, but these are suffic
ient to show the reader what the slum mis
sionary encounters. Oftentimes I have 
been discouraged, and the tales of distress 
and sorrow have depressed us until it 
seems impossible to hear any more. Pray
ing with, and trying to comfort the sick 
in dark, stuffy rooms, not daring to sit 
down in many, which were swarming with 
insects. Trying to comfort the grief- 
stricken as they stood by the bedside of the 
dying, or gazing into the faces of the dead. 
Yes the London City Missionary knows a 
little of the tragedy of life. The crushed 
lives and bleeding hearts might well make 
his heart and his eyes swim with tears, and 
were it not for the presence of the Com
forter he would surely like his Master, 
die of a broken heart. Truly he hath 
borne our griefs and carried our sorrows. 
And as we go forth with the Sovereign 
remedy for every ill, ami proclaim the glad 
tidings of great joy, we see the mourners 
smiling through their tears, the bruised

*
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hearts are healed, captives are set free, the 
blind eyes are opened, sinners are trans
formed into saints, and there is joy in the 
presence of the angels of God over their re
pentance. I have heard people talk of 
hopeless cases; the missionary is an optim- 
lst and blots out the word hopeless from 
his dictionary. The Bible tells us how 
Christ healed the hopeless cases; when 
everybody and everything had failed, He 
triumphed. We may fail, our methods, 
our plans. But Christ never fails.
Him all things are possible. r 
man or woman has a soul, and that soul is 
as precious to God as the soul which is en
circled by a Royal Body. If we could only 
learn to look beyond the outer cover, be
yond the marks of sin, beyond the rags and 
dirt, and see the soul for which Jesus Christ 
died, then we would strain every nerve to 
bring them to Him. What the Church of 
Christ needs is a baptism of love, then we 
like our Master will seek to save the lost. 
He stooped to save fallen humanity and if 
we want to do any lifting we must stoop. 
Pride and self must go. He humbled 
himself even unto death, and He left us an 
example that we should follow in His steps. 
True Christianity is summed

with
The vilest

up in the
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eleventh commandment, Love to God and 
to your neighbor. "This do and thou shall 
live.” After spending nearly six years as a 
missionary, having conducted special meet
ings at various places, and realizing that 
God has called me to do the work of an evan
gelist, I resigned, in order to be free to go 
where ever God should guide me. I owe 
much to the London City Mission. This 
society gave me charge of a hall, and there
fore afforded me splendid opportunities of 
developing the gifts which were in me. All 
my life I shall be grateful to the Rev. Mar
tin Anstey, who was theological instructor 
to the students. To resign was indeed a 
sacrifice; an evangelist must be ready to 
give up home, wife and children, and must 
practically live by faith. The Master said,
“If any man will come after me, let him 
deny himself." Therefore I obeyed, 
said, “Here am I Lord, send me,” and He 
said “Go.” And now in the pulpit or field, 
to the refined or to the gipsies in their 
camps, I preach the Gospel of Christ, 
which is the power of God unto salvation 
to everyone that believeth.

Should this little book fall into the 
hands of one who, like myself, was burden
ed with sin, whose surroundings seem to

83
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make it impossible to live right,let this 
courage you to trust in Him who found me 
in a desert land, and in a wild howling 
wilderness. He led me about and instruct
ed me and keeps me as the apple of His eye. 
He who saves keeps and uses, and what He 
has done for me he can do for you; yea, and 
more, if you will but make a full surrender. 
He brought me from darkness to light, 
from the power of Satan to Cod, from the 
hansom cab to the platform;to Him be the 
glory. It was whilst engaged as a mission
ary that I was requested to speak before 
Their Highnesses the Duke and Duchess of 
( onnaught, the Princess Patricia and 
assembly of 200 titled people at the resi
dence of Mr. Waldorf Astor at Cliveden, 
England. His Highness afterwards shak
ing me by the hand wished 
cess in my work. Another privilege 
that of speaking in the Créât Queen Hall, 
Ijangham Place, London, at the annual 
meeting of th» London City Mission in 
company with such noted men as Rev. 
Campbell Morgan, of Westminster; at Cax- 
ton Hall, London, at a meeting of all the 
London City Missionaries, The Royal Hu
mane Society’s award was presented to 
for saving a lad's life at sea I also received

en-

an

me every suc- 
was

me
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a presentation from the Chief of Police at 
Scotland Yard for catching, and handing 
over to the police a noted and dangerous 
criminal, who as a kind of souvenir left 
his teeth marks in my leg. On one 
ion whilst on

occas-
my missionary rounds, I 

wrestled with a madman in his room, who 
tried to commit suicide. I spent another 
night with a drink fiend who, armed with 
an axe, threatened to kill his two children 
and would have done so had I not thrown 
him on the floor and sat on him. Even a 
missionary gets his share of excitement.
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Called to Be An Evangelist

After serving six years as a missionary, 
I continually received invitations to visit 
churches in various parts of the country,and 
1 began to think I could do more good 
evangelistthan as a missionary stationed in 
London. Oftentimes I seemed tohear“Simon 
follow me and I will you make a fisher of 
men.”

as an

for several months I was unsettled 
betwixt doubts and fears as to the course I 
should pursue. Like the people of old I 
wanted a sign. It was no light thing for 
me with a small family to support, to decide 
to send in my resignation. My salary, 
though not a large one, was sure, and my 
position for life was assured. But to go 
forth as an evangelist might mean hard
ships for those I loved, I knew if God called 

he would make provision, but I wanted 
to be quite sure that He was calling, and 
that I was not merely following out my 
own inclinations,so Iprayed,“Lordsendme 
six invitations from six churches to conduct 
special missions in various parts, and this 
shall be a sign.” The six letters came,and I 
handed in my resignation to the London City 
Mission Society. Some of my best friends

me
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prophesied failure, they spoke of the risk; 
I said I would rather try and fail then never 
try at all. They spoke of sickness, and my 
inability to cope with any such set back be
cause of my penniless condition. 1 knew 
the Lord had ca’led me and that He could 
preserve my body and shield it from sick
ness (and to this day he has permitted me 
to keep every appointment). I was sorry 
to sever my connection with this noble so
ciety. What would London do with its 
teeming millions without it?

The Rev. Martin, M. A., B. D., and 
the Rev. T. S. Hutchinson, M. A.,were my 
faithful friends and advisers. Any stranger 
visiting London will be most welcome at 3 
Bridewell Place, and if you want exper
ience first hand, spend a day or two with a 
slum missionary. From the outset the Lord 
blessed my humble efforts as an evan
gelist. Some people at first were disap
pointed because I did not resemble the av
erage gipsy. While standing in the vesti
bule of a Presbyterian Church in London 
one night a lady approached me and said 
“Who is this gipsy, is it the one I have read 
so much about?” “No,” said I, “This man 
is first cousin to a better known evange
list.” “Oh, you seem to know him, what
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do you think of his preaching?” questioned 
the lady. “Not much,” I answered, mak
ing a brave effort to refrain from laughing. 
When I ascended the pulpit steps no doubt 
that lady thought things. In churches of 
various denominations I conducted special 
missions in England, Wales and Ireland, 
and large crowds gathered to hear the 
Word. In some thickly populated districts 
such as Kilburn, Willesden, and other 
places around London, a midnight march 
and meetings would be arranged in order 
to reach those who frequented the drink 
shops. Securing the help of the Salvation 
Army Rand, I rode a horse at the head of 
the procession, and with advance scouts 
distributing invitation tickets we paraded 
the streets. I have seen hundreds of drunk
ards and low characters at those meetings, 
and many of those who entered the church 
drunk would go out sober. Many of them 
would weep under the influence of some 
old hymn, or a solo about mother, and 
several would request prayer on their be
half. Great tact must be exercised at 
such meetings, plenty of variety and not 
too much preaching.

Many a man to-day is living a changed 
life through some of those midnight ser-
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vices. Sometimes we had disturbances, 
but one of the leading spirits present would 
generally arise and in no uncertain way 
would insist upon order. On one occasion a 
man was extra troublesome, when another 
one half drunk arose and turning to me said 
“Shall I show him our governor?” I sug
gested that we had better give the offender 
another chance, and as he apparently did 
not want a rough handling his behaviour 
after that was good. I remember conduct
ing one midnight meeting. The hall was 
crowded with a very rough lot of men 
and women, and I had sung two solos (the 
very lowest seem to love singing), when I 
was just about to bring the meeting to an 
end, for it was past one Sunday morning, 
and I had to rest, and preach that day, a 
man arose and said, “Mr. Chairman, 1 
votes that you sing us another solo before 
we go, and if you do we’ll pass around the 
hat.’This was applauded by the audience. 
I complied with the request and sure 
enough he passed around the hat and 
those poor people gave over four shil
lings. We had supplied them all with a 
cup of coffee and cake. On another occa
sion I was told at the commencement of 
the service that a -notorious pugilist was

/

I,
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present, and that he meant mischief; he 
was the leader of a gang and had come to 
hg . After a whispered prayer I went 
strmght to him and said,-"I may need some 
help here to-night, there may be some dis
turbance; you are the cleverest man with 
your fists around these parts, I want you to 
come and sit with me on the platform and 
between the two of us I think we shall be 
able to keep order.” He fell into the trap, 

never had a quieter meeting. He felt his 
responsibility and was on his best behav
iour nobody dared risk his displeasure by 
misbehaving.

For the Y. M. C. A. counsel of Wales 
successful meetings were held in various 
towns, and in places like Abergyup 1500 
miners gathered, and it was indeed an in
spiration to hear them sing as only the peo
ple of Wales can. Argyle Chapel and Albert 
Hall, Swansea, were other places where 

of refreshing were experienced, and 
in the Sandy Row Immanuel Hall, Belfast, 
a notable series of services were held! 
Early in 1912 I received my first invitation 
pu f^]t Canada from Rev. Dr. Martin,
1 h" u- of Montreal. The old Mount Cal
vary Church had been demolished, and 
the new building at West Mount not being

seasons



94 .

completed, I was invited to speak in a 
tent for three weeks during July. Not
withstanding the heat wave the attend
ance and interest were good and toward 
the close of the mission it is estimated 
that 800 to 1000 people were present inside 
and outside the tent, which really seated 
700 people.

In 1913 I received a letter from Mr. 
Morley McLaughan, of St. John, N. B., 
asking if I would visit the Maritime pro
vinces and on what terms. I answered 
that I was quite willing to visit a number 
of churches and that I would make no 
charge, but that I would trust the people 
to pay me in the shape of a thank offering 
the last night of each mission, for I believe 
if people get a blessing they are ready to 
pay for it, and when I visit a church I wish 
to help financially as well as spiritually; 
and I have come to the conclusion that 
some people may have occasion to brand 
some evangelists as money seekers, instead 
of soul seekers. Mr. Morley McLaughlan 
spared no effort in arranging a three 
months campaign for me, and in many 
ways he proved himself a Christain bro
ther,'and one whom I am proud to call my 
friend. St. John (Portland St., Metho-

,

t
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flist) was the scene of the opening mission 
which continued for twelve days and to
ward the close hundreds failed 
admission. to gain

... Sackville was the next, and 
there, although a scattered country district 
over 1000 people crowded into the church, 
rhen came New Glasgow. The mission 
started in the Methodist church which 
proved too small, we then continued in 
the St Andrew’s Presb yterian.and on Sun
day adjourned to the Academy of Music 
where 1200 people gathered, still hundreds 
faded to gain admission. Newcastle Bap- 
tist Church, Halifax, and other places were 
also visited, and the largest buildings 
proved too small toward the close of each 
mission. I do not adopt or believe in 
sational methods, I never yet suffered 
with swelled head enough to think that I 
was an eloquent preacher, and although 
people like my singing of solos I do 
pose as a good singer. Then why these 
crowds. They do not come to look at a 
gipsy, because I do not resemble one; and 
sometimes I thank God that I do not, for 
anything that would attract the people’s 
attention from God to me would be a hind
rance instead of a help. In the words of 
John I would

sen-

not

say “Behold the Lamb of
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God/' not me. No, these crowds coming 
together night after night proved that 
His touch has still its ancient power, and 
that the Gospel is not yet played out, that 
it is still the power of God unto salvation 
to every one that believeth. Many people, 
especially those who are of an excitable 
nature,would not approve of my methods. 
Some have the idea that every evangelist 
should shout a great deal, and stalk about 
the platform like a captain walking the 
bridge of a vessel, and that unless a man 
raves and tears his hair and behaves like 
a jack-in-the-box he cannot be in earnest. 
Prespiration and inspiration are two differ
ent things. I am not seeking to condemn 
other evangelistic m hods but I must be 
Simon Smith and not somebody else. 
And if I am to do things decently and in 
order I must do it quietly. Some people 
wonder why I do not make a practice of 
having after meetings. I do sometimes. 
I consider that when I have delivered the 
message, that is all I can do. I cannot save 
the people, and if after hearing that mes
sage they still refuse to surrender to God, 
the responsibility rests with them, not 
me. The undue pressure brought to bear 
upon people in some after meetings, the
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asking of Christians to stand or raise 
the hand, is to say the least, taking an un
fair advantage, and has caused many per
sons to act a lie. Too often have evange
lists been measured by results attending 
their efforts. If people would only re
member that one may sow, another may 
water, but God giveth the increase, they 
would learn not to measure the good done 
by the immediate visible results. It were 
far better to know that one, after count
ing the cost,had placed his feet firmly upon 
the rock, than to see a hundred in a mo
ment of excitement, or through undue 
pressure make a profession from which 
they would be turned by the first adverse 
wind. The evangelist who wants, to use 
a common expression “to boss the whole 
show” has often been the means of bringing 
contempt upon himself and the noble 
profession which he represents. I heard 
a noted evangelist once say “I would not 
allow any one to come between me and my 
audience,’’and as I heard him, I wondered 
whether he would even allow the Holy 
Spirit to come between himself and the 
people. Surely God could use somebody’s 
sweet voice in the singing of a solo, or 
some faithful minister’s earnest prayer just
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aa well, and perhaps better than He could 
he evangelist. I look upon the profession 

of an Evangelist, as that of a helper, a kind 
of Spiritual handyman. A farmer may be 
able to sow his seed without assistance, 
but at the time of reaping he engages help 
to gather in the sheaves. Even so the 
evangelist is the hired helper, engaged to 
assist in reaping the spiritual harvest. No 
evangelist has any right to say “These 
were my converts” let him say “Our con- 
verts for “We are labourers together 
with hrist, ”we all have a hand in the work 
and no man has a right to take the praise 
o himself. Our Lord left us an example 

that we should follow in His steps. He de
livered His message and left the people to 
think oyer it. He would not shout 
turn His house into a kind of 
circus, He 
not disorder.

i

nor
second rate 

was the author of order,
T». ^or the repentant sinner
His messages were those of love, for the 
hypocrite they were words of condemna- 
tion As an evangelist I have, in my 
stumbling way, tried to follow Him I 
feel like one who has said “I’m not as good 
as I ought to be and not as good as I hope 
to be, but I m a great deal better than I 
used to be.” So in spite of my unworth-

:
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iness, I press on toward the mark for the 
prize.

Being very much interested in the wel
fare of my own people, the gipsies of Eng
land, thousands of whom still dwell in 
tents and caravans, and are practically 
heathens, I devoted as much of my time 
as I could spare each summer to do mission 
work amongst them. Lack of funds prov
ed a great hindrance, as I needed a mission 
van and tent, but by train and cycle I was 
enabled to visit many of the camps in 
various parts of the country and many 
heard the Gospel message. In the midst of 
one large permanent camp I purchased a 
piece of land, hoping some day to be able 
to erect thereon a small meeting room 
especially for the gipsies’ use. During my 
first visit to the Maritime Provinces of
Canada I received so many letters from 
ministers all over the country asking for 
my assistance, that I realized that God 
was opening up a larger sphere of labour 
for me, and I decided to cross the sea with 
my wife and children, making our home in 
Truro, N. S., until such time as I should re
ceive a further commission from God. And 
as I pen these concluding lines I realize the 
harvest truly is plenteous but the labour-
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ers are few. My humble life and talents 
belong to God. I often wonder what He 
could see in me, to call me to such a sacred 
work. I the chief of sinners, yet saved by 
Grace. I, the least of all the apostles, un
worthy of the name, yet he hath deigned to 
use me. While I live I’ll praise Him, while 
this stammering tongue can utter a sound 
it shall Proclaim the story of his matchless

,VVhlle this voice can form a note 
it shall be spent in His service. Oh the 
wonderful love of God, He daily Ioadeth 
us with benefits. He found me in a desert 
place in a waste, howling wilderness. He 
led me about and instructed 
keeps me as the apple of His me, He

. , eye. And as
you read the account of how God made 
the gispy a preacher, how he called 
from darkness to light, and has used the 
weak things of this earth to confound the 
mighty, there may have come a longing in 
your soul, a desire to live a better, a nob
ler, a more useful life. Surely if God can 
use a gipsy with his limited talents, he can 
use you with yours which are so many.

, ,lls simPle account of his wonder 
working power inspire you to consecrate 
your life to His service, and when life’s 
journey is ended and the roll isL_

me

called up
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yonder, look out for a sinner saved by 
Grace, who on earth was known as “Gip
sy” Simon Smith.

Truro, N. S.; Canada, 1914.

HE KNOWETH THE WAY I TAKE.

'Mid weariness and pain, there cometh 
peace and rest;

To those who learn to say, Dear Lord, Thy 
will is best.

Through tear bedimmed eyes, we see a vis
ion bright;

And sorrow’s darksome vale becomes suf
fused with light.

Beyond the thunder clouds, somewhere 
the sun doth shine;

Beyond earth’s trouble, doubts and fe. rs, 
a Love Divine.

God lives, and knows, trust on He careth, 
yes, for thee;

Take up Thy cross, obey His loving call 
“Follow thou Me.”
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The Story of the Original Gipsy 
Smith Brothers.

BY ONE OF THEM.
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The Story of The Original Gipsy 

Smith Brothers.

