
Men Worth Remembering.

VII.—JOHN VERITY.


BY THE REV. JESSE ASHWORTH.


VERY few men occupied a more prominent position in the earlier days of the Primitive Methodist 
Connexion than the subject of our sketch. It is much to be regretted that no adequate effort was 
made immediately after his death to write the biography of so remarkable a man, and so eminent 
a preacher, when materials for the purpose could, no doubt, have been easily obtained. If, 
however, after this distinguished servant of Christ has been nearly half a century in the, Father’s 
house of many mansions, we can gather up a few scattered reminiscences of him, it will be a 
source of satisfaction, to the writer, and we hope also of profit to the reader.


John Verity would evidently be over thirty years of age when he entered our ministry; but little of 
his early history is known. Like John Nelson, of early Methodist fame, he was by trade a stone-
mason, but the Divine Being evidently called him to polish rough stones from nature’s quarry, and 
add them as living stones to the ever-growing temple of which Jesus Christ is the chief corner-
stone.


To the time-honoured Hull Circuit belongs the distinction of giving to Mr. Verity the Church’s call 
into the: ministry, which took place as early as the year 1820. The circuits in which he travelled are 
as follows:—Hull, Pocklington, Manchester, Bolton, London, Bradwell, Blackburn, Preston, 
Huddersfield, Sheffield, Leicester, Chesterfield and Barnsley. Of his valuable labours in several of 
these stations, we regret to say, we can say but little, but the following facts will no doubt prove 
interesting.
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We may just venture to mention that most of the stations in which Mr. Verity travelled have been 
favoured with an encouraging amount of spiritual and numerical prosperity. Hull has now six 
important circuits, Manchester nine, Bolton two, Blackburn three besides Haslingden and 
Darwen, Preston three besides Southport three, London thirty-six besides missions, Sheffield 
seven besides Doe Lea Valley and Hemsworth Missions, Chesterfield three, and Barnsley two. 
Not that all this pleasing success is attributed to Mr. Verity; he has no doubt been followed by a 
noble host of successors, in addition to having had worthy contemporaries; but we may fairly 
admit that under the Divine blessing, he succeeded in giving many a place a favourable start in 
the upward direction.


By the Conference of 1831, Mr. Verity was appointed to Bradwell, in Derbyshire. Through the great 
kindness of Mr. Tanfield, the present circuit steward, and brother of the Rev. Richard Tanfield, we 
are able to furnish our readers with the following items from, the old circuit account and minute 
books of Mr. Verity’s time, which will help to give us a faint glimpse of the self-sacrifice and 
arduous labours of those early days. From those records it appears that Mr. Verity’s first quarterly 
income of the circuit was £10 10s. 4d., which during his stay was more than doubled. When he 
entered the circuit the membership: was 177; in. two years it rose to 226, nearly fifty of an 
increase in a scattered agricultural district. Mr. Verity’s salary during the whole of his time was only 
fourteen shillings a week, and his house-rent four pounds a year, yet with nearly twenty places on. 
the plan to visit, it was proposed at the Quarterly Meeting to mission two additional ones. Such 
furniture replenishing items as the following are in the quarterly accounts:— tin steamer, tenpence; 
crockery-ware, one shilling; new saucepan, one and ninepence. With a quarterly income of £21 
11s. 6¾d. they voted to the Contingent Fund £1 15s. 6d., Charitable Fund 2s. 6d., Foreign 
Missions 10s., and unanimously resolved to call out a second preacher. One minute of Mr. Verity’s 
last Quarterly Meeting was: “This is to certify that we have now laid before us every class paper in 
the circuit, and after the most strict examination, find them to contain, according to rule, two 
hundred and six full members and twenty on trial.” These items from the old account and minute 
books surely speak for themselves without any comment. 