Dear Readers:—

Many people have heard my cousin 
Ciipsy Rodney Smith and myse f speak of 
our fathers, the original converted gipsy 
brothers, who were, by the Grace of God, 
transformed from wild men of the forest 
into preachers of the Gospel. I have heard 
my father and his brother preaching in 
meadows and in churches, and although 
they were unlearned and ignorant men, 
yet I have seen multitudes moved like a 
field of corn before the winds, for they 
were Spirit filled, and Spirit taught. They 
spake as the Spirit gave them utterance. 
My father could not tell A from B, but 
God gave him a wonderful memory, and 
he could quote Scripture better than 
who had a theological training, 
men lived very close to God. They 
diamonds in the rough, they trusted God 
and relied upon him for all things 
child would trust an earthly parent. They 
were called to be Evangelists, and went

some
These

were

as a
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forth to do God’s work without ever ask
ing for pay. During my visits to the vari
ous churches of Great Britain I have met 
hundreds of people who were converted 
through the testimony of these humble 
servants of God. The only survivor is my 
Uncle Cornelius, he is 53 years of age, and 
lives at Cambridge, England. To be in his 
presence, to hear him pray, is indeed an in
spiration. During a recent visit, his fare
well words to me were “Preach Christ, be 
faithful and God will bless you.” 
brothers were converted together, and 
worked together till death intervened. 
They were known as the “Converted Gip
sies.”
Cornelius Smith will be far more interesting 
than anything I say of the great miracle 
which took place, when the people who 
sat in darkness saw a great light. Of these 
men it could be said “God hath chosen the 
foolish things of the world to confound 
the wise; and God hath chosen the weak 
things of the world to confound the things 
which are mighty; and base things of the 
world, and things which are despised, hath 
God chosen, yea and things which are not, 
to bring to nought things that are, that no 
flesh shall glory in His presence,”

The

The following account by Gipsy

V
I

k
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“He that glorieth, let him glory in the
Lord.”

Yours in the service,

SIMON SMITH.

w



The Story of the Conversion and 

Mission Work of the Original 
Gipsy Smith Brothers.

I was born in a Kipsy tent, in the parish 
of Burwell, Cambridgeshire, England 
lane known as Burwell Nest, 
were chair

in a 
My parents 

caners and basket makers, it 
was their custom to travel all over the
country, visiting fairs, feasts, and races. I 
was reared in darkness and superstition, 
became very daring and wicked, and loved 
the roaming life intensely. When quite a 
lad I had been taught by my brother to 
play the violin, and 
an expert player. But this

was considered to be 
proved a

curse to me, often leading me into drink
ing.

On one occasion we arrived at New
market during the fair time. After three 
days’ frolic and drinking (by this time 
had become a slave to drink and sin) 
father fell in with 
desired

I
my

a man who offered, if he 
xt . comPany. to show him the way to 
Norwich. Agreeing to his proposal we 
started off, hawking our goods as we trav-

108
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elled through the villages and towns. On 
Saturday we arrived at a town called 
Swaffham, in Norfolk. It was market day, 
and as usual we commenced drinking, and 
I played the fiddle. The horses and carts 
stood outside the public-house. Towards 
evening my father said to me, “If we are to 
have any tents pitched to-night, and if we 
have any love for mother, we must go and 
do it at once.” We at once left for one of 
the commons close by. My brother and 
the man that had been our guide stayed in 
the village drinking, coming home to us 
after the public-house was closed. On 
their way home they met a cart, and going 
behind it took out a basket of shop goods. 
My brother asked the man not to take it. 
He would have nothing to do with it, as my 
father was very strict about such things. 
The basket however was hidden some
where close by. The first thing on Sun
day morning one of the people who came to 
our tent said the policeman was coming, as 
the owner of the basket maintained that 
the gipsies had stolen it out of his cart. I 
asked my brother if he had taken it, and he 
said he had not, but went off with the 
thief,leaving us to get out of the charge the 
best way we could. I stayed with my
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father and mother, little thinking that 
they would take me, being perfectly inno
cent. In about an hour the policeman and 
the man who had lost his basket drew up 
to the tent in a trap, and declared that I 
was one who was “wanted." My parents 
protested against my arrest, knowing that 
I was innocent, but to no purpose. The 
handcuffs were put on, and I was compelled 
to go to the police station, along with a 
younger brother. We were brought be
fore the magistrates and sent for trial to 
Swaffham, where we were detained a whole 
month before the trial took place. That 
was the first time I had been locked up. I 
was then between eighteen and nineteen 
years of age. Someone had told me that 
if I betrayed the man who had stolen the 
goods my brother would become involved 
in the crime; and rather than bring him in 
(for I loved my brother) I determined to 
bear the punishment instead. Being in
nocent, I felt I could bear it better than 
the guilty. At length my trial came on, 
and I received sentence, which was two 
months’ hard labour, my younger brother 
Bartholomew being acquitted. The man 
who gave evidence against me declared on 
oath that I was the man who took the bas-

■■
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ket out of his cart. My dear father put 
his hands together in the court and de
clared my innocence, and said, “God will 
be your friend my child.” So you see, 
dear reader, that I suffered—the innocent 
for the guilty. So has Christ our Saviour 
suffered, the just for the unjust, that He 
might bring us to God. Oh what love, 
what boundless love! It is immeasurable! 
May you appreciate it, and love and 
Him in return.

I have heard men say that they could 
not leave off smoking and drinking; but a 
gaol is the place to wean them. They 
there make you non-smokers and abstain
ers from intoxicants by Act of Parliament, 
and without a pledge-book—at least I 
found it so. I had to leave it off whether 
I would or no.

serve

The next morning they put me on the 
treadmill. I did not understand it, and 

fell down and hurt myself, while they 
stood round laughing at me. The weather 
was

soon

bitterly cold, and the prison clothing 
so thin that the wind seemed to pierce 
through. Being afterwards put to work at 
an iron crank, I shammed bad and let go, 
which upset the machinery. The officers 
with great consideration, took me befor

me
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the doctor, who said I was not well, and 
gave me two pills, which I have cause to 
remember, and I was then sent to my cell. 
The prison rules required that at night 

shoes and stockings should be placed 
at the head of the bed; but owing to the 
extreme cold I kept mine on to keep my 
feet warm. The warden on night duty 
coming round and missing both stockings 
and shoes, stripped the bed and drew me 

to the flagstones, and left me in the dark 
to do the best I could. I shouted for a 
light to make my bed, but without any re-

our

on

sponse.I In the morning I was again removed— 
this time to another cell, where there were 
five other prisoners. I then had to lie in a 
hammock, and I slept between the blank
ets instead of the sheets, experience having 
taught me which would be most comfort
able. They tried to drag me out, but like 

badger in a box, being in I had no in
clination to come out—another thing they 
could not get me out. They reported me 
the next morning. I was then shut up in 
my cell, and my skilley was stopped. Oh, 
how I wept and reflected on my past life. 
I fell upon my knees, and promised God 
that if he spared me to come out of this

a
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horrible place I would lead a different life, 
and be careful as to the company I kept in 
the future.

Sunday morning came, and we were 
marched round the yard to the chapel, 
taking our different places in a little box 
arranged so that the prisoners could not 
see each other. My eyes were fixed on the 
chaplain. Taking up the Bible, he read 
the tenth chapter of St. John’s Gospel. The 
fourteenth verse says, “I am the Good 
Shepherd, and know my sheep, and am 
known of mine.” He made a lunning 
comment on this verse. He asked who was 
the Good Shepherd, and then said it was 
Jesus, that we were the sheep and that 
He laid down His life for us. I could not 
then understand it, but the Spirit of God 
was working in my heart. He then pro
ceeded with the lesson, and commented on 
the sixteenth verse, “Other sheep I have, 
which are not of this fold: them also I 
must bring.” The service being ended I 
went back to my cell, and my reflections 
ran thus: Christ has sheep in the fold, but 
I am one of those that are outside. But 
He meant to bring me in I felt sure. I 
was so deeply distressed, and cried to God 
to save me, that had there been anyone
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there to have pointed me to Christ, to rest 
on the promise of God, I most assuredly 
should have been converted. As it was I 
did not get peace. My term of imprison
ment having passed away, both father 
and mother met me on being discharged. 
Hut alas, good resolutions formed in prison 
were soon again drowned in drink and bad 
company. Forgetting God in my wildest 
moments, I can truly say in the midst of it 
all the Holy Spirit continually strove 

I became altogether reckless
C?rfin* for ««thing only the pleasures 

of this life, and spending my money as fast 
as I got it.

I remember, 
heart came to 
state that I

withme. at this

one occasion, my sweet- 
see me, and I was in such 
was ashamed to meet her. 

There was a field of cole and mustard seed 
close by, in which I lay down and hid my
self, but by peering through the hedge' 1 
could see her and hear her conversation. 
Had as 1 was I wanted to see her. Mv 
clothes, however, were so ragged that I 
feared to make an appearance. The fol
lowing morning I went to Newmarket with 
seven shillings in my pocket-all the money 
1 had. I entered a second hand clothes 
shop and spent the money as best I could.

on
a
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When I saw my sweetheart she said I look
ed like a jockey. I began to be diligent 
from that day, as I thought of taking to 
myself a wife. This I did when we had 
got on a little, so that we were comfortably 
fixed.

One day, soon after our marriage, I 
went to Haldock, Hertfordshire, to a fair, 
and took a nice donkey with me to sell. 
Having sold it, 1 spent the money in drink. 
When I got home my wife asked me for the 
money, and I told her it had all been spent 
in drink. She scolded me, and I promised 
to do better, but I soon forgot my vows, 
and broke them, because they were made 
in my own strength. I had regular places 
where I played my fiddle for dancing and 
the amusement of the drunkards at the 
fairs and feasts, and was paid well,but the 
money came easily and it went freely. In 
those days I was called a jolly fellow a 
nickname for a fool.

We travelled on to London, and keep
ing steady I soon got another donkey and 
cart to carry my tent and all the goods I 
had. Then we went into Kent foi* the hop
picking season, which was our harvest. 
There our first child was born. After the 
hopping season we made our way back to
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révdK“'jhe"tt" Ne“™arket (air, where 
Herein &"**1» »' the day.

my father, a„d“e devi! wZTITf 
such a pitch that I would fiKht hta w° 
ought until the blood ran like water I

otZ hldl11’0",81’1 °f that battle. If onehive bee„,7„rki,M’ What W<)l"d «* end 
ave Deen? I-or me it would have been
S,ht «• Presence 7 the

L . at battle I broke the small bone of my hand, the effect of which is felt

* heTa;0 T ^ ' knew*thatv ,!y of transgressors is 
Years afterwards, when God had convert-

tha,mr i to thia man and t“S hta that God had saved me, and how I loved
raUep?dhrd^edrXaS

order, and were married, living vodiv 
Ives. He, poor fellow, weèt to heaven

through much affliction. In his dying
ward A,tï°k hand and Pointed 
ward. Although he could
made us know it

hard.”

I

mo-
up-

not speak he 
was all right. Like my-



self he was a brand plucked from the burn
ing. Oh, the joy of bringing lost souls to

were now at Melbourne, in Cam
bridgeshire. I was out one morning early 
after my horses. Coming home I picked 
up a few sticks and some straw to make a 
V?‘ Th? P°liceman saw me, and he said 
I had stolen them, and I was his prisoner. 
He took hold of me by the handkerchief 
round my neck I then thought it was
Th 3nâ1 threw him on his back into
the ditch. He got up and went away, say
ing he would have me dead or alive He 
fetched some help, and I was taken to 
Cambridge, and placed in a cell next to a 
man who was condemned to be hung for 
burning a woman to death. He had plead
ed not guilty,” which caused the author
ities much anxiety. The governor put me 
to walk with him in the yard, as they want
ed me to hear what he had to say about the 
crime. I found out by his conversation 
he was guilty, for he told me he was with 
he woman, and four of them drank a little 

bucket of gin. Here again you see the evil 
of strong drink—"it biteth like 
and stingeth like an adder.” Young men 
shun it! One day his poor wife came in

a serpent
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to see him for the last time.
tie baby m her arms, 
she said, “Look

She had a lit- 
Holding it up to him

asked, “What is VbTcome^fme^ 
and my three children’” Hp *' J°în’ 
hands and said “HHe put UP hls

7 ™t'iïzrz:rr»,or
U C°me tothis" How true
at that h 8es of ein » death." J went
eeiU eri ’̂to3 Goïr re" bMk '» ^

siresy™™™
string into balls for the n * °f Wmdlng 
makinir a -1 ’ the Purpose of mat

ï5£E=?F:-*:seized me for ill! Reflection again 
think there 6 M plent>' °' time to
they would crush rY„7,nwT,'‘i aS “ 

noisekeeBeingTgiorantd ^îhTpîanÏ

vatjon, and having no one to instruct
âhud?“t3rMs“"~‘

my
sal-
me,

,, . away,
my Old habits of Sin and
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waywardness. How good of God it was 
to spare me, and not to cut me off as a 
cumberer of the ground! But he had 
passion, that He might show forth 
glory in me, and at length enable 
ness 
nesses.
fuge and strength.

com-
His

me to wit-
a good profession before many wit- 

Bless Him for ever! He is my re-

CHAPTER II.
SHADOWS GATHERING-SMALL- 

POX AND DEATH.

Several years passed away, but I still 
continued the... .. T 831116 wandering life. By 
this time I was the father of five children. 
Resting near Town-Maiden, in Essex, I 
had risen early one morning to look after 
my horses. I found one in the ditch with 
its back broken, and had to sell him for 
dogs meat. This was a great trouble to me 
at this time. The reader must learn that 
even a gipsy has his peculiar troubles; we 
are born to them as the sparks fly upwards. 
We travelled on to Epping Forest, where 
we found a gipsy by the name of Cooper 
whose wife’s mother lay dead, and he asked



wer^lUlo^T thCm C°mpany- as they
band of fïpî j1 COnsented’ but the hus
band of the dead woman ran away, leaving
HnHCh°rPSe .: th,US- He 'eft no moneyTe 

““ W'th,W,hich t0 pay to bury his
the undPrfhVa? mtde arranKements with 
the undertaker for the coffin and burial. Of
course that individual wanted paying 
There was nothing left, however, but the 
f°°ds and cïattels of the runaway, and 
they had to be taken or nothing, and he 
held possession until the bill was paid 
These little incidents are given to show
arTanÏa 1 unsympathetic some men 

re, and all this had a tendency to show 
the unreality of the w'orld. The man sub 
sequently came back and paid the bill
thaT his°dab iy he,C°U,d not rest- knowing 
that his dead wife was not buried. His
Roods were then restored to him, but he
charged us with cheating him. In the
morning, when I went to look for my horse
it was gone; and then I looked for the man,
but, to my astonishment, he was likewise
that hfh w fV°nCe Came t0 the conclusion 
anirn my ho™ and decamped.
ed for T H3 7 T1 in search> advertis- 

fhorse- fd ^Iked about seeking 
it for about a week, until I was fairly brok

me

wife,

me
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en down in health, 
after a policeman 
horse

About fortnight
answering tolhe ^ said 

was then in Westminct e®^r,Ption I gave 
went to see it an? Green Yard. 
but it waslîttfé to mv H0gn,8ed * 38 mine, 
to be sold to pav exi^3^3"1^6’ for jt had 
to my chagriné ? nS6S; and when
two .hilling, a„dta,pe”éy aHa°Unte1 
my horse, I had nothin» ? .1 Having lost 
van with. There was^th-3* my gipsy 
left for me but to sell out and.therefore 
a tent. I bought ! ? d aga,n take to
cost me five pounds; Tletrf S*1, Which 
fifteen pence, which may be 688 f°r

During repairs I 
and longed for 
Having

a
a

I 1I

sold,

I

sure need-
some waxed 

make the best of it 
again thought of my folly

once mnChange and brighter days’ 
another start i?n? SUCCeeded in 
again on ^ roadV?^
‘«ri.o,,„d,oa^2rderi"

yet Jorrftl. Bu£ trouble had
Ledl rZT/o‘PSi7 ^ »« a=cus-
yet trouble followed ula^i™8‘°*ether’
Although at tharlr,aroufrnd 

stand Why I was beset on

a
Imaking 

we were
seemed 

purchase 
not left us

a

US out. 
not under- 

every hand with
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darkness, now that the clouds has dispers
ed,and the Sun of Righteousness have risen, 
I can see it was God’s providential hand 
that was leading me by a way that I knew 
not.

We had travelled to Baldock, Herts, 
and were staying in a wide lane called thé 
highway, when my eldest child fell ill with 
smallpox. The doctor ordered us to go in
to one of the by-lanes away from the town, 
where I built up a tent for my dear wife 
and children, and took the van about two 
hundred yards from them and used it as a 
hospital. Had we not been gipsies very 
probably they would have taken the girl 
to the local hospital. But, alas for us! 
we were gipsy outcasts. I had to act as 
the attendant for the sick one, and so I 
watched and nursed. This was in the 
month of March, as far as I can recollect. 
At that time I could neither read nor write, 

that I have very little recollection as to 
dates. My wife used to bring the food 
halfway between the van and the tent; and 
sometimes before I could get there it would 
be covered with snow, 
to weep and say, “My poor child will die,” 
and “I shall never get over this." Soon 
afterwards my son was seized with the dis-

so

Oh, how she used

■r

*
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our gipsy Tome, aTdso Through ^

other fell sick with the 
*» do th.. beet 
them.

One after the 
smallpox and I had 

I could for the whole of
know sometTîng ofthtarLl0an?eT reader’
the sick andwatchinTÆ ^ °fnursing 
they breathe their last rn /'"? °,nes as 
what I went through J ■('°^ on y knows

l%“Vt8hftho^^“afrald 

a ta, b/ack blîd" ' "" T™8 to G°<
Shows me all the C”.m^before me, and
done, and something "sa^ ‘^"her' haVe 
mercy for yon.’ ” ri, f{ \ There '■ no
^vL^^'t-verari

much calmer and U ^ to be 
said with a smilê “I wan?8 mt° my face-
me one thing Will vn 1 y°U to Pr°mise 

g* Wl11 J'OU be a good father

She
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w0oScpsher'—ie;yth„t

and kissed me, and rested peacefully in th 
sang In the CVening’ rally'n8 herself, sh

m hr.Ve/ Father in the Promised land. 
My God calls me, I must go,
To meet Him in that promised land.”

I watched her through the night for 
she was sinking very fast. On Monday 
morning she seemed to be all the while 
praying. About eight o’clock she breath- 
t her last, and although a gipsy, I believe 
she is gone to heaven, for where there 
nothing given, nothing will be required

the*h TS kft Wth S'X motherless children, the baby bemg only five days old. My
children hearing that their mother was
ead, ran out of the tent crying, “What

shall we do? We have no mother now?”

told VX P-erced-something withintold me that she was gone to heaven,and I 
was on my way to hell. I had some light
had no Chris^myse^f!*11* h<"' ‘° bU‘ 

On Tuesday night, between 
eleven o’clock, I followed her to th 
by a lantern light, the only

is

ten and 
e grave, 

mourner. She

ft)
 ft> 

x-
 ^
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My trouble wls lrp * h°7 1 *ot ba<*. 
?nd »y sorrow was gréa*" bear-
1 we"t into a plantation h a midni«ht 
and threw myself on ' r ® my Van-
was «till, I asked God toheln*?', ?hen 3,1 
Promise I had e,p me to keep the

"-sEEEF""'nurse the baby. g came to me to
Wn“Æ“"df-,heda"b-
}nZ. and the tent caul? d°'ngsome wash- 
it quite down which brt ? dre’ and burnt
out anything to pufôn tSLChi,dr“ With'
flying all over the coffin *The sparks were 
> "Oh. my ^
My strength seemed to?,, burnt UP "
my face in the vrais l 1 feI1 on
not knowing wha? 1 H Pmf ,ike 3 cbdd, 
the fire to try and sa °’k 1 rusbed into 
the flames were ^ J***1 «"M but 
to escape and let it bum ?1 i W3s forced 
van was saved mw ltSelf out 
upheld me under thU T®1 Won<ierfully not take the dtaieTS t?1?;3^ 1 did
Poor little baby died * ght after the
8,de its mothe/ We rem ^ 'T® buried be- 

We remained in that lane

and goes;

The
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a few weeks longer; then the doctor 
me leave to move on, all danger being 
over. So we took farewell of the place 
where we had seen so much sorrow, and I 
made up my mind to be a different man, 
but trying in my own strength failed again 
and again.

I was like the chaff driven before the 
wind. 1 often groaned before the Lord, 
and hated myself after every defeat, be
cause so easily overcome; and not being 
able to read the Word of God, never hav
ing been to school, it was no wonder that I 
was ignorant of the way of life.

About this time I became so concerned 
about my soul that I seemed to rest 
where. I travelled through Bedfordshire 
and around to London, to see my father 
and mother, and they helped me in my 
trouble with my children for a little time. 
Then my sister and her husband 
panied us with their van, and as they had 
no children of their own, she was like a 
mother to mine, and he was kind as a father 
to them. My sister could read the New 
Testament, and used to read to me about 
the sufferings of Christ, and His death up
on the tree for sinful man. She told 
it was the sins of the people that nailed

gave

no-

accom-

me



127
Him there, and 
that I « one „1 Zm 'll” Z"™

cruel to serZ hlmZ"*"? .“ t. "°h 
them, but left mv vn 1 to°k fareweI1 of 
them for a timn > youngest child
Harnett, and màdTtJTf^r °n to Hi»h 
fordahire. All the whd r °r ,vUton' Be(j- 
and sad at heart «J 7“ Very lonely children wL »£p and°m," h"^" 

away for the night I h, Y h rses put
■traced „„ Z

buX„Gdodw,th

unmireeZdZ LZZ

approaching from I uton T tW° 
delight it was mv tu-„ i 1 my Kr<?at 
and Bartholomew father°of s”’ Woodlock 
who were equally de j S,n?°n Smith.

ar
bk ab0,“ “r -ouU. CWÏTÏS5

with

no re
casting 

was a soul
wormwood

sea

vans
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with them and convincing them of sin. 
How wonderful are the dealings of God 
with the children of men. As we talked, 
we felt how nice it would be to settle down] 
and go to God’s house and learn of Him— 
for I had got tired of my roaming life. The 

talked about it the stronger the 
conviction grew, and we resolved to be dif
ferent men, whatever the consequence 
might be. My brothers turned round and 
went with me to Cambridge. Upon ar
rival, we went to a public house, and told 
the landlady how we felt. She began to 
weep, and said, “I have a book upstairs 
that will just suit you, for it makes me cry 
every time I read it." She went upstairs’ 
and brought it down, and lent it to us to 
read. We went out into the road to mind 
our horses, and a young man came out to 
read the book to us. As we read, our con
victions grew stronger. We felt, like its 
author (it was “Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Pro
gress"), that we wanted to get rid of 
burden. My brother Bartholomew 
up and said, "If God does not save me I 
shall die.” All of us felt the smart of sin 
at that moment and we wept like little chil
dren. We returned the book, and thanked 
the woman for lending it to us. Sad to re-

more we

our
rose
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late, soon after this, her husband, coming 
home the worse for drink, was thrown out 
of his trap and killed on the spot. I felt it 
was another warning for me, and piaised 
(,od- ln,my wa.v. that I had been spared. 
M 2“ we went to the Primitive
Methodist ( hapel, Fitzroy Street, Camb
ridge, morning, afternoon and night. At 
night Mr. Guns preached, 
were . His points

very cutting to my soul; he seemed to 
aim directly at, I tried to hide myself
behind a pillar in the chapel, but he, look
ing and pointing in that direction said, “He 
died for thee.” The anxious ones were 
asked to come forward; and in the prayer 
meeting the preacher came to where I was 
sitting, and asked me I was saved I 
cried out, “ o! that is hat I want.” He

me.

me mydebt;
m> eyes, and made me believe that I 
must first feel it and then believe it, in- 
stead of receiving Christ by faith first. 
1 housands make a great mistake there. 1 
went from that house of 
convicted sinner, but not

prayer still a 
. . a converted one.
I again travelled to London, to Epping 

r «rest, to see my father and mother, who 
were there encamping in their tent. I put

-C 
«

? =;2 *



my horses in a piece o enclosed ground 
and on Monday, when I went tf fetch 
them out the Spirit of God told me it was
the°üfv r t0ld God that that should be 
the last time I would ever do such a thing
mv fathamStHim kn0winKly- 1 then told
ters anH T^’ brothers and sis
ters and some of the gipsy tribe, that I
o ,, donerwlth roaming and wrong-doing 
and that I meant to turn to God, by h£
MvP' they looked at me and wept.
“M e dest br°ther, who was weeping, said 

My brother is going to heaven and I am 
Jtoing to hell.” My two brothers Wood
l°man hB.a?kh0l0m,W’ S0,d their h’°™M to

the
take their
herd's Bush, on a piece of building land

eC °Wood|lr,Henry Varley's chapel. Broth 
er Woodlock went to take the horses back
away Tsold ^ and while he was
away I sold mine, being determined to 
have no hindrance, as I meant to settle 
down and find Christ, if He was to hP 
found. Bless Him! He

was

vans

shw th&t I was in

EEEHB"™
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I got my van settled I built up my tent, 
and then I asked God to direct me to some 
place where I might learn the way to hea- 
ven. I could think of nothing else but 
Christ. I believed His blood was shed for 
me—yes, for me, a poor gipsy—and not 
only for me, but for you, dear reader; yes, 
for all the world. Praise His name.

I inquired of,. a young man if he could
irect me to a place where there was going 

to be a service that night. He said, “Yes.” 
Just then a young man stepped up and said, 

Are you going to be religious?” I said, "I 
don’t know anything about being relig
ious what I want is Christ, and Christ I 
will have before I come back.” This man 
was so angry at my determination being 
so great that he said he would be a very 
devil in the midst of us. I went off to the 
meeting, my brother Bartholomew going 
with me. We found a little mission hall 
in Latimer Road, Shepherd’s 
was a Bush. It

prayer meeting, and several working 
were there. They were singing that 

g?.0,d°ld h/,mn~'"There is a fountain filled 
W!th blood As they were singing the power 
of God took hold on me. I was standing up 
and my mind seemed to be taken away 
from everybody and fixed heavenward. It

men
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seemed as if I 
they were drawing

was bound in a chain and
up to the ceiling. I 

was unconscious until I fell on the floor, 
and they told me afterwards that I lay 
there wallowing and foaming for half an 
hour,like the son that the father brought 
to Jesus (Mark ix. 17). When I came to
myself J seemed to hear the voice of Jesus 
saymg Th°u dumb an(J deaf spirit| cQme
out of him and enter him no more,"and the 
spirit rent me sore, and came out that 
hour. Some of my children 
and, crying, said, "Oh, dear, 
dead!" Blessed be His 
then

me

same 
were there, 

our father is 
name, I had only 

commenced to live! My bands fell off 
my tongue was loosed,and I immediately 
rose and told the people that Christ had 
saved me. My dear brother Bartholo
mew was saved the same night. No hu
man instrument pointed me the way; God 
began it and God finished it. I told the 
people that my wife had been dead three 
years, and that I had been under deep 
conviction ever since that time. The 
change was so great that I walked about 
the hall, looking at my flesh. To 
did not seem the same colour, 
was

me it
, „ My burden

gone and I told the people that I felt 
so light that if the room had been full of

■■
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eggs I could have walked through and not 
have broken one of them. Glory be to 
God for His wondrous way in dealing with 
me. I went forth a new creature in Him. 
When I arrived home my children were 
called, and, for the first time in that gipsy 
home, I knelt with them in prayer. I be
gan at the right place—with my dear chil
dren. I shall never forget that night how 
1 sang; and well I might, when such a sin
ner as I had been was delivered from my 
guilt. My joy was indeed great, and I told 
my children that "old things had passed 
away, ’ and that we must lead a new life 
together. I did not sleep much that night, 
r was talking to Jesus, and asking Him 
how I should go on. A voice seemed to 
say, "Now are ye clean.” I said, “It is 
enough, Lord, My soul believes it. What 
must I do to keep clean?” A voice came 
again, "Abide in me." I did not know at 
that time that it was in the Bible, but you 
will find it in John xv. 3, 4. Oh, how 
sweet it sounded to my soul! I was lost in 
wonder, love, and praise, and fell asleep 
singing,

ft

"My Jesus I love Thee, 
I know Thou art mine.”
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In the morning, I went on my knees in 
my gipsy van and asked God to guide 
by His Spirit to live as He would have 
for I was willing to obey Him. Going out
side and looking round the van, I thought I 
never saw anything look so new and bright. 
Iy brother Wood lock came to me and ask- 

ed me how I had been saved, for he had 
heard the news. I told him I was a new 
man, that I had found a peace as calm as a 
river, and that Jesus had cast out the 
spirit. He replied, “Yours is a real con- 
vers.on.” The devil made my statement 

snare for him, telling him that h 
feel just exactly as I felt or he would 
converted, so he

me
me,

evil

a
e must 
not be

the following Sunday. Afteî breakfast'” 

again prayed with my children, and asked 
.od to save them, receiving an impression 

while I was praying that I must go and 
speak to the other gipsies that were en
camped on the same piece of ground 
benng about twenty families, 
willing to take

was

num- 
Being quite 

up my cross I obeyed and
Tnd I MhÎk1" thT midst 1 be*an to sing, 
and I told them what great things the Lord

bathed0"6 I0" m\ Many of them were bathed in tears. I turned round to my
brother Bartholomew’s van, and saw him
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and his wife on their knees, and she was 
crying to God for mercy. God saved her 
there and then. My brother Bartholo
mew and I then commenced a prayer meet
ing in one of the gipsy tents, and my eldest 
son and daughter were brought to Christ 
that morning, with several others, until 
thirteen gipsies professed to have found 
Christ as their Saviour, f shall 
forget our first prayer meeting. We were 
like the woman at the well, crying, “Come 
see a man that told me all things that ever 
I did. Is not this the Christ?" The pray
er meeting ended, and there was a calm.

Now commenced a new life. My at
tention was first drawn to my fiddle, that 
I had played and loved in the dancing sa- 
oons; and so that it should form no temp

tation to me, I made up my mind to part 
with it, although it had brought me in 
great gain. I took it to a pawnshop in 
Shepherd’s Bush, and asked the broker 
what he would give for it, as I wished to sell 
it. He said, “What, sell your best friend?"
I told him I had found Jesus, and He had 
taken away all my desire for worldly things. 
He wept, and taking my hand said, “May 
God bless you," and we parted. This was 
April 6, 1859.

never



vite us to h is tabernacle. We accepted his
from Ü°n and reCeived considerable help
teTonV T He PUt a miss*°n 

i n ïC ground where he was staying 
and called ,t the "Gipsy Tabernacle." A
eninVt°hënHee;ed t0 tefch the W child

ren in the daytime, and several young men
in the evening to give us an hour's

ni‘ ' .'ng’ aad t0 hold services on different 
nights in the week. On April 11th, 1«69 
my dear brother Woodlock found Christ in 
Mr. Varleys vestry, and joined us in 
praising God. At this time the devil be
gan to rage. Seeing that he had lost three 
of his servants he did his best to upset us 
and we were all turned off the grounS where 

Some of the friends

£25 per 
vans int 
with us. 
the field

came

I did so, at a rent of
"I' ,_,We moved our tents and 

th field, and all the gipsies went
i he tents were pitched all 

with the mission tent in th, 
tre. Meetings were continually held 
we had every opportunity to testify to
for usPSBumT Wh3t ?e L°rd had done 
for us But the enemy had not done with

• Sev eral of the gipsies’ antagonists got

round 
e cen- 

and
our

"r
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*

3 .=5
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drunk, fought, and made a great disturb
ance; and as we had paid no deposit on the 
land we were again expelled.

We went to God in prayer, and asked 
His guidance in the matter, as we three 
brothers were determined to work for God. 
I was led to a farmhouse close by. Knock- 
ing at the door, the gentleman came out 
and asked me what I wanted. I told him 
the Lord had sent me to ask him to let us 
come under the railway arch that was in 
the corner of his field, 
afraid to let us come in.

He said he was 
... I assured him
that we were honest, and that he might 
use our horses—for we had bought more to 
enable us to go to Kent for the hop season, 
where we had worked for Mr. Hodge, Or
phan Green, for many years. He seemed 
at a standstill, not knowing what to do. 
His wife then came out and entreated him 
on our behalf, and he yielded and gave me 
the key. We stayed there until Septem
ber. He found work for us,and we had 
some precious times all the while we were 
there. We still kept going to Mr. Var- 
ley's tabernacle until we left for Kent, 
proving that “godliness is profitable for 
all things, having the promise of this life 
and that which is to come.” Soon after
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told them that before we partook of food 
now We prayed. All knelt down, and my 
father cried for mercy, and said he ought
we haVde t eXample‘ Instead of that-
fathe^anH 'T l° ^ them = and both 
father and mother rested upon the promise
aL The?7 T«tHen SCVenty years of 
age. They lived five years after that
trusting in the finished work of Christ.

I have already intimated that 
down t° Kent during the hopping 
this time someone had already told mv 
master that his fancy man had turned re^ 
1'gious. He replied that he 
to hear it. 
said, “ 
news.

we went 
season.

U7k t , Was very «ladWhen I met him at the farm he
,, T°d Z°rHmg- 1 have heard good 

t told him at, . — once that I hadfound Christ. He gripped my hand, and 
he tears stood in his eyes.
You must He said,

and then weTSÏSJT £*&

talked ahôyrWent’ Sang S°m<? hymns- and 
er of rod r ,i°Ur conversion- and the pow-
! j uG°d feU upon us‘ His wife said we 
had better turn it into a prayer meeting.
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We were soon. .. ,.. on our knees, and I believe
from that time several of that family were 
savingly converted to God. They built 
us a tent in the cherry orchard, and we held 
services right through the hopping 
The work _ _ season, 

blessed that Mr. Varley 
came down to help us. The policeman 
who was told off on duty there was told to 
take his staff with him. He replied to his 
superintendent that he would much rather 
take his Bible, for the gipsy was preaching 
Jesus, and such had been the change 
duced that the staff

was so

pro-
iv» ,, , was not required.More blessed to relate, the policeman and 
his daughter were converted during the 
services there. Praise God!

At Michaelmas, the season being over 
we made tracks once more for Cambridge,’ 
to settle down for the winter on a piece of 
«round near the Gas House in Barnwell. 
Un Sunday we commenced to sing the 
praises of God outside near our vans, and 
very soon a crowd of people congregated 
round us We talked to them of Jesus and 
invited them to the chapel. We went on 
singing, the people following us, and the 
chapel was soon full. We never lost the 
influence of that meeting. All glory to 
our risen Saviour, who hath chosen the
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weak things of this world to 
the mighty.

confound

WORK AMONG THE CHURCHES.

It soon got spread abroad that the 
converted gipsies were preaching Christ. 
I told them God had brought us out of 
darkness into His wonderful light, and we 
now wanted to work for Him. The Prim
itives took us by the hand first and put us 
on their plan, and we laboured for God all 

the circuit, in the Wesleyan and Bap
tist mission rooms, in the ragged schools, 
and in the mission room with Mr. Sykes! 
Lpwards of a hundred souls professed to 
find Christ that winter. At Harston a 
publican found Christ, and 
his publichouse.

over

came out of
... The cottage services

which we held on Wednesday seemed to 
stir me up so that I told God that if He 
would give me conversions I would always 
witness for Him whenever the opportunity 
presented itself. How I prayed about the 
first meeting that God would bless it! I 
had to walk twelve or fourteen miles, and as 
as I went along I distributed tracts, and 
had a good chance to speak to many about
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their souls’ welfare. Having reached
. y a"e’ 1 stood 8tl11 and began to preach 
to a field of turnips-getting ready for the 
meeting. It was a poor congregation; I 
could get no response; they had neither 
eyes nor ears; but to my astonishment there 
there were two men the other side of the 
hedge that I had not seen, who had over
heard my discourse. Thank God it did 
not prove in vain, for they came forward 
and thanked me for what they had heard. 
I went to the meeting with my heart full of 
joy and the little place was packed. A 
young man who would not go anywhere to 
hear the way of life came to hear the gipsy. 
God s spirit took hold of him and he was 
converted that night, and afterwards be
came a local preacher. So God sealed my 
labours and gave me that one soul, and he 
is still working for Jesus with all his heart 

Having finished our meetings in Cam- 
bndge the friends presented us with the 
first Bibles that we ever had in our lives. 
Our final meetings were held in the very 
ragged school where God had convinced 
me of sin when but a child. Some of my 
children had occasionally gone to school 
since my conversion, and had therefore 
learned to read the Bible to me. Being
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uneducated and thirsting for the Word of 
Life this was marrow and fatness to my 
soul, a lamp unto my feet, and a light to my 
path. My desire to read the Bible WciS ât
this time very great, so I went alone into 
my van, knelt down before the Lord, and 
said, “0 Lord, Thou hast made me, and 
Thou canst teach me to read Thy Word,” 
and God did help me, and I soon learned to 
spell out for myself, and so claim the pro
mises as my own.