We have given a view of the old Bradwell 
Chapel, in which Mr. Verity exercised his gifted 
ministry, and a photo of the present splendid 
sanctuary, to show the advance which our 
cause has made in this rural village. The old 
chapel was plain to the last degree; no porch, 
or vestibule; no pews, but loose forms without 
backs; no stove or heating apparatus; no 
boarded floor, but the ground covered with 
what was called “small feith,” or spar from the 
mines, which sparkled and glistened with little 
particles of lead ore; this was renewed every 
year. Mr. Verity’s description of this time-
honoured sanctuary, to those who had never 
seen it, was exceedingly quaint. He would say, 
“My chapel is floored with sparkling gems and 
diamonds, the people make no noise treading 
upon it coming in or going out; if a baby cries, 
the mother quietens it by putting it down on 
the floor to play with the diamonds. If I want 
any one to engage, in prayer two or three forms from me, I get up a handful of gems and throw 
them at the person’s back.” Yet from this humble place of worship such gifted ministers were sent 
forth as Joseph Hibbs, John Hallam, Joseph and George Middleton, John Morton and others, 
Here the writer had the honour of commencing his ministry under the superintendency of the 
sainted Robert Hill. 


We will now venture to record some of our own early memories respecting this remarkable man

John Verity.
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The first opportunity we had of seeing him: was 

when a youth of fifteen, at the Manchester, District 
Meeting of 1835, held at Stockport. The opening 
sermon, was preached by the late Rev. James Gamer 
on the Friday evening, from Luke xix. 10, and a band 
or fellowship meeting was held on the Saturday 
evening, at which both Hugh Bourne and William 
Clowes spoke. Sunday was a red-letter day; the 
procession to the camp ground left Duke Street 
Chapel about eight o’clock in the morning. Beside the 
founders of the Connexion, there were present such 
men as Samuel Smith, Samuel Tillotson, James 
Garner, Joseph Peart, Solomon Moor, with other 
preachers and laymen. But the most prominent figure 
during the whole day was undoubtedly John Verity. 
The day was a warm and genial Sabbath in May. The 
field was all that could be desired, and near ten 
thousand people were estimated to be attracted to 
the spot. When the crowds returned to the preaching-
stands after first dividing into praying companies, Mr. 
Verity’s company did not break up, but remained a 
permanent praying company, as it was then called, till 
five o’clock in the afternoon, not even closing for 
dinner. Persons deeply affected at the preaching-
stands or the other praying companies, were taken to 
Mr. Verity’s permanent praying company, which was called by some “the hospital,” where a 
goodly number found salvation. The loud cries for mercy from humble penitents, and the shouts 
of Hallelujah from pardoned sinners in the open field, drew round the company a number of 
sceptical young men, who were laughing and mocking to make fun as they called it. Several times 
Mr. Verity made an opening in, the ring, and very courteously invited them to come into the centre, 
but in vain. When at length Mr. Verity asked the praying people to follow him, he marched round 
and thoroughly enclosed the mockers. In answer to those fervent prayers of faith, a wave of 
Divine power came over them; some of the scoffers fell down crying for mercy, while others 
escaped from, the ring as best they could. The number of persons to whom that sacred Sabbath 
was “the day of salvation,” was estimated at near one hundred. The scenes upon the field of that 
glorious day are still vivid to the eye of our imagination, and the shouts of victory and praise-
seem, yet ringing in our ears.


The next occasion on which we had the pleasure of hearing Mr, Verity was as a Missionary 
deputation. In those early days circuits did a large amount of home mission, work, even opening 
and sustaining missions in Ireland, Scotland and America. Mr. Verity detailed in his own, 
characteristic manner, how he had recently gone twelve miles from his circuit-town to open a new 
mission in the neighbourhood of Rossendale, a parliamentary division of Lancashire. “When I got 
there,” he said, “I inquired of a young man whose was the largest house-in the place? After a 
short pause, the young man said, ‘Why, Bill’s o’ Dick’s, o’Thom’s, o’ Jack’s, o’ owd Ned’s o’ 
Rossendale.’ After pointing me to the house, I went and knocked at the door; when the lady 
came, I asked, ‘If Mr. Bill o’ Dick’s, o’ Thom’s, o’ Jacks, o’ owd Ned’s o’ Rossendale was at home; 
if so, would she kindly tell him the Lord had sent me to preach at his house, and he must not say 
nay.’ When the gentleman came I repeated the same question and affirmation. Mr. Rowstron, for 
that was the gentleman’s real name, kindly invited. me in, and after some consultation with his 
good lady, they both cheerfully consented.” The servant was sent to the factory to tell the people 
there would be preaching at her master’s house at seven o'clock that evening. The quaint 
message Mr. Verity gave her was to say that, “John Verity was come to sell the devil up, dish and 
spoon, and they must come to the sale.” The Divine blessing attended the preaching of the 
Gospel; a society was formed, an old house he turned into a chapel, the floor of the upper room  
was cut out above the pulpit, so that the preacher could address those below and those above at 
the same time. Mr. Verity dignified this chapel with the name of Solomon’s Temple. In this quaint 
edifice the writer has had the honour of frequently holding forth the Word of Life.
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On another occasion Mr. Verity went to mission a 
place at the time of hay-making, during which a 
heavy thunderstorm—as is frequently the case—