From Cambridge we made our way to 
London, calling at the Forest, 
custom every year, and then on to Can- 
ning Town, to the place called Chewy Is
land. There was always a number of gip
sies encamped on this ground. On Sun
day a singing band of men and women 
from a camp meeting came into our en
campment. They were all arranged on a 
large wagon. We were delighted at hav
ing the people of God with us. True we 
were strangers to them at first, but after
wards found out that they were the Chris
tian Mission, afterward "Salvation Army” 
and were soon at home amongst them. 
It soon reached the ears of Rev. W. Booth, 
afterward General Booth,that there were 
three converted gipsy brothers in their

as was our
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camp He did not take long before he 
sought an interview with us; and, taking us 
by the hand, gave us encouragement, and 
said the way to keep bright and happy 
to work for God. We took his advice and 
cast our lot in with them, and were put up
on their plan as the “Three Converted 
Cipsies, and were owned of God wherever 
we went, even to the salvation of numbers 
of precious souls. The outcome of the ef
fort put forth during our short stay with 
the mission will only be known in eternity.

out the month of November we re- 
turned again to Cambridge, and our hearts 
were gladdened when we saw many still 
holding on their way that had been brought 
to Christ the previous winter.

was

Again we
commenced work for God, and gipsies, col
lege gentlemen, and others, were seen 
march,^ through the street singing.
There is a fountain filled with blood ”

°UiC.°me °f which was a genuine revi
val. The work was so great that we had to 
give up working at our trades, and invita
tions became so pressing that we felt the 
call was from God, so we left our chair- 
caning and basket-mending and gave our
selves wholly and solely to the work of sav
ing souls.

etc.
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Our first invitation was to Biggles
wade, in Bedfordshire. Mr. Sounday 
found us a meadow in which to put 
vans. The engagement was for a week, 
but the work of God broke out so vigor
ously that we had to stay a month, and one 
hundred souls professed to have given 
themselves to Christ.

From there we went to Potton and 
Gamblinggay, and everywhere signs and 
wonders were wrought in the name of the 
Holy Child Jesus. Many are to be found 
to-day in that neighborhood who remem
ber the visit of the converted gipsies to the 
praise of God. In the midst of our work 
we received a letter f -om the Rev. Wm. 
Booth, wishing us to gc right into the work 
of the Lord under the auspices of the Chris
tian Mission.

our

It was a matter of consid
eration for me, for I keenly felt my unfit- 

for this work; but God’s strength was 
made perfect in weakness. My dear 
brothers were

ness

one in mind with me, and 
after waiting upon the Lord for guidance 
we again started for London. On our way 
Mr. Booth met us at Baldock, Hertford
shire, and we talked the matter over and 
prayed together, and he said that after 
much prayer he wanted us to go to Ports-

m
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mouth, and I should have to have a fiddle 
again and use it for God. I felt willing to 
do anything and go anywhere if it would 
glorify God and bring souls to Christ. We 
met Mr. Booth in London at the end of 
three weeks, at the People’s Hall, White
chapel, and he told us that the bills were 
out in Portsmouth announcing that the 
three converted gipsies with their hallelu- 
jah fiddle was coming.

At Portsmouth the services were held 
in a large theatre, and God again owned 
our labours. We afterwards went to 
Gosport, just at the time when the sold
iers were returning from the Ashantee War. 
Many meetings were held there and God 
blessed the Word, and many of the sold
iers were brought to know the Lord as 
their Saviour. One of the soldiers said in 
his experience, that whilst fighting out 
there in the bush, his comrades falling 
down on either side of him, he was struck 
in the chest with a slug from the enemy 
and had it not been for his mother’s Bible 
which he carried in his breast-pocket, he 
would assuredly have been numbered 
with the slain. “My life was saved,’’ he 
said; “but, blessed be God, now He has 
saved my soul.” We had some remark-
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ïss **•

grateful memento of our visit.
thprPrCetd-7 t0 SouthamPton with Bro- 
hZ C ,bndge' crowded meetings were 

eld m a large wooden circus, which would 
accommodate three thousand 
At first the work was hard, and no results
Si»7' ThM felt the Spirit G°d ”■
working Thirteen came forward during
the week, but we were so heavily burden
cd because so comparatively few yielded
hat we went home and wept before the

Lord because of their impenitence.
Mr. Corbndge cheered
shall have them.

as a

persons.

But
us and said, “We 

em, , . They are feeling the
Thank gJX and they are i" Pi<*le." 

hank C.od they came to our relief, and
came out for Christ.

Christ! M6r 6pt as the specials for thefhere H» ‘T’ bei"8 5ent and 
tnere. Having been sent to Chatham
one night it looked like a mighty battle’
There were soldiers and sailors, black men
and white men, rich men and poor men all
on their knees, crying before God, who is
eth CnT °f ,persons/’ He that fear-
ever hï'nant- "T eth ri^hte°«sness, what- 

his nationality or colour, is accepted

one hundred souls 
And so
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by Him. (Acts x.) One man was a green 
grocer. The devil told him he would lose 
his customers if he shut his shop on Sun
day. We told him that the Lord would 
make it up to him in other ways. He ob
tained a board, and had painted on it the 
words, 1 nis shop will be closed on Sun
days.” I nailed it up tight for him, and 

shouted, “Hallelujah! Christ has got 
the victory.”

About this time the invitations

we

were so
pressing that we were led to launch out in
dependently, depending upon God entire
ly. Having related our conviction to Mr. 
Booth he saw the reasonableness of 
case, and kneeling down commended us to 
the keeping of our Master. I then said, 

He*e is the fiddle that you gave me to 
play. ^ ou purchased it, and you have a 
right to it.” He replied, “I shall not take 
it from you. Seeing that you are married 
to it, I make you a present of it, to use in 
the Lord s work.” We then bade each oth- 
other good bye, and from that day until 
now God has opened the door of usefulness 
to us, and we have depended upon Him, 
walking by faith and not by sight. “Thé 
harvest truly is great, but the labourers 
are few.”

our
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On one occasion the Lord impressed 
very much about going to Bedford, a"f- 
though we had received no invitation. I 
told my brothers how I felt about going. 
They said, “It is of the Lord, we will go at 
once. So we put our horses in our vans 
and away we went for the town of Bed- 
or ‘ to take a place where we

could stand our vans, after we had arrived 
in the town. We were charged nine shil- 
mgs a week for the stand and nine shil

lings more for a field to put the horses in 
making eighteen shillings and we were 
not sure of a penny piece coming in; but be
lieving as we did, that we were sent by God 
we knew it would be all right We went to 
see John Bunyan’s statue; and 
at it we asked God to

I
me

f

as we gazed
. , use us in that
town, even as he had used his servant John 
Bunyan in years gone by. From there we 
went to Bunyan’s Chapel; and as we stood 
looking, the chapel-keeper asked us if we 
would like to.. inside. We accepted his
offer, and sat down in the very chair which 
this man of God had set in, and asked God 
to give us power to do something for Him 
in Bedford. A brother in Christ who was 
standing there said, “You appear to be 
strangers to this part.’’ We told him we

see



were, but that we were not strangers to 
the Lord Jesus. I told him we were known 
as the three converted gipsies. He shed 
tears of joy, and said the Primitive Metho
dist minister wanted to see us, but he did 
not know in what part of the country we
. ... We went to his house, and after 
talking the matter over he asked us if we 
would commence a week’s special mission 
at once. We told him that was why we 
had arrived ; and we began in the open 
air and sang to the chapel, which was soon 
crowded to the door, and the power of God 
fell upon us, and

were in.

, . very many souls were
brought to the Lord. Every night through
out the week God richly 
ed His power in our midst, to the joy and 
salvation of very many precious souls 
how mysterious is the hand 
led us

manifest-

Oh,
of God! He

and guided our steps, and blessed us 
there; and from that visit to Bedford 
sprang up invitation after invitation to 
visit the scenes of former labours 
afterwards went there for Mr. Usher 
the bank, and conducted 
Bedford Hall services in the 

, , ,, ,and God owned His
Word and blessed our testimony to the sal
vation of not a few.

After our visit to Bedford we left for

149
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( ambndge to stay there for the winter 
taking that as our centre. We received 
calls on every hand. We had an invita
tion to Baldock, Herts. Having 
horses in put our

our vans we were soon on the 
road, making tracks for our destination, 
lhe roads very bad and heavy. 
Night overtaking us we made a halt, and 
our horses were permitted to graze by the 
roadside. Before conversion

were

,, _ vve were not
so particular. We found accommodation 
for them in some one else’s field., But now
we were made new creatures in Christ 
Jesus, and old things had passed away. 
About four o’clock in the morning I 
surprised at some one knocking at 
front door, and saying, "Hallo, there'” 
replied from within, “Who are you?” 
He said, “I am the policeman, and have 
come to take you into custody.” I said 
*‘ Why?” He replied, “There is a law made 
that if any gipsies are found stopping by 
the roadside for twelve miles round they 
are to be taken up without a summons or a 

I told him he must be careful 
in this case, as we were exceptions to the 
rule being a King’s children, and that the 
Bible said if they touched one of God’s lit
tle ones they touched the apple of His

was
my

1

warrant.”

eye.
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He said, I 11 wait until you get up.” When 
I had dressed myself and gone out, I found 
there were four policemen awaiting us. 
We were handcuffed like felons and taken 
to the lockup. I told them there was no 
necessity to put the bracelets 
should not 
heed.

on us, as we 
away; but thëy would not 

was rather lengthy, 
... . a half to the lockup».
, jd mhT Werached to the P°hcemen 
and told them that God would bring them
o judgment if they neglected the Lord 

Jesus Christ,and that we should be witness- 
es against them at the great day, and 
would then declare that in the name of 
Jesus we had faithfully warned 
nee from the wrath to

run
The journey 

being one mile and

them to
, , come. They never

responded once, but trudged on in peculiar 
silence. They undoubtedly had not had 
such prisoners in their possession before 
nor such a lengthy discourse, for that night
Ld * PhrearCïed them a sermo" “a mile 

nd a ha f long. Arriving at the lock
up, we were placed in the cell. We 
soon on our knees in prayer, pleading with

^eir hearts and save them as 
he did the gaoler of old.
us, and the policemen
gan to sing—

were

The Lord heard 
wept. Then we be-

J
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He breaks the power of cancelled sin,
He sets the prisoner free.”

The keeper said we must not make such a 
noise. We asked him if ever he had read of 

aal,aru .Si,as having been put into prison, 
and he said ‘‘Yes." Then I asked, “What 
lid they do. He answered, "They sang 

praises to God;” and I replied, “And so 
will we, and we struck up singing again - 

“His blood

I

make the foulest clean,
His blood avails for me.”

They found they had a queer lot of 
prisoners there at that early hour, 
eeper gave us some rugs to keep us warm;

!” .h“.wife came d°wn weeping and said,’ 
Who have you got here? I have been 

\ery much troubled ever since they came.”
The husband told her to make us some cof
fee hot, and to give us some bread and but- 
ter Having done so. she brought it to us 
and I began to talk to her about her soul 
and about Jesus, and I gave her a little 
tract entitled “The blood of Jesus Chris* 
c eanses from all sin.” I told her the story . 
of his death for sinners. She drank in ev
ery word, and then and there trusted Christ 
as her Saviour, and we again praised God 
together.

can

The

I



163spjsrsxr.'s^
each or in /efaultlmSment for & 

teen days. Our fines, however, were paid 
and we went on our way to Baldock W ’
eTL’Tn'T' ‘hatthe deVil to hind
er us in our work and mission at Baldock
but God richly blessed our visit to that 

since heen br°Ught in who have
en working for Jesus. We told thePeople that we had all been locked 

Melbourne, and the news spread on 
and, but we afterwards received 

tation there, which we accepted Our 
meetings were held in a meadow, and
'ther„ tl,CTj’ol,lema" there and several 
thers. They were sent to keep order as 

the crowds were very vreaf

“(Jod moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform.”

up at 
every 

an invi-

our

singular oecurreLe wiïrLîy beTLwn^in

1 h8Ve previ0U8|y ««id that Cambridge
was

>
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was to be our centre, 
was On one occasion I 

very busy working in the van. It 
was Christmas Eve. Heing much 
pressed by the Spirit of God to work for 
Him, I went on my knees in 
was

im-

,. prayer. I
thanking God for His goodness to me 

m all my former career, and so greatly did 
He bless me that I began to sing—

“In some way or other the Ixird will 
vide.”

pro-

Just then there was a knock at the van 
door. It was Mr. Sykes, the missionary, 
who came in, and shaking me by the hand 
said, "How good God is, isn’t He?” “He 
is good,” I replied. “Yes,” he said. “I 
have come to tell you that there are three 
legs of mutton for you and your two broth
ers.” I could not answer him for a mo
ment, being taken by surprise. He told me 
the Lord had sent them, but we would 
have to fetch them from the grocer’s shop 
at six o’clock. We were there in time, and 
as we entered the door I saw three bags of 
Hour standing there also. I said to my 
brothers, “They are ours, I feel sure.” 
They smiled and said, “Hold your tongue,” 
but it turned out to be so. We were well 
supplied with provisions for the Christ-
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s&TOrMsa,withr„l7'fro'dmthatth;'rxd,tl,i"8wiiiHp
rightly."

It will be interesting for the reader to 
follow me closely at this point of my story 
of a few details as to our missionary effort 
m several parts of the country andTh. 
wonderful nay that tied opened the doÔn 
Of usefulness for us, without any advertise
ment on our part. On

name to Cambridge:zweYoÏÏ’ha^t "STh0efSN;0TiC,h “f
Had to accommodate the^o^"^

olcZi rr at1’* into pn-„„»,
We retumeH i thr°Ugh that mission.

e returned in the year 1886, nearly elev
en years after the first visit, and found
thatytime° ^ remembrances of 
hnnl ÎL !’• h° were 8tiI1 rejoicing in the

1 remember too, with

em

walk up-

one occasion a gen-

Krateful remem-
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brance, a visit that we paid to Wymon- 
ham, in Norfolk, during the ministry of Mr. 
Meddows (Primitive Methodist). The 
w hole town seemed to be in one fervour of 
religious feeling. So mightily was the 
Holy Spirit’s power manifested that we 
had not much time to eat our food. Great 
was the cry of convicted souls, and we be
lieve the dear Lord h .-aled them all. More 
than one hundred precious souls were 
brought to the Lord during that mission. 
Here the chapel was again too small, and 
we had to seek enlargement. Many of the 
young men who sought the Lord at that 
time are now preachers of the Gospel- so 
I have learnt from Mr. Lane, a good man of 
God. To the glory of His name. He can 
keep us as well as save.

We also visited Hadingham, Cam
bridgeshire, labouring with Rev. Mr. Jas. 
Smith, the Baptist minister. God owned 
our labours during that week to the salva
tion of many.

About this time we received an invita
tion to Leeds to the York Street Chapel. 
Here some notable characters 
ingly converted, one in particular, a soldier 
in her Majesty’s army. In relating his 
experience, he said that during a recent

were sav-
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campaign he had been in attend-,,, 
two large guns, when the men ahTJund" 
him were falling in death At ^ ?d 
had never had a th At that t,me he
become of hU , / ‘ 38 to whal would 
slain f'r rt ", *f numbered with the
«en but „„wT, wLfZDvhiS tJ'°UShU 
creature in Christ. He wasThe^H 3 "*•"
He^id tCIhh:Lknd°Wn 38 "Litt,e Hell."

<loub,b„uhautS:CainlhFrebM
hell. His wife also said, “G.

It is needless 
further in

a big

to take the reader anysmmsbacked Hi “X K'p,,e8' God ha-
on everv hL k “h I””'"' and '««era 
. every hand have reached us exoressi™

of gratitude to find that ever we câmJThat
way.

1) -C
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CHAPTER V.
THE TRIUMPHANT DEATH OF 

WOODLOCK AND BARTHO
LOMEW.

But in the midst of our work, true as we 
were to each other as brothers and to the 
principles of the Cross, death’s rude hand 
came amongst us and made a breach. We 
were all three labouring for God at Ching- 
ford, Essex. The following extract, which 
at the time was printed as a leaflet, will af
ford an explanation:—
SUDDEN DEATH OF ONE OF THE "CON

VERTED GIPSY BROTHERS” SMITH.

These devoted Christian men had been 
holding services at Chingford, Essex, since 
4th March, 1882, and on Tuesday, 7th 
March, at the close of their meeting, the 
second eldest brother, Woodlock, was de
tained a few minutes behind his brothers 
in earnest conversation with an anxious 
soul, and they went on ahead to take train 
for Stratford, leaving him to make haste 
after them. Woodlock in the darkness 
with great force against a wooden post in 
the midst of one of the lanes, and sustained

ran
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^:ziza?«T?e8th&th°

his eldest brother, stayed''T? 
while Bartholomew the vouL 7 mght’ 
to Stratford to inform 77? t,retUrned 
families On w i 7 the,r Wlves and
Woodlock's Wife we"„“ to fTï' 
durin, the da/LZr^tt; M<‘

«■here heTréaCtt Kr^T^"6'

s~:“rrKSwl. <",,d testilied <* redeeming 
was a lanje-hearfpH pk-;

man and never hapnier than when ™''"

-uv;c£35SB":?'sHe has left a widow 1 d 80 welLses-i&WRss
W0ÏSCF?’ ™-"“d mÆtwae fol/owed ChUrchyard' H«
and over m, Lh L,0'T0Wmg relati™«. 
while four himH i he glpsy community,
•ined «kera „da^y,r,thte f"5 

burying-place. The P^'ehtTÏJa

never

own

ness, 
love. He

press-

i
was
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very unusual audience that day, for the 
gipsy people pressed in with the others, 
and as the vicar read the burial service 
hearts were deeply touched and tears free
ly flowed, and again when the body 
committed to the dust, “in sure and cer
tain hope of the resurrection,’’ the 
of hearty response told how solid was that 
blessed hope of Woodlock. At the 
two or three Christian men addressed the 
company, testifying to his sterling worth 
who had just been laid to rest, urging 
the unsaved immediate decision for Christ, 
and on Christians heartier service for the 
Master. The two surviving brothers spoke 
spoke very feelingly of the loved one they 
were severed from, and how much they 
would feel the missing link in their chain 
of Gospel testimony. Hymns having been 
sung with much emotion, prayer was offer
ed and the company dispersed.

Woodlock Smith was a hale man, only 
forty-eight years of age. More than twelve 
years before, his two brothers and he 
were converted to God, and straightway 
they began to testify, "Come, 
which told me all things which ever I did. 
Is not this the Christ?” And lovingly and 
earnestly they laboured together from tha

was

wave

grave

on

see a man

y
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date. When not called out to Gospeftes- 
timonyup and doA-n the English counties, 
they laboured with their own hands. In 
heir services, Woodlock, as a rule, led off 

the first address, and afterwards 
the closing hymn.

On Tuesday evening at Clingford, he 
gave out and sang with full heart and soul

gave out

king, oh sing, of my Redeemer!
W ith His blood he purchased me! 

On the cross he sealed my pardon, 
Paid the debt, and made me free!”

About an hour afterwards he met with 
an accident, and when he was picked up 
he said to the helpers, “I have got my death 
blow. My work on earth is done, but all’s 
bright above, and I’m going home.” He 
was no ordinary man. In clear incisive 
Gospe! testimony,the blood of Jesus Christ, 
His finished work on the Cross of Calvary 
as alone the ground of the sinners’ 
ance with God, and accept- 

a consequent life of 
consecration to His service, was the burden 
of his discourses.

Over the doorway of his cottage home 
stands this Scripture, “When I see the 
blood, I will pass over you.”

Intensely real in what he said, never

)
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«iid he rise to such a pitch of earnestness 
as when setting forth, “Ruin by the fall 
redemption by the blood of Christ, and re
generation by the Holy Ghost.”

hour of his departure he turned 
weeping relatives and said, “I am going to 
heaven, through the blood of the lamb. 
Ho you love and serve Jesus. Tell the 
people wherever you go about Him. 
faithful, speak to them about the blood 
that cleanses.” Gathering himself up he 
then said, “What is this that steals upon
my frame? Is it death?" and quickly add
ed:—

Within 
to hisan

Be

“Ifthis be death, I soon shall be 
From every sin and sorrow free.
I shall the King of Glory see.

All is well.”
Who made the difference in this 

life and death from that man s 
of an ordinary 

unconverted gipsy? The Lord Jesus Christ.
Thus was our beloved brother taken 

from us. We had knelt with him at the 
(mss laboured together in the cause of 
( hnst, and we shall live together around 
His resplendent throne.

Two years after the death of Woodlock 
when I had scarcely rallied from that heavy
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blow, my dear brother Bartholomew died 
1 was quite overcome with the death of 
YYoodlock, and now this terrible blow for 
the time seemed to unfit me for work, but 
the precious last hours of Bartholomew 
will live in memory.

His !ast few days on earth were spent in 
Mild may Cottage Hospital, where he was 
lovingly tended, and all that human skill 
could devise under the Divine blessing 
done for him, but gradually growing weak
er, he pleaded to be carried to his own lit- 

e cottage home at Leytonstone, to die 
beside his dear wife and children, and the 
wish was granted. He only survived the 
removal about ten hours, but to the last he 
glorified God in the fires of affliction. A 
few hours before he passed away he called 
his family to his bedside and implored each 
of them to meet him in heaven. His dear 
wife naturally felt it extremely hard to 
part with him. He rallied somewhat in 
ms last moments, and said, “There1 I was 
almost gone then. They -had, come for

v .> asked who had \come, he
replied, My Saviour.” Turning to his 
wife he said,“You are clinging to 
will not let me 
not want me

me; you 
go; and I am sure you do 

to stay here in all this pain.
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I must ko home, I cannot stay here. I 
have made it all right for you and the 
children. God will look after 
know you. I

your difficulty, but He will bring
VOU, ÏL0 „Rh-” Tr>’inK to comfort her I 
•said, I ell the Lord, Thy will be done."
i , „ookTed at me- and said, "Oh, it is so 
hard. I said, "Yes, but the Lord is 
K'ung to take him to Himself, and it will 
make it easier for you." We then knelt 
down. He sat up in the bed with his 
hands clasped, looking at her, whilst she 
poured out her soul before the Lord, and 
old Him her difficulty. God gave her 

the victory. She said, "I can 
Thy will be done." now say, 

•She then kissed him 
once more on earth, and then he clapped 
>is hands and said, "Now I can go, can’t 
; 1 am ready to be offered up. The 

Lme of my departure is at hand. Lord, 
let 1 hy servant depart inmy spirit, for Jesus’ sake."1 Bartholomew^ 

Th » ! fr°m its tenement of clay.
I he bed-chamber was filled with a halo of 

parish c h u r c h y a r < I ! "in The -sÎme graT^h

Jesus Christ found
morn.

me a poor wander-
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ing, neglected simple gipsy, and brought 
into the light, the eternal light of God, 

and I want to preach Him to my fellow- 
men as long as I live.

me

'Happy if with my latest breath 
_ 1 may but gasp His name;

Preach Him to all, and cry in death, 
‘Behold, behold the Lamb.
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A Modern Miracle or Out of The 

Depths.

He was a typical Irish boy, bright, witty 
and willing, but when most boys of his 
were snugly tucked away in their little 
beds Tom might often have been seen in 
the tap rooms associating with bad com
panions, who speedily led the lad into all 
manner of evils.

age

At the age of fifteen he joined the 
Royal Navy and soon afterwards was sent 
to Australia. Whilst there, through his 
misdeeds, Tom was imprisoned and 
was customary to put the prisoners to
gether, he soon discovered that his 
panions were burglars and other criminals 
who whiled the time away by recounting 
their past exploits and planning further 
crimes which they intended to 
after their release.

as it

com-

perpetrate 
After his discharge 

from the Navy, the subject of this narra
tive, who by that time had become addict
ed to drink, settled down in Belfast and 
married, but instead of becoming better, 
he rather grew worse and eventually the

169
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home was broken up and the poor wife and 
children were compelled to walk the streets 
or seek shelter in any place which would 
afford a shelter. Yes, this poor fellow 
in bondage, worse than any slave who 
wore the chains in the days gone by. Own
ed and led captive by Satan at his will, his 
face marred by sin, his will atrophied, 
this man drinks the slow poison, and yet 
hates himself and curses it while he is still 
drinking it. He served forty-six terms of 
imprisonment through various offences 
caused by drink. He was a terror to the 
police, and oftentimes when in the cells, 
he had vowed that he would never touch 
the accursed stuff again, but alas, the 
temptations were too great and his good 
resolutions vanished before them like 
snow before the sun.

During one term of imprisonment it 
pleased God to take two of the drunkard’s 
children away from the world which seem
ed to contain so little comfort for them. 
You who live in luxury and fare sumptu
ously every day, who manufacture or have 
shares in the drink traffic, I tell you that 
the money you receive is the price of blood. 
Widows and orphans will rise up in judg
ment against you and the.victims them.

was
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selves will bring accusations against 
at the judgment bar of God, because you 
are placing temptation in their way. “Woe 
unto him through whom the offence 
eth, saith the Lord."

you

eom-

Hut the great day of emancipation for 
this poor bond slave was drawing nigh 
the day when that dead will should have a 
resurrection, when God should show the 
world that He can still perform miracles. 
Tom was, as usual, drunk, and about as 
low down as it is possible for a human be
ing to sink. Passing through Sandy Row 
he came to a place where an open air service 
was being held. Men were assisting who, 
like Tom, had been down in the depths, 
but whose life had not only been reformed 
but transformed through something which 
had taken place; they called it conversion. 
The leader of this band of twentieth cen- 
tury miracles was a prosperous business 
man who spent his time, talents and money 
to uplift fallen humanity; and seeing poor, 
drunken, oft-imprisoned Tom at the corn
er, he approached him with a message o' 
hope. The result was that the homeles 
wanderer found himself in the missioi 

on the Sabbath morning, listening 
to the wonderful story of Him who came to
room,
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this world on purpose to save sinners, 
even though they were drunken outcasts. 
And as he began to think of his past career, 
and of his homeless wife and children, Tom 
wept bitterly and in anguish cried “God be 
merciful to me a sinner.” That cry of dis
tress from the drunkard was heard, and 
immediately answered. The Kternal Light 
shone into the soul; all darkness dispersed 
and the same voice which said, when Laz
arus arose, “Loose him and let him go” 
commanded there, in that mission 
that Tom should be liberated from the fet
ters which had hitherto bound him, for 
“he that believeth on me though he 
dead yet shall he live” said Jesus.

That night the converted drunkard 
told in a few broken sentences of the 
derful miracle which had been wrought. 
Some doubted, others hoped that it 
true, a few believed; but Tom knew that in 
him a miracle had been wrought. He 
could say: “One thing I know, where once 
I was blind, now I see.” The first move in 
the right direction was to be reconciled to 
his poor wife and children. This was speed
ily brought about through the efforts of 
Christian friends. No doubt the long- 
suffering wife wondered if it could all be

room,

were

won-

was



173

true; that by some mysterious power the 
appetite for drink had been taken 
was

away,
undeniable; that swearing had given 

place to prayer and praise; that the public 
house lounger had become an honest, 
hard-working man, that the children no 
longer shrank from their father’s presence, 
were proofs indisputable that even thé 
lowest can be completely changed by the 
fiospel and its Author’s power.

How long will it last, was the oft re
peated question, uttered by those who 
knew Tom and his past record. It was my 
privilege to conduct some services in the 
new Sandy Row, Emmanuel Hall, Belfast, 
recently. This building was formerly a 
brewery, I would that all such places 
could be converted, even as this has been, 
into a house of prayer and praise, 
there, happy, well-dressed, and wearing a 
steward s badge, showing the people to 
their seats, was the ex-drunkard and jail
bird, Tom. Devil possessed no longer, but 
clothed and in his right mind, 
months have passed since the miracle has 
been, wrought and Tom Irwin, as he is, 
contrasted with what he was, is resistless 
proof of the truth and power of Christian-

And

Twelve

ity.
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Let us talk no more of the hopeless 
cases, to speak thus is to doubt Christ’s 
power to save to the uttermost. He stoop
ed to lift perishing ones out of the depths, 
and He left the Church an example to fol
low in His steps. We have erected noble 
edifices, beautiful without and within, but 
in many cases we have sought mainly for 
those to occupy them, who are most be
coming, even as beautiful furniture is 
chosen for a beautiful room, too often dis
regarding the command to “go out into 
the highways and compel them to 
in.”

come
The Christ of God is still the friend 

of publicans and sinners, and would have 
them as well as saints in His house.

As you read this account of Tom’s pass
ing from death unto life, if you be a Chris
tian, then cross the word “hopeless” out 
of your spiritual dictionary, and go forth 
to the rescue of some one who is sinking 
into the pit. Remember, Christ lives, 
and He is performing these wonderful 
miracles every day.

Recently in company with his little 
daughter, Tom was passing the prison in 
which he had so often been confined, and 
he said to the little maid, 
prison.”

“That is the 
“Yes,” she answered, “but you

mmm
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will never go there any more will you dad
dy?” "Why do you say that,” said the 
father. “Because you are converted now,’’ 
the little one replied, 
reason, conversion has taken place.

Said a doctor the other day, "I don’t 
believe in these so-called conversions.” 
Supposing that doctor had a patient with a 
terrible disease, and that he had adminis
tered all kinds of remedies but without 
success, and at last he had to confess that 
the case was hopeless. Supposing that he 
saw the patient a year after he had 
given up, sound and in robust health, 
with bright eyes and red cheeks. Surely 
he would have to confess, whether he 
could understand it or no, “this man is 
cured.”

Tom's disease was, apparently, incur
able; many remedies such as prison cells 
were tried, but they all failed and when he 
was given up as hopeless, the Great Phy
sician came upon the scene and made him 
every whit whole. If you still doubt, go 
seek this trophy of Grace, ask his wife and 
his children, ask those with whom he toils 
daily. You cannot understand it, no, “the 
wind bloweth where it listeth, and ye hear 
the sound thereof but canst not tell

Yes, that is the
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whence it cometh or whither it goeth, so is 
everyone that is born of the Spirit.” Only 
believe and though you be as deep down in 
the depths as Tom was, the Saviour of 
sinners can lift you up and place your 
feet on the solid rock.

1»
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In Time of Need.

From door to door, from room tr room, 
the missionary whom we will call Peter, 
had been visiting; he had listened to tales 
of distress, prayed and read the Scriptures 
to the sick, sympathized with the bereaved 
mother and wept o’er the cot w hereon her 
dead baby lay; for he had little children 
and he knew what anguish it would cause 
to have to part w ith one of them. Tired 
and sick at heart, for so many needed the 
help which he could not give. There were 
so many tireless grates, empty cupboards, 
shoeless feet, and all Peter possessed was 
just sixpence. He had reached the top 
back room in a tenement wherein dwelt 
about eight families, one being in every 
room, and feeling that he could not bear 
to hear any more tales of sorrow that day, 
he determined that it should be his last 
call. In answer to his knock, a woman, 
who evidently hailed from the country, ap
peared, and the missionary noticed that 
she was much cleaner than the usual in
habitants of that district, and that the 
floor though very bare was also quite clean.

Having acquainted her with the nature
179
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of his business, this poor woman began to 
weep and Peter was soon listening to an
other tale of woe, far more distressing than 
any he had hitherto heard. No fire, no 
food, no money, husband unemployed, 
children crying for bread, landlord about 
to evict: despair. The missionary thought 
of the solitary sixpence, then of his own 
bare cupboard, the heavy rent almost due, 
and of the two days to get through before 
he should receive his meagre salary. Then 
He thought of Him who gave Himself for 
humanity, and kneeling on the bare floor 
the missionary appealed to God for help. 
Leaving his sixpence in the hand of the sor
rowing woman, he was about to descend 
the stairs when he met another poor wom
an ./ho was bringing a little coal and wood 
for “that poor thing in there,” and so the 
prayer was already being answered. He 
then begged some bread and groceries, 
and the grateful look from the woman 
and the joy of the children, amply re
warded him for his humble efforts. A- 
later visit, and straight talk to the land
lord were sufficient to remove the dark 
cloud of eviction, which had been threat
ening to burst any moment.

As Peter climbed to the fifth story of
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the building wherein his wife and children 
lived, he thought how much nicer it would 
be to live once more in the country. He 
could see his children gradually losing the 
healthy bloom from their cheeks, his own 
nerves were disordered, and he came to the 
conclusion that a missionary life was a 
hard one. But then he reasoned, a soldier 
must expect hardships and it is part of my 
business to endure hardness, thus proving 
myself a good soldier. So by the time he 
had reached the fifth flight of stairs he was 
quite ready to partake of the tea. This he 
found ready except that there happened to 
be no butter to put on the bread but as his 
wife had threepence it was decided to pur
chase some. As Peter took the money and 
descended the stairs, many hard rebellious 
thoughts assailed him; why should he be 
so poverty stricken while others had 
enough and to spare, had he not given up 
all to do the work of a missionary; surely 
it was not God’s will that his children 
should eat dry bread. Had he not been 
compelled to pawn his wife’s rings to pay 
the rent, and had looked this way and that 
and then sneaked like a criminal into the 
shop, where he was compelled to stand 
waiting amongst drink-soddened, foul-
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mouthed women, who were pledging their 
husbands’ best coats and boots that they 
might further indulge. As he recalled how 
his brave wife, on perceiving his tears, had 
tried to comfort him by saying “we shall 
soon have them back again," he wondered 
when that would be possible, 
ionary should ever get into debt” said one 
whose income was at least three times 
above that of the missionary. Bad 
agement was the verdict of another who 
lived in his own house, and therefore did 
not think of those, who like Peter, were 
compelled to pay ten shillings per week 
for three rooms.

But as he reached the street on his 
way to spend that last threepence the 
missionary thought once more of Him who 
suffered hunger and persecution 
muringly, and from the depths of his 
troubled heart Peter cried, as one of old, 
“Lord help me." 
this prayer, than there on the pavement, in 
that busy thoroughfare—could he believe 
his eyes, surely he was dreaming—no, it 
was true, there lay a half-crown. Surely 
this is a miracle, thought he; many people 
have passed, but none have seen this. God 
has answered my prayer and as he con-

“No miss-

man-

unmur-

Hardly had he offered
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tinued, to fulfill his errand this humble fol
lower of the Sinner’s Friend thanked Him 
for His help in time of need. On his return 
his wife was surprised to find that he had 
other provisions beside butter and as he 
told of what had happened they together 
offered thanks to the Giver of all.
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The Story of Love.

Most people are fond of love stories. 
They will sit with the open pages of the 
latest novel before them, and devour it 
from preface to conclusion. They will sym
pathize with the faithful yet persecuted 
lover, who has sacrificed all for love, and, 
when the villian has been finally brought to 
justice, and punished for his misdeeds, 
they have said: “Serve him right, he has 
met with his deserts.” Yet it is all fiction. 
The most marvellous love-story of all is 
that of God’s love for mankind, not fiction 
at all, but glorious fact, and yet the 
interest is not manifest in its perusal as in 
that of the novel, 
commencing to read a novel in the middle 
of the story, or at the end, and then pass 
judgment upon its worth? Yet people will 
dare to treat God’s story of love as they 
would not treat a work of fiction. They 
will accuse God of cruelty, when they read 
of the future punishment of the wicked, 
but will say: “Serve them right,” when thé 
villian in the novel gets his reward. God 
is love, we are the objects of His love. We 
are his handiwork, made in His own im-

same

Who would think of

187
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age. ’Tis true that sin has so disfigured 
mankind, that there be very few, if any, 
who represent the original likeness. But, 
even as the inventor loves that delicate 
complicated piece of mechanism, which is 
the outcome of his mind, so the Great 
Creator loves us, whom he has fearfully 
and wonderfully made. Sin separated God 
and man, and since the tragedy of Eden, 
God has been seeking to woo and win man
kind back to Himself. As the lover will go 
to the greatest lengths, and will make a 
great sacrifice to win the object of His 
love, so God did all He could—He gave 
His only begotten Son, a living sacrifice to 
win us to Himself The result of true love 
is to give. God so loved the world that He 
gave, the best that He could, namely 
His only-begotten Son. If we love Him, 
then we will give the best that we have, 
our life, our all, keeping nothing back. 
God will not be satisfied with a half-heart
ed love. He is a jealous God. He says: 
“Son, give me thine heart.” He knows 
that the heart is the hub, round which all 
else revolves, and He requires its absolute 
surrender, unquestioning allegiance, no 
dillydallying, no mere flirtation, but real 
trusting love. Around us on every hand
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manifestations of God’s love, the break
ing of the dawn, the song of the birds, the 
chirping of the insects, the rippling of the 
stream all seem to testify to the love of 
God. We owe to Him all things, the air 
we breathe, the food we eat, the raiment 
we wear all are tokens of his absorbing 
love. Yet some people dare to question 
this great truth. Said a man to me recent
ly: “How can God be loving, when He 
condemns people to hell?” Said I ; “Does 
God condemn a man to Hell?” If 
tinues deliberately to sin, he may expect ot 
get sin s wages. If a man serves a master, 
he looks for his wages from his master. If 
he serves God, he gets wages from Him, 
namely, eternal life. But, if he serves the 
Devil, then he gets the Devil’s wages, 
namely everlasting punishment (Matt! 
25:46). Then whose fault is it? Can you 
blame God for this? “As I live, saith the 
Lord, I have no pleasure in the death of 
the wicked” (Ez. 33:11) God willeth not 
the death of one. All through the Scrip
tures He lovingly says “Come”, and if any 

will go to the Devil instead of coming 
to a loving God, it is man’s own fault, if he 
finally finds himself in hell. Wherever 
that is or whatever it means, I know not,

are

a man con-

man
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neither does anyone, Christ Himself just 
lifts the veil a little, and allows us to have 
a glimpse at its terrors, which He likens to 
weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth, 
thus suggesting a place of bitter remorse, 
where throughout eternity, the lost 
will be continually condemning them
selves, for the opportunities they 
ignored whilst on earth, even as we have 
revealed in the parable of the Rich Man 
and Lazarus. Some men, ever ready with 
ingenious inventions, have taken much 
pains to make us believe that hell means 
annihilation, but I would like to know if 
Matt. 25:46, “Everlasting punishment” 
means annihilation too. We need not 
trouble about hell, or where or what it is, 
if we put our trust in the loving God. 
am interested in the place I intend going 
to. I don’t intend to go to Hell, therefore 
it does not worry me a little bit. But I do 
expect to finally reach that place called 
Heaven, and I am intensely interested in 
that place and its inhabitants. In His 
love God has laid before us conditions, 
which all can, if they will, fulfill. “He that 
believeth is not condemned”—thus it is a 
question of faith, “but he that believeth 
not is condemned already,” thus the un-

1
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believer stands self-condemned through 
his own unbelief. Then again I say, who 
is to blame? not God. Even some pro
fessing Christians sometimes doubt God's 
love. From the beginning the great Fath
er God has had unruly wayward rebellious 
children to bring into subjection. He has 
had to use harsh measures with some, but 
t has been done for their good. Often

times he has had to apply the rod of correc
tion to the backs of erring ones, in order to 
bend them to His divine will, 
take any delight in this? Oh no, not any 
more than a father does in chastising his 
beloved child. The most devoted parent 
is compelled to chastise a child sometimes, 
but he does it for the child’s good—it hurts 
him more than it does the child.
Lord loveth whom he chasteneth.

God of being the author of every 
calamity from an earth-quake to a ship
wreck, from a mining-disaster or train- 
wreck to a volcanic eruption. Is this fair 
or right, to express ourselves thus, simply 
because we do not comprehend all my
steries. The finite cannot comprehend 
the Infinite. Suppose God was the author 
of the San Francisco earthquake, surely 
that city, with all its infamy, deserved it as

Does He

So the 
Then

we accuse
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much as the ancient cities of the plain, 
Sodom and Gomorrah. Even God’s long- 
suffering may have its limitations, 
takes some terrible calamity to bring some 
people to their senses. That earthquake 
made more people pray in one day than 
all the preaching of the last fifty years. 
Just after the wreck of the “Titanic” I 
crossed the Atlantic, and a man asked me 
if I thought that God was love, after allow
ing such a tragedy to occur. Said I: “I 
don’t think God has anything whatever to 
do with it. If men will deliberately rush 
a vessel through a danger-zone, and im
peril hundreds of lives in order to break 
records, are we to blame God for man’s 
misdeeds?” And, if a careless miner will, 
against all rules, strike a match, light a 
pipe, or expose a naked light under ground, 
the result of which is a mining disaster, 
is God to blame? Are we to call Him 
cruel and revengeful? If nations will war 
with each other in order to grab more ter
ritory, more power, more wealth, and sac
rifice thousands of innocent lives, are we to 
accuse God as the author of the carnage 
and bloodshed? How long will it be ere 
people learn that God is a Spirit, and that 
He will guide and sustain the spiritual life

It
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of all who submit to Him, that He is able 
to keep that which we commit unto Him, 
but that He has also given 
sense, and a will to use, that probably 
most of the great disasters are due to the 
lack of common sense or to flagrant care
lessness. God will take care of my soul, 
but He expects me to take care of my 
body, and also to help take care of the 
bodies of others, and if through man’s 
fault, men’s lives are imperilled, it is un
true to point an accusing finger at the Al
mighty and say: "This is your doing.” If 
(iod had not been love, the world would 
have perished long ago. If God had not 
been long-suffering, fire from heaven would 
have fallen, and this old world would have 
been but a blot on the face of the firma
ment. If you and I had received 
just deserts,we would have been the 
panions of those who have joined the host 
of lost ones in the place of woe. But God 
lives and loves, and, in order to prove His 
love, He has sent His only begotten Son 
to die for a sinful world. He came not to 
condemn, not to send people to hell, but to 
show them the way to Heaven. He 
to save, to lift up the fallen, to strength
en the weak, to open blind eyes, to unstop

us common

our
com-

came
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deaf ears, to heal broken hearts, to set cap
tives free, and to raise the dead to life. He 
still does this, for those who are dead in sin 
can, through faith in Christ, obtain Eter
nal Life. Jesus Christ was God in human 
form, love walking in the midst of unlov
ing people. Publicans, harlots, thieves 
were not too bad to be loved by Him. He 
loved them all, and still loves even the 
vilest. To the poor repentant sinner He 
never uttered a word of condemnation. 
He hated the sin, but loved the sinner. 
Oh, what love, what wondrous love! Ought 
we not to love Him, who first loved us? 
Think of the terrible disappointment He 
must have felt, when, as He wept over 
Jerusalem, He said: “How oft would I 
have gathered you as a hen gathereth her 
chickens under her wings, but ye would 
not”—unrequited love, God manifest in 
the flesh, weeping over a rebellious peo
ple. And the loving God is looking over 
the cities, towns and villages, over the 
people of today, and, as He perceives the 
indifference, the rebellion, the sin, me- 
thinks He must be saying again, “How oft 
would I have gathered you, and ye would 
not.” It is your own fault. Think of His 
suffering, and remember it was for you.
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Think of His broken heart, and 
ber, sin did it. Remember, that He ap
peared to Paul, after His glorious resurrec
tion,and said: “Why persecutest thou me?” 
and then tell me, are you going to contin
ue to persecute Him by refusing to ac
cept Him as your Saviour. Is it nothing 
to you that He left the heavenly place to 
take His place with sinners? Is it nothing 
to you that he was reviled and misunder
stood, and insulted and crucified on Cal
vary ? Love, divine love, led Him from the 
manger to the cross, and that same love 
will lead you from the cross right up into 
the presence of the loving Father to that 
place where Love reigns supreme. Believe, 
trust now.

remem-

“Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were an offering far too small, 

Love so amazing, so divine 
Demands my life, my love, my all.”



.



Beware of Dogs.





Beware of Dogs.

Scripture Reading:—Phillipians, Chap
ter Three.

Beware of dogs. First of all, before I 
really speak upon those words I want to 
call your attention to another thing which 
Paul has written in this same Epistle to 
the Phillipians. It is summed up in the 
conclusion of his letter, when he says, “Fin
ally my brethren, rejoice.” One would al
most have thought he would have had it at 
the beginning. A very important part of 
our religion and our Christianity is that 
we “Rejoice in the Lord.” It grieves me, 
as I travel through this world and as I 
study Christianity, it grieves me I say, to 
learn that a great many of us have a really 
wrong conception of Christianity. The 
reason why so many young people today, 
hang back and do not have the desire to 
become Christians,is because some of us 
are such poor advertisements. “Finally 
my brethren, rejoice.” Do not be so sad 
about the business; you have something to 
laugh about; you do not need always to 
cry. Do not run away with the idea it is 
wrong to laugh; there is just as much re-

189
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ligion in a good laugh as in a bad cry. It is 
natural to laugh and see the cheerful side 
of things and our Lord taught this for He 
said constantly, “Be of good cheer.” It 
is natural to laugh and be happy and re
joice. The little babe, and nothing can be 
sweeter than the sight of a mothe fond
ling her babe, and the little one looks up in 
her face and smiles. It is natural for a 
child to laugh. Be natural, be real, keep 
on the sunny side of life. It's good for the 
health.

I say the reason why some young peo
ple to-day do not become Christians, is be
cause they think if they did so they must 
give up all joy and laughter. No such 
thing. That is when joy should come to 
you, when you become a follower of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. Some people take the 
wrong stand. I was going over to England 
on board the Royal George, and I was ask
ed to preach in the saloon. There were per
haps three hundred people at the service, 
and afterward many graciously thanked me 
for preaching. They seemed to enjoy it. 
A man was waiting and he did not look 
at all happy, quite the reverse, and as he 
grasped my hand he said,“My dear broth
er.” Now I am suspicious of the man
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who piles it on too thick. The last man 
who called me his dear brother wanted to 
borrow some money. He said, “my dear 
brother, you have made a terrrible mis
take.” And I said, “what is the matter?” 
“Why,” he said, “you have made a great 
mistake.” I said, “Yes, I have made a great 
many in my life.” I could truthfully say 
that. “But,” said he, “you have not preach
ed the gospel.” I said, “I do not like to tell 
of my private devotions, but before coming 
into this cabin tonight, I knelt down and 
asked God to give me something to say and 
I have obeyed him.” “Oh,” he said, “you 
have made a great mistake, you have 
missed a great opportunity, you have not 
preached the Gospel.” I said to him “How 
long was our Lord preaching the Gospel? 
Three years was He not? If it took Him 
three years to do it, how can I do it in half 
an hour?” “Oh,” said he, “why did you not 
warn these people of their danger, why 
did you not talk of the Titanic disaster, 
why did you not tell them that they might 
go down?” And I said to him, “Are you 
a Christian? Well you are a very poor ad
vertisement.” That man could only see the 
sad and dreary side of it. I have never yet 
discovered when my Lord told a sinner
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he was going to Hell. It would be better if 
I said to a poor outcast, “this is the way to 
heaven, walk ye in it,” and so I talked to 
that man. It is not my message and busi
ness to go about and ask people to get rea
dy to die.lt is my business to go about and 
tell them to get ready to live, then the dy
ing is easy enough. It is only the drawing 
aside of the veil which separates us from 
the life beyond. We have not been rejoic
ing enough. Read the Psalms if you are a 
sad Christian; you will soon commence re
joicing. Get some of David’s spirit. “Make 
a joyful noise unto the Lord, all the earth.” 
Thus we shall be good advertisements of 
Christianity and they will seek the Lord 
while he may be found. Perhaps you have 
been doing that way; perhaps you have 
been thinking it is a sin to laugh and be 
happy and rejoice and perhaps you have 
been telling your children that. What a 
miserable life this would be if some of us 
could not rejoice. I have no sympathy 
with the man who sings,“Earth ’tis a desert 
drear, this earth is not my home.” I was 
walking out here this morning and I saw 
many beautiful things. This earth is full 
of beautiful things. The man who wrote
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that must have had something wrong with 
his liver.

We wonder why the young people hang 
back. I have heard them say. “If that is 
religion I don’t want it." May our hearts 
be filled with singing and may we take 
Paul’s advice and ’’Rejoice." 
something to be happy about.

Well I might keep talking like that for 
half an hour and I was going to say some
thing about ’’beware”, beware of being a 
long faced Christian. Look on the sunny 
side, keep smiling. Sometimes people tell 
me that I look young. I am afraid that if 
they saw me at home, in the midst of my 
family they would say I must be pretty old. 
It is smiling that does it. Keep smiling 
and singing and save doctor's bills.

Beware of dogs, I want to

We have

warn you,
and especially the young people here to
night, beware of dogs. I remember preach
ing in a Congregational Church in England 
iu the county of Herefordshire. When I 
got to the manse, there was a large sign 
outside the gate which said “Beware of 
the dog," and I did beware. I rang the 
bell—it was one of those old-fashioned af
fairs with a bell to ring, on the gate 
and presently the minister came around
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from the house, and he said : “Why Smith, 
you might have walked in,” and I said 
“Yes, but look at the board, 
think of my wardrobe.” 
turned the corner and I saw a little wee 
dog, not big enough to bark, let alone bite. 
I said, “Do you call that thing a dog?” 
"Well, it is the only one we have.” “But 
what about the sign?” “Oh,” he said, 
“the sign was here when I took over the 
manse and I never made any change.” 
I said, “and you have the impudence to 
keep that sign there, with that dog.” “Oh, 
well,”he said,“tramps sometimes come a- 
long.” “Yes, ” I said 
gipsies.”

There was a dog, harmless, no cause for 
alarm whatever; but the dogs of which I 
am going to speak are really dangerous. 
Thousands have been dragged to an un
timely end through the grip of these mon
sters, and the first one is drink. But, you 
say, there is no need you wasting your 
time talking about that in this town, you 
might just as well give us one of your or
dinary addresses. Yes, but I have come 
from the cities where there were drink 
shops every few houses, and I have known 
thousands who left the homestead in the

I began to 
Just then we

“and sometimes
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village or town and never thought of the 
monster that awaited them. They mixed 
up with companions, the companions 
not drunkards. Oh, no, but they were invit
ed to have a little for friendship’s sake and 
then the dog got to work and fastened his 
fangs upon the victim, and to-day many of 
them, a stone marks the place where they 
were laid. They ought to have lived and 
been useful citizens but they lay in the 
drunkard’s grave. Beware of dogs. I

some of us Christian people 
lay too much blame upon the victim. 
Perhaps you will not see eye to eye with 
me just now. When I was travelling in the 
United States, I used to hear a little song, 
and I always try to learn something good 
out of everything I hear, and the chorus 
ran something like this—“they are more 
to be pited than censured.”If you had 
the victims of this dog drink as I have seen 
them. On the Thames embankment in the 
middle of the night, I have found men and 
women, and I have talked lovingly to 
them and have heard from them the story 
of how professional men, men who were 
once at Cambridge and Oxford universit
ies, Doctors of medicine, and sad to say, 
Doctors of Divinity were bitten by this

were

am
afraid that

seen
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monster. If you question them, and ask 
them the reason of their downfall, nine 
out of ten will tell you they did not 
mence drinking in the saloon. Oh no, 
and they did not get drunk the first time 
either, and some one wanted them to have 
a little for friendship’s sake. It may have 
been in a swell drawing-room, or at a dance 
or a picnic. Do you not think it is my 
duty, young people, to warn you to be
ware of this dog.

For four years in the city of London 
I drove a hansom cab. You would call me 
a hack driver. Every night until three or 
four o’clock in the morning I waited about 
the streets of London for my fares, and 
most of my people—the people whom I 
drove, were victims of the dog drink, and 
were wasting their substance in riotous 
living. I know a man to-day whose in
come was $5000 a year. He had a good 
practice, he was a physician, but he be
came a victim of the drink dog. His wife 
and children were forced to seek refuge 
with friends. He came down to his last 
cent and sought shelter in a lodging house 
in the city of London where lodgings were 
provided for six cents a night. He was 
finally landed in prison. To-day, if you

com-
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walk through the streets of London and 
ask for Caledonia Market, where 
thing is sold every Friday, and ask them to 
direct you to old Dr. Brown: there you 
will see him standing selling pills at a few 
cents a box ; 
prominent position as assistant surgeon 
in one of our largest London hospitals. 
That is what drink will do. TOUCH NOT, 
TASTE NOT, HANDLE NOT. Shun it 
as you would a dread poison, as a scourge 
that would steal your manhood, rob you 
of your senses and everything you hold 
dear.

every-

the man who once held a

Someone might say, “Well, Smith, if 
you worked under the conditions that I 
work, you would have to have something.’’ 
THAT IS WRONG. I have lived thirty- 
eight years in this world and mixed up 
with the roughest of the rough; I have 
travelled as much as most men of my age 
and I have been always able to say 
“No.” Mother and I became total ab
stainers at the same time. You see it was 
this way.
along the road in England and carrying a 
baby,and being thirsty she went into 
of the public houses and asked for 
thing to drink. It was given her, and just

A gipsy woman was walking

one
some-
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as she was about to drink, there came to her 
mind some words that she had heard. I 
think I told you that gipsies have 
retentive memories, 
found in the first Psalm, and are “Blessed 
is the man that walketh not in the counsel 
of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of 
sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the 
ful.”

very
The words will be

scorn-
She was not a Christian woman, but 

she thought, I am standing in the way of 
sinners, and she set down the glass and tak
ing the babe walked out. She said, “I will 
never touch it again.” I was that babe. I 
said that mother and I became total ab
stainers at the same time, and we have 
kept it all along together. I know that the 
temptation to indulge in strong drink is 
sometimes strong, yet it is possible, by the 
grace of God, to say NO.

I think it was while I was in Texas that 
I had my hardest experience with drink. I 

down there with the cow-boys and one 
day one of the horses was very ill. I said 
to one of the boys, “If you will let me, I 
will fix that horse of yours and put him 
right, and so I attended to his horse. I 
believe that everyone who has a heart at 
all will be kind to an animal like the horse. 
So I did what I considered my duty, The

was
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boys when they came in all went to the 
saloon and some of them got too much. 
The cowboy who owned the horse was in a 
bad condition, and he said to me, “You 
must have something to drink after that.” 
I said, No, thank you.” But he insisted, 
and I thought I had better go in, and I said, 

I will have a soft drink.’ I meant lemon
ade. No, he said, “you will have no 
soft drinks here, you must have some whis
key.” He was in a condition to fight or do 
something desperate. I thought, here is a 
man here, who has had a mother, and who 
may still have a mother. I was only a lad, 
eighteen years old, and that great big fel
low stood there and said. “You must have 
something to drink, some whiskey.” I said, 
My friend, thousands of miles away I 

have a mother and my mother asked 
years ago to make her a promise. Promise 
me, my boy, that you will never touch 
liquor.

me

You would not like me to break 
my promise to my mother, would you?” 
He put out that great rough hand of his 
and said, “Stranger,have what you like to 
drink, keep your promise to your mother.”

I tell you men, some may laugh at you, 
if you stand for what is right, but any sane
person will give you credit for standing for
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the right. Beware, young people, on no 
condition give way.

Paul goes on to say, "Beware of evil 
workers.” I want to say a word about 
other dog, which I feel led

an-
rp,. , , to mention.
I his dog s name is gambling, and perhaps 
this is more suitable here than the remarks 
about the other. You may be invited to 

party and to have a hand at a game of 
cards. Now says some one, this evangelist 
is rather narrow; but, let me tell you a little 
story and you can judge whether I am justi- 
fied in making this statement, 
across
on my second trip to the United States sent 
out to buy horses for my master, three men 
m my cabin, men of the world, old hands in 
sin and iniquity, brought out a pack of 
cards and said, will you join us in a game of 
“Pedro,” or "Euchre”? I said that I did 
not know how to play, but they offered to 
teach me. They are always ready to teach 
you, are they not? It is bad enough for a 
man to go to destruction by himself but 
woe to the man who drags some one else 
down with him. I said I did not wish to 
gamble, but they prevailed, and “just for 
fun” I commenced to play cards. Just 
for fun we must have a stake of a few

some

Coming
from the London docks to New York



211

cents and so the Devil was weaving his 
net around me; and then the craving grew 
upon me,the desire to gamble; and the re
sult of my commencing to play for fun in 
the cabin of that ship was that I became a 
confirmed gambler, and the hardest thing 
for me to leave behind, when I became a 
Christian, was gambling. Drinking and 
gambling do more towards filling the pris
ons and lunatic sylums than all the other 
evils in existence.

A man said to me in a London omnibus 
one day, in a tone of rejoicing, “they have 
opened a new public house.” “A new pub
lic house,” I said, “What a pity.” "Why,” 
he said, “it will make it good for trade!”

Oh, yes, so it will.” A few more shoeless 
children, a few more wrecked homes, a few 
more heart broken wives, a few more ap
plicants for the lunatic asylums, the pris
ons and graves. It will make it good for the 
Devil’s trade. That which applies to 
drinking, applies to gambling, for when a 

drinks or gambles he robs his wife and 
children, his loved ones, and then he robs 
himself of his manhood. Prevention is 
better than cure. Many this will not apply 
to, but if there is

man

one young man here and
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these words put him on his guard my 
sage shall not have been in vain.

THEN ONCE MORE BEWARE OF 
FALSE PROPHETS. You did not expect 
that did you? What did our Lord say? 
“For false Christs and false prophets shall 
arise, and shall show signs and wonders, to 
seduce, if it were possible, even the elect." 
Paul says “For many walk, of whom I have 
told you often, and now tell you, 
weeping, that they are the enemies of the 
cross of Christ.” BEWARE OF FALSE 
PROPHETS, with their insinuating ways, 
and their smooth tongues. They would 
have you believe that they have the true 
message from God. I say, BEWARE, 
take care. They will come with their lit
erature to your doors—they will tell you it 
is to help them in their college course—and 
you will buy a book and you will read it 
and it looks like the real thing, but by-and- 
by you will notice the difference between 
the real and the counterfeit,they will tell 
you there is no hell,—to soothe the con
science—they will tell you of another op
portunity after death, but this Bible does 
not tell you so, and BEWARE OF FALSE 
PROPHETS. If you study and read to 
the end you will find that they deny JESUS

mes-

even
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CHRIST was God manifest in the flesh 
they knock away the hub of the gospel 
wheel, the atonement, they cut that out- 
and they try to take away the felloes of 
the wheel, the resurrection. Oh, yes, that 
is cut out, and you are left with a mutil
ated gospel when you get through; in fact 
you have no gospel at all. It is my duty to 
warn you, beware of false prophets for 
they are many, their name is legion. The 
man who says Jesus Christ was not God 
manifest in the flesh, that he was just a 
good man like Socrates and no more, he 
is lying and you tell him so. The man who 
says Jesus Christ did not make atonement 
on Calvary for sin, tell him he is a liar. 
Paul said, “If any man preach any other 
gospel unto you than that which we have 
preached unto you, let him be accursed.” 
This gospel is not mine, the words are here 
m the Bible. Tell me if I not preaching 
the same Gospel that Paul preached. When 
you read these works of these blind lead- 
ers of the blind, these wolves in sheep’s 
clothing, do you find Jesus Christ there 
as the Son of God, that he made 
ment for sin? Do you find that he 
again to make intercession fo 
pears to be a newly manufactured

an atone- 
rose

r us. It ap-
ROspa|
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which suits some who have itching 
Here are men who will lead silly 
captive. The Lord knew all about it. The 
Holy Spirit inspired the Apostle to write 
and warn them about false prophets. The 
time is at hand and we should make our 
peace before the great and notable day of 
the Lord. Blessed are those servants, 
whom the Lord when He cometh, shall 
find waiting. Oh yes, all these go to prove 
that the Lord will come. BEWARE lest 
when He cometh, he find us asleep, lulled to 
sleep by the false promises of the false 
phets. Wars and rumors of wars.

ears, 
women

pro- 
Ha ve

not had them? Pestilences, earthquakes 
and famines in divers places. Did we not 
have the great Boer war, and some of our 
boys went to return no 
to-day many sleep in unknown graves 
the veldt. In Europe bloodshed

we

more, and 
upon 

on every
hand. Earthquakes. Think of San Fran
cisco; volcanic eruptions in Messina; fa
mines in India. I feel tonight like one of 
old who prophesied. Soon there will be a 
great war in Europe. England building 
great vessels and Germany preparing for 
war, all point to the great and notable day 
of the Lord. Ought we not to get ready, 
and shut our ears to the false prophets and
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bow to God in His house and crave his 
pardon and get right with him,for "in such 
an hour as ye think not the Son of Man 
may come. Watch ye, therefore, for ye 
know neither the day nor the hour wherein 
the Son of Man cometh.”

i ay
trifle not. time is short.

BEWARE HOW YOU WASTE YOUR 
TIME, beware lest. . , ye quench the Spirit.
I his night if you would hear his voice, 
harden not your hearts but make full 
render to him. sur-

If the Lord should 
ready

Without warning at midnight he 
appear

come to-night are you

may

Do not longer hesitate,one more day may 
be too late

For the coming of the King is drawing 
near.

SIMON SMITH
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A Near Thing.

Reading: The Acts of the Apostles. 
Chapter 26.—verse 28: “Then Agrippa 
said unto Paul; almost thou persuadest 
to be a Christian.'' me

It was a near thing for Agrippa. King 
Agnppa came near to becoming a Chris
tian. If he had obeyed the heavenly vision, 
u as he sat there under conviction, when 
he heard that Prince of Preachers the great 
Apostle Paul, if he had obeyed the dic
tates of his conscience we might have read 
something about another apostle named 
Agnppa. He said, “Almost thou persuad
est me to be a Christian." He was almost, 
almost a Christian, and to me the saddest 
thing that I have to encounter as I go from 
place to place, from country to country, is 
to learn that so many thousands to-day 
are almost Christians: so near to the king
dom and yet not altogether. I think I re
marked in one of my discourses, that it 
might be possible for a person to regularly 
attend a place of worship, for a person to 
read the Word of God regularly, it may 
be possible for a man to have a prefix and

i
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an affix to his name, denoting that he is a 
theologian, and yet it may be possible that 
one is not altogether a Christian. It is a 
sad thing to have to say, but the pity of 
it is that there are so many so near and yet 
so far. Only a step and that step would 
turn them from darkness to light, and from 
the power of Satan unto God, and yet they 
hesitate, hang back and will not take the 
decisive step; and I find it harder, much 
harder, to get a person who is “almost a 
Christian” to take this decisive step, than 
to get one who has wandered far in sin. One 
whom we call “down and out,” that 
will readily say, under conviction, “I 
sinner, Lord save me.” Very often 
get such a one to make that confession 
and with that confession, when it is truly 
sincere, there comes forgiveness.
“if we confess our sins He is faithful and 
just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse us 
from all unrighteousness.”

This and another are the most pathe
tic stories I find in the Bible. I would call. 
your attention to the story of the young 
man who ran to Jesus and knelt at his 
feet and clasped those hands that 
afterwards nailed to the tree; that 
man who saw the love-light in those

one
am a 

we can

For

were
young

won-
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derfuli a ®yes—for Jesus looking upon him
nuTÎ-hl “J1 that younR man asks the 
? , Gooid Master, what shall I do to
him? Er,naI Hfe?” The Lord looking on 
him loved him and said “Keep the com
mandments.’’ All these, said he, “have I 
observed from my youth up ” 
model He was a
characterTd yet when ^Lordtl^h^ 

what he should do and the surrender he 
should make, "One thing thou lackest,’’ 

y one thing; he went away sorrowful.

« “* PatheUc. . ST.’Æ
I were an artist; so that I might paint a pair 
of pictures. The first, that scene I spoke of 
yesterday morning, where we read that the 
Ethiopian after hearing Philip preach
other’J!? 0n his Way Soloing; and the 

youn8man who

cepfedPJesuse ChZ
picture of the rejector. The one who ac
cepted and went on his way rejoicing was a 
colored man, an outsider, an Ethiopian 
you might call him “a low-down fellow1 
but he went on his way rejoicing

a

The oth-
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er one, the rejector, the ideal young man, 
very religious, who knelt at the feet of 
Jesus and after having that blessed priv
ilege which some of us would give years of 
our life to have had, of handling God mani
fest in the flesh, and seeing the look of love 
in his eyes; after all that, this young man 
went away sorrowful. Imagine, turning 
his back on the Son of God, who left the 
realms of glory to come to this world and 
save fallen humanity. Can you imagine a 
sadder scene than that? He missed his op
portunity. Almost a disciple: we have four 
gospels but may be if that young ruler 
had accepted Jesus Christ and obeyed the 
command “Come follow me” as the fisher
men did, we should have had five gospels. 
We might have read in the Acts of the Ap
ostles about that disciple, but you never 
again read of that rich young man. You 
never read that King Agrippa ever be
came a Christian. You never read that 
Felix, who was convicted under Paul’s 
preaching, and trembled, you never read 
that he became a Christian. He MISSED 
HIS CHANCE. It was a near thing with 
all of them. So near and yet so far.

What a tragedy to think a man should 
be so near and yet miss that God-given
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opportunity. Almost thou persuadest 
to be a Christian.” Some of you have been 
listening to your faithful ministers for years ; 
some for months,perhaps some of you have 
been to every one of these services and 
yet only "almost a Christian.” 
you may accuse me of being personal, 
but I will risk offending you for I must 
be faithful,and we read that if we please 
everybody we cannot please God. Paul did 
not pander or bow to those in high places; 
he preached what he proclaimed the whole 
counsels of God,and if Paul did not, I dare 
not. It is a sad thing,people,if after all you 
are only “almost a Christian;” if after 
all the host of invitations contained here 
in this book,where our Lord says "Come”; 
after listening to the appeals that have 
gone forth in these services;after you have 
heard the songs inviting you;after hearing 
your own loved ones praying for you; how 
sad if you are only "almost persuaded to be 
a Christian.”

Then there are young folks here to
night, as in all the services, and I want to 
be fair with you because I still feel young 
myself and I can just about realize what 
some of you would say to me. You would 
say, "Yes, I am almost a Christian and

me

I know

.
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would have made the decision long since 
only, only”; then you would commence to 
make excuses and these are some of them: 
—and I want to try and meet you. There 
would be the excuse, first of all: Well you 
know,I am just light-hearted,I like a bit of 
fun, and if I become a Christian I shall 
have to be so sober and so sad. There is 
“SO-and SO” they look at you as though 
you were a sinner when you laugh, and 
they give you lectures and say you are 
frivolous. If I am going to be a Christian 
I cannot be so sad. They seem to have the 
idea that if they become a Christian they 
must say “Good-bye” to all earthly plea
sure. NO SUCH THING. I enjoyed life 
before I became a Christian, and I want 
here to deny a statement that I have heard 
even some preachers make “before 1 be
came a Christian I never found any plea
sure in the world” and I have heard plenty 
in testimony meetings say the same thing. 
Well, as the Scotchman says, "I hae my 
doots,” for I can assure you I had plenty of 
pleasure before I became a Christian. If 
you did not find pleasure there would be 
nothing hard about giving up. Because we 
find so much pleasure in the world it means 
a great sacrifice. I loved the theatres, the
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music halls, the race course, playing cards 
and I found it very hard to give them up. 
But listen, the pleasure which I now have is 
a different kind of pleasure altogether 
than the kind of pleasure I had before 
version. That other pleasure does it „ 
isfy? It seems to lose its charm after 
time; but this pleasure which I receive 
in the service of my Master is lasting, 
something substantial about it. It makes 
life worth living. I used to laugh before 
conversion and I do now. Perhaps I laugh
ed at things I ought not before conversion.
I used to have fun before conversion 
I have it now; it is clean fun though, 
used to be fond of athletic sports before 
conversion and I am now; but if I were 
playing football now, which I have not the 
time to do, I should play cleaner football 
than before conversion. I would not kick 
the other fellow’s shins. I believe in a 
manly Christianity. Yes, don’t make that

con-
sat-

and
I

mistake. If you have the idea that you 
have to say farewell to all earthly pleasures 
when you become a Christian you 
made a greater mistake in your life.

Another one says—and I have had 
most of these questions pu’ to me. Well 
now,you mention theaters, music halls and

never



226

such like, of course you are not troubled 
with many here, but in the great cities they 
will come along, what do you think? Can 
the Christian go to the theater, the music 
hall, the dance or a few other things? Can 
they? Well, you become a Christian first 
and then I will guarantee you will know 
what you ought to do and what you ought 
not. It is hardly fair to ask all these ques
tions before you become a Christian; for 
when you become a Christian you become 
a new creature and God will tell you, if 
you want to be told what you ought to sur
render. If you are in doubt and you think, 
I would like to go to some place of amuse
ment, just before you go kneel down and 
ask God to bless you. If you think you can 
kneel down and say “Lord I am going to 
this dance or card party, and Lord bless 
me while I am there,” well, if you can do 
that, go ; but again “I hae my doots.”

When my cousin was preaching in 
South Africa, a wealthy lady attended the 
services and she became a Christian. That 
lady had a beautiful daughter and the 
daughter was making preparation for a 
dance and was having an elaborate dress 
made and her mother said “My dear, will
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you come along with me and hear Gipsy 
Smith.”

She replied, “No, I do not want to be 
bothered with those meetings, I am pre
paring for this dance. It is the dance of the 
season.” The next night the mother went 
again and at last the daughter’s curiosity 
was aroused and she went. God spoke to 
her and she became a Christian. Now 
that mother was a wise woman: she did not 
say anything about the dance right away; 
but just the day before it was to take placé 
she said to the daughter, “My dear I have
not heard you say anything about the 
dance or your dress this last day or two ” 
and the daughter putting her arms around 
her mother’s neck and weeping tears of 
joy said, “Mother do not talk about the 
dance, do not talk about the dress, I found 
Jesus and he is sufficient.”

Now some„ ... . one mi«ht say, Yes, that
Smith is very narrow, very bigoted; he has 

to preach against dancing. I have 
not told you it was wrong to go to dances 
have I. Rut some one else has been telling 
you. Some one, while I have been telling 
that story and I will leave it with you. I 
am not a judge, I dare not condemn, 
leave it to you to discover whether

come

I
you
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shall do this or that or the other, for God 
will speak to you through your conscience 
and if you are ready to surrender to him 
you need not ask. If you are willing to be 
guided, God will guide you. I like to be 
fair with you, for I know you think these 
things even if you do not ask them. We 
would like to ask you, you say, do you go 
to the music hall, the dance or the card
party? Do you drink or smoke? I can say 
no to all these, but I do not say because I 
do not do these things that you must not 
do them.
Simon Smith.

Let God be your judge, not 
Oh yes, I will admit that 

dancing in your own drawing room with 
people you are well acquainted with is 
different to a public affair. But will it end 
there? I have seen hundreds of young 
women dancing out at Manhattan Beach 
far past midnight, and I would not like to 
see my daughters there when they grow 
up. These girls, no doubt, learned to dance 
at home. I remember after my conversion 
I did not expect to have all the light at 
first—I will try and illustrate—The child 
does not become full grown at once, and 
perhaps you will accuse me of being wrong 
in a theological sense, but I do not think 
you become a full-grown Christian in a



229

moment; for I read, “Grow in grace." It 
looks to me as though it were a progressive 
race. Paul said, 
mark.”

“Press on toward the 
When I became a Christian I did 

not see any harm in going to a place of 
amusement, and I remember very well, one 
night going into a music hall in the city of 
London. I love music, and I went in. 
thought, there are a lot of people here 
very good but they need not affect me. I 
had not been in there very long before I 
felt uncomfortable and I wondered why, 
for I had not felt that way before. I seem
ed to be turning hot and cold and I thought 
“Perhaps I am doing wrong but I will see 
it through now,” and then there came the 
still small voice making me to doubt— 
and that should be the surest test, if you 
have doubts about anything drop it, let 
it go, turn your back on it. I came out, 
and I said “God helping me I will never 
enter another music hall,” and I never 
have. It was hard: but I found I could 
not serve two masters. No 
God and mammon.

The Christian must live a separate life, 
“come out from among them and be ye 
separate saith the Lord,” and I believe the 
trouble with the Church of Christ to-day

I
not

man can serve

.
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is that we have not been ready to be a sep
arate people and we have been trying to 
serve God, and mix up with questionable 
things and people. If you ask me these 
questions, I have not said yes or no, I leave 
it with God and you. Let him be your 
guide. Take the first four words of the 
Bible, and you will never find a better 
guide, no matter where you search. “In 
the beginning God” and when you are 
asked to go somewhere think of that. Can 
I put God first? If not it is a sin; any
thing that comes before God is wrong. 
He must be first. “Our Captain requires 
unquestionable allegiance.” I remember 
hearing that phrase from the lips of Sir 
Ernest Tritton. 
with others to become a missionary and 
after the students had finished their course, 
that man of God, Sir Ernest Tritton, pre
sented each student with their piece of 
parchment and said “Remember this, your 
Captain requires unquestioning allegi
ance.” I have never forgotten that. Let 
God have your best. I think of that wonder- 
derful little verse that was found in the 
fly leaf of a Bible belonging to a student at 
Cambridge University, who was studying 
for the ministry. His parents and teach-

!

1
8 I had been studying,
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predicted a brilliant future for him but 
the godly young
ers

man was called home, 
and afterwards in the leaf of his Bible they 
found these words:—

“Just as I am, young, strong and free;
To be the best that I can be
For truth, for righteousness, for thee;
Lord of my life, I come.”

We will not have time to bother about 
these things if we put him first in our lives. 
You will not ask so many questions if you 
become fully persuaded to follow the Lord. 
Do not be content to be outwardly a Chris
tian but let it sink deep into your hearts; 
make a full surrender and let God have thé 
right of way in your life and heart. Some
times when we sing that hymn “Almost 
persuaded now to believe” I think of that 
passage which says “Harvest is past: 
summer is ended and we are not saved.” 
When I think of the prayers that have 
gone up on behalf of some of you and the 
anxiety of that father or mother who is 
still praying for you and yet you are only 
almost a Christian. Some day we shall 
have to stand before the throne in the 
heavenly place. I am not imagining this, 
you know it is true, for, “in such an hour
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as ye think not the Son of Man may come." 
In our heart of hearts some of us are hop
ing it will be a great way off, but; Behold 
the hour is at hand. It may be at mid
night, the Scriptures say so, the Lord will 
appear and then there will come the great 
separation. I sometimes try to imagine 
what it will be like. We have here and 
there a little light on the subject, some on 
the left and some on the right, and then 
the Judge of all the earth will speak to 
those on the left— and perhaps even then 
they will commence to make excuses, and 
some will say “Yes, I attended every one 
of those special services, I was almost a 
Christian, but I held back until it was too 
late and then we shall hear “Almost can
not avail ; Almost, but lost.” They will be 
so near to the kingdom and yet just out
side. You might just as well be a thousand 
miles away. There is no need for me to en
large on this, you can only be saved, or an 
unsaved sinner. I do not know of any in
termediate step or opportunity, or other 
chance. I wish I did, to encourage some. 
Either I am right with God, or wrong with 
God.
ward or hell ward.
God faithfully and doing His will and grow-

Either I am travelling heaven- 
Either I am serving



Almost persuaded,” harvest is past! 
Almost persuaded” doom comes at 

last!
"Almost” cannot avail ;
“Almost” is but to fail ;

Sad, sad that bitter wail—
"Almost,” but lost.

This night those of you who have been 
almost persuaded to become a Christian. 
I pray that here and now you will be not 
content with being “almost” but alto
gether fully persuaded to make the great 
surrender.

ing in grace or I am surely drifting, drift
ing further on the road to destruction.

These may seem very plain and per
haps rude remarks but the Scripture in
forms us there is no other way.
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Points for Young Preachers





Points for Young Preachers.

A great many young men have missed 
their avocation in life. Some who are in 
business or between the plough handles, 
ought to be in the pulpit, and alas, some 
are in the pulpit who should be elsewhere. 
That young man who has heard the still 
small voice calling him to “forsake all and 
follow,” if he refuses to obey, if he is dis
obedient unto the heavenly vision, woe 
be unto him, for his life will be one long 
mistake, it were better for that man if he 
had never been born. I know of a man 
who did that, the pay of a preacher was 
too small, today he has money, yes and 
misery, he made shipwreck of his life. 
Said a disappointed father of his son, 
who had been enticed from his intention 
of becoming a minister, and who event
ually became a British Ambassador, “My 
son has deteriorated into a common am
bassador.” Yes, to be an ambassador of 
the King of Kings, would have been far 
better.

The young preacher must be prepared 
to do plenty of hard spade work at first. 
If you would reach the top rung of the

237
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ladder, you must commence at the bot- 
Seize every opportunity of develop- 

ïnf? your talents. C ount it a privilege to 
be permitted to preach the gospel any
where. In small halls or churches, in out 
of the way districts, or at the street cor
ners in the towns or cities, remember that 
the most successful preachers commenced 
this way. Remember that your Master 
preached in all the villages, and that He 
was an open air preacher. You will find 
it hard work preaching to the twos and 
threes, but try and put as much soul into 
your preaching as though you were speak
ing to a thousand, 'and the two or, three 
may become preachers also, 
you are called of God. There are too 
many man-made apostles already. Paul 
said “Not of man but by Jesus Christ,” 
let.the divine ordination come first, be sure 
that you can say “He hath anointed'me to 
preach the Gospel.” Commence at home 
and in your own town. “Go home and 
tell what great things the Lord hath 
done.” Commencing at Jerusalem, that 
was the home of some of the disciples, 
and it was a good test. If you can preach 
before your own people you can do it any 
where. In your preaching seek to please

tom.

Be sure that

Y
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God rather than men. The truth 
times may cut, may offend, but stick to 
it. Don’t trim, don’t compromise, don’t 
pander to wealth, or you will soon be 
known as the Rev. Smoothem, and your 
words will be as sounding brass or a 
tinkling cymbal. Even the ungodly ad
mire a man who speaks plainly. A 
can be faithful without being vulgar. “We 
use great plainness of speech’’ said Paul. 
Go then and do likewise. Be natural, 
derstandable, there is no need to send 
people home hunting up dictionaries.

Be original, use your eyes and ears. 
Don’t be afraid to tell a story to press 
home a truth. Jesus Christ was always 
telling stories. Think of the stories of 
“The Prodigal,’ “The Good Samaritan” 
and others.

No preacher need apologize for telling 
stories, even if they are about himself, 
Paul was always doing it. Don’t forget 
the children ; the young mind like 
wax
enough to know right from wrong, is old 
enough to become a church member. Jesus 
said “forbid them not.” The day may not 
be far distant when every church will have 
to do more than provide a Sunday School

some-

man

un

warm
is easily impressed. Any child old

,
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for the young if they are to be kept from 
drifting.

A Junior Church roll, and special 
communion services for the young would 
form a strong link.

Be bright; the Gospel means Good 
News, proclaim it as such. It will not be 
a crime to tell it with a smile, be a good 
advertisement for Christianity, 
rave, or screech, it doesn’t look or sound 
nice, it will be easier on the people and 
yourself if you don’t make quite so much 
noise. A baloon makes a noise when it 
bursts but there’s not much in it.

1 ou need not try to be a religious clown, 
if you are gifted with humor thank God 
for it and use it, but don’t search all the 
papers for funny stories and persecute 
the people by relating them. Study good 
books, your bible first, but above all 
study humanity.

If you have never toiled with your 
hands you won’t understand the working 
man. If you have never wrestled against 
the world, the flesh and the devil, you can
not sympathize with or understand the 
man who is engaged in the conflict. If 
you have always had money at your 
command, you cannot understand the

Don’t
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poor. Jesus Christ became poor, work
ed, hungered, suffered, and died with sin
ners, because He came to save them, and 
if you want to save sinners you must 
study them, live with them, and give 
life to save them.

He charitable. Before you condemn 
others, look within. Christ came not to 
condemn, follow Him. No preacher has 
any right to tell anybody that they are go
ing to hell.

Who made you a judge?
Hell and its terrors should be mentioned 

with tears in the eyes, and not as though 
it were a sweet morsel that the preacher 
enjoyed rolling continually around his 
tongue.

Tell them often the 
heaven, and get them started'

Preach the Love of God until 
body is in Love with Him.

Shakespeare, Emerson and a few others 
that we hear so

your

way to get to

every-

much of in the pulpits 
all smart fellows and they said some good 
things, but please don’t ask the Son of 
God and Paul to take back seats behind 
these fellows. Be honest. Don’t talk 
though you were perfect. ~ 
the man who is listening may get dis-

are

as
Remember
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couragcd and give up in despair if you 
talk that way, for he knows that he has 
not yet attained unto perfection, and there
fore he concludes that you are either lying 
or that you have something beyond his 
reach. Barnabas and Paul 
as good as most 
also are

were about 
men yet they said, “We 

men of like passions with you ” 
The preacher who has got beyond “Forgive 
us our trespasses" is out of his latitude, 
evidently this earth is no place for him. 
Ihe man of God, Paul, 
faithful service, after 
pnsonment, shipwreck and many strifes 
called himself the chief of sinners.

Humility is a lesson

after, years of 
persecution, im-

, ,,. every preacher
should learn. Our Lord humbled Himself 
even unto the death of the 
stooped to lift the fallen. Don’t set your- 
self up on a pedestal. A preacher should 
not consider himself above, or beneath the 
people, he should be their brother, for our 
Lord said “All ye are brethren." 
painful to see

cross. He

It is
some men after they get 

prefix and sometimes an affix to thei. 
and even the ministerial g,\rb has 
sufficient to make

a
r name, 

been 
unap- 
worse 

The

some almost 
proachable. Pride in the pulpit is 
than pride in the pew, both are bad.
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clothes don t make the man. Don’t 
preach against pride if you are dressed 
like a dandy. It is not wise to spend 
more time curling your mustache, than 
on your knees. You had better cut it 
off and cast it from you, if it offends. If 
you do happen to possess a diamond 
ring, don’t keep spreading your hands 
over the front of the pulpit. You won’t 
catch cold if you leave it off. Even frock 
coats and peculiar collars are not really es
sential for good preaching; neither is 
slovenliness in attire a true mark of 
humility. If you are successful and 
people praise you, this should tend to 
make you more humble, because you 
know you really don’t deserve it. “Not 
I but Christ should ever be before you. 
When people pat you on the back and 
call you a good •* fellow, and say, “We 
never heard it in] this fashion,’’ perhaps 
the^latter remark will,be quite true. Per
haps the reporters will run after you and 
your picture with what you said and what 
you did not say will appear in the 
columns, then it is time to shut

news 
your

eyes and your ears and get on your knees, 
and by the time you have got through con
fessing your faults to God, and by the time
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you have done thanking Him for all His 
goodness, your head will have shrunken 
to its usual size, and you will have come 
to the conclusion that you are only just 
an ordinary fellow after all.

A newspaper once reported that a well 
known preacher would have made a good 
actor. I heard and saw him the next night, 
evidently he had read the report, and be
lieved it, for he acted as he had never 
done during the many times I had heard 
him before. 1 he whole thing was ludic
rous, and spoilt an otherwise good service. 
Remember that you have before you 
ed and unsaved, let your message reach 
both. If you want to reach people’s 
hearts, speak rather from your heart, than 
from your head, but remember that both 
heart and brains must be put into 
work.

sav-

your

Avoid cant; talk in a natural tone. If 
possible avoid using notes, look your 
people straight in the eyes. You will then 
realize that there is a kind of wireless tele
graphy going on between you and the 
people. Perhaps human electricity may 
account for the fact that you can adapt 
your speech to suit certain people before 
you, whose inmost thoughts you seem to

7
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be able to read; the man who reads his 
mon misses this. Don’t play the parrot. 
Don t mimic other preachers. Don’t palm 
their sermons off as your own. Your 
audience may have read it, and detect 
the fraud. Think for yourself.

You are not forced to take a text because 
others do. After all it is only a man-made 
custom. Peter, John and Paul did 
pick out a few words here and there, 
weave pretty sentences round them 
are not forced to get into the old rut of 
firstly, secondly and thirdly. You are not 
forced to pray a long prayer to kill time, 
neither are you compelled to have any 
cut and dried methods; that kind of, as 
it was in the beginning is now and ever 
shall be world without end, is the thing 
that is crippling the church today. It' 
would come as a pleasant surprise to some 
congregation if the preacher would climb 
out of the rut and change the programme 
a little. The preacher should rebuke 
whispering, giggling, leaf-turning or any
thing that will tend to mar the service 
home people may accuse you of referring 
to them in your sermon, tell them “if the 
shoe fits they must wear it.”

Do not preach two gospels

ser-

not
and
You

one for the
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rich and one for the poor. The gospel is 
for all; the people do not want a fancy 
gospel, they are hungering for God, long
ing for light, they want something to 
help them to live, and something to take 
away the sting of death. The man who in 
his agony the other night cried "If I am not 
saved tonight I shall go to hell’’ that 
man did not want any flowery 
Preach the Word, 
other books are

sermons. 
Stick to your Bible, 

very well, but the Gospel 
does not emanate from them; if they are 
good, they emanate from the Bible and 
therefore should take a secondary place. 
Preach a real Christ and a real Devil, a 
real Heaven and a real Hell.

Preach what the bible teaches about 
these rather than what theologians teach 
“Whom say ye that I am’’ asked our Lord. 
"The Christ of God” said Peter. Preach 
Christ then as the Son of God, not merely 
as a good man. Preach repentance, as our 
Lord and His disciples did. Don’t skip 
over the atonement. Christ died for the 
ungodly, and be sure you make much of 
His resurrection, for if Christ be 
risen we

not
are yet in our sins. If every 

Christian only realized as they should, 
that Christ lives, Christianity would be
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revolutionized. Preach what the Bible

VI*"s?
The Lord did ^^^.‘‘voTwili 

read a lot of literature about hell- 
men have taken ; some

great deal of trouble and 
spent a great deal of money in trying to 
explain it away. They tell you it means 
the grave In some places it does, but
ohl m 3, " They te" y°u of another 
chance after death, but one would need
some very strong magnifying glasses to 
detect any such chance in the Bible. The 
Son of God did not imagine or tell stories 
merely to while away the time,He was no 
teller of fairy tales, and when he said of 
the rich man “In hell he lifted up his eyes
being in torment” Buke16.. 23, he meant
what He said, it was founded upon fact.

There are many things which 
not understand. When you cannot ex- 
plain things or answer all the questions 
put to you, say you don’t know, don't 
beat about the bush. “The secret things 
belong unto the Lord our God” Deut. 29- 
29. Leave it with Him, do not doubt, 
because the finite cannot comprehend the

man can-
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Infinite. In al! your preaching let your 
object be, conversions.

A church, a preacher, without 
ions is a fruitless tree. There is 
thing wrong somewhere.

By their fruits ye shall know them. 
To the young man who contemplates 
entering the noble profession of preaching 
the Gospel, whether it be as missionary, 
minister, or evangelist, let me say that 
you must be prepared to meet disap
pointments, difficulties, prejudice, jealousy 
and enmity. You may never be one of 
those who appear in the limelight of pub
licity; the world may never hear of your 
name, faithfully you may pursue your work 
for years, and perhaps not receive 
much praise in a lifetime as some men do 
in a month. You may be worth two of the 
other fellow. But what is the praise of 
men, compared with God’s “Well done.” 
He who watches the sparrows careth for 
you, and He knoweth the way you take. 
You may perhaps dwell in heaven’s 
inner circle, whilst the man who has had 
praise and wealth showered upon him bel
ow, may have to live in the suburbs of 
the heavenly city. One gets sick of the 
spectacular in religious work today. Press

convers- 
some-

as
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ÏLnhe*ï,nîr God t0 Work out His Divine

th-
many. To be popular is 
were standing on the brink of 
where 
crumble 
Very few

ownfall of 
oneas though

a precipice, 
„ , —i may
away from beneath the feet, 
can stand prosperity; a certain 

successful preacher’s display of wealth 
prosperty and rich apparel and jewelry o ’ 
members of his household, has been 
stumbling block to many in that town,
honor ^r0phet Wil1 soon be without
H°T i K h'S °Wn country- Do nothing 
that will be a stumbling block in the way
of others. Drink no wine, not even for 
;V’°,Ur ^omach s sake, even though Tim- 

y id. It was not the poison that is 
ruining thousands today. Remember your 
weak brother, and tl 
The same argument applies 
For the boys’ sakes, shun 
known

any moment the earth

used tobaccj^ b^theyTould h"ve ÏZ 
better preachers if they had not. A man 
may be a Christian and use tobacco but 
he will be a dirty Christian. *
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Be happy, smiling, entering the church 
or the home like a fresh morning breeze. 
Try and be everything to all men with
out pandering to any. Laugh with the 
cheerful, weep with the 
vate a big heart, tender sympathies and 
compassion for the multitude, who 
sheep without a shepherd. Let it be said 
of you, as it was said of our Lord, “this 

is the friend of publicans and sin- 
CiO into the haunts of pleasure, of 

sin, into the drink and gambling dens, into 
the slums study there the characters in 
life s dramas, then you will have gather
ed a chapter more in your book of exper
ience, and you will be able to speak of 
that which you know, and testify that you 
have seen. Get first hand experience. I 
learned more of London, New York, Chi
cago, New Orleans and Mexico City in a 
few weeks by mixing up with the people, 
than I could have done by reading a 
whole library of books.

Our Lord deigns to mix up with fisher
men, publicans, sinners, harlots. He had 
a kind word for them all. He looked be
yond the exterior, to the soul for which He 
came to die.

mourner. Culti-

are as

man
ners.”I
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Are we willing to be misunderstood 
He was? Can as
til, „mi we surrender all that life 
holds dear? These are His conditions, study 
them, count the cost before you go a step 
further “If any man will come after me 
let him deny himself and take up his cross 
daily and follow me." Self must be cruci
fied, and with self dead Christ 
within. can live

The young ruler went away sorrowful, 
because he was unwilling to make a full 
surrender, will ye also go away? Nay, go 
in His Spirit, preach the Word, stir up the 
gifts within thee. Yours is a noble call
ing you are a member of the royal priest
hood, an ambassador of the King of Kings. 
Be fired with a holy ambition, the 
bition which Paul am-
.. , possessed, or rather

which possessed Paul. This was it “Breth
ren my heart’s desire and prayer to God 
or Israel is that they might be saved.”

(Rom. 10: 1). Live for God and human- 
ity, then when you have run the earthly 
race you will enter the gates of the Celes
tial City amidst the plaudits of the angelic 
host who ever await to welcome those who 
are faithful unto death, to reward them 
with the crown of life.



.



Verses Composed by “Gipsy” 
Simon Smith.

COME HOME.

“ He arose and came to his father"-Luke tv.

In the far country of sin I did stray
Wasted my substance in riotous way;
Hut I came to myself one glorious day
And turn’d toward Father and H

Chorus:—
The Father, he bids 

come Home,
A welcome awaits you, come Home;
inat dear sainted mother, 

brother,
The angels all bid you come Home.

Like wandering sheep we have all 
astray,

Everyone turning unto his
Hut the Lord has atoned 

doth say:
“Confess, I’ll forgive you; come Home."

Sin-stained, a wand’rer, companions 
clean,

ome.

you come Home,

a sister, a

gone

own way, 
and His Word

un-
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Wretched and bruised, your way hard has 

been ;
Hut the door stands ajar, so enter therein; 
The Saviour is pleading, come Home.

Will you arise and seek Father to-day, 
Though you have sinned, He’ll not turn 

you away;
Oh, come just as you are, no longer delay, 
He’s longing to welcome you home.

Copyright, 191J, by Morgan & Scott, Ltd., 
London

MY RESOLVE.

When others laugh, why should not I laugh 
too?

When others weep my tears may help them 
through;

If I can help a fellow when he’s down,
Am I to stand aside and risk God’s frown?
Nay, I 11 be ready with smiles, tears or 

kindly deeds,
Ready to do my humble part and 

brother’s needs,
Knowing, tbat-when my earthly course is 

run £ •
My Master will reward me with well done.

see my