came on. He found no place of shelter but a public-
house, (this, of course, was before the days of 
temperance hotels), which was speedily filled with 
men driven from the hay-field, who soon began both 
to drink and sing their favourite songs. After a time 
they asked if the stranger who sat quietly in the 
corner could not sing them a song? “Yes,” he readily 
replied, “if you will allow me to choose my own 
song?” This was at once agreed to, upon which Mr. 
Verity rose, placed his hand on the table, and 
commenced amid the deepest silence, “No room, for 
mirth or trifling here,” etc. Before he had finished, 
most of the men were in tears. He then, announced 
that he should be there again that day fortnight to 
preach the glad tidings of the Gospel. The formation 
of a society, and the erection of a suitable chapel was 
the happy result of his labours.


By the Conference of 1837, the writer was appointed 
to the Haslingden Circuit, under the superintendency 
of the Rev. Christopher Hallam, honoured father of 
our present General Committee Secretary. This circuit 
was made that Conference from. Blackburn, during 
the superintendency of Mr. Verity, who still remained 
on the parent station.


We, of course, not only heard much of Mr. Verity’s sayings and doings, but also became 
personally more intimately acquainted with him and his good wife, whom he familiarly called 
Nannie. There were romantic incidents and strange love-affairs in those early days. . Mr. Verity is 
said to have gone on a courtship expedition, with the full intention cf soliciting the hand of the 
daughter, but he actually fell in love with, and married, the mother. They evidently lived happily 
together for a number of years, and Mrs. Verity survived her husband several years. Many quaint 
stories are told of Mr. Verity and Nannie which want of space forbids us to. record; but we may 
just mention, that when making a collection, Mr. Verity would say if his good wife were present, “I 
hope you have all done better than our Nannie, for I dare say she has only brought a penny or 
threehalfpence for the plate.”


On one occasion, in coming to Mrs. Verity in an afternoon class meeting, she gave as her 
experience, that she felt in some measure to be growing in grace; “Yes,” he replied, “I think thou 
art mending a little; thou hast not been so cross lately,” and he began to point out rich graces 
which she did not seem yet to possess. One of the ladies said to her afterwards: “I wonder, Mrs. 
Verity, you allow your husband to talk to you in such a manner,” “Oh, bless you,” she replied, “it is 
not all Nannie that he means.”


The following incident will go to show Mr. Verity’s wide-spread influence during his Blackburn 
ministry. One Saturday evening during my tour in the East, while staying at an hotel in Grand 
Cairo, the capital of Egypt, I was called from my room to meet a tall fine-looking gentleman, whom 
I found to be the army chaplain to the English soldiers. Not knowing that I was a Nonconformist 
minister, he came to request me to take the service at the English barracks. A day or two 
afterwards I was passing through the grand hall of the hotel, when a clergyman out of Lancashire, 
staying at the same hotel, pressed me to come and take a seat beside him on the couch. He 
began. conversation by asking me why I did not accept the chaplain’s invitation, and then said, “I 
will give you the substance of a sermon by one John; Verity, a Primitive Methodist minister, of 
Blackburn, delivered over forty years ago. The subject was about heaven; Mr. Verity pictured 
various professors of Christianity coming up to heavens gates. The first who presented himself for 
admission was asked by the porter, ‘Who: are; you?’ He replied, ‘I am a Baptist.’ ‘Oh,’ said the 
porter, ‘there are no Baptists here.’ To the next who came up to the gates the porter inquired, 
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‘Who are you?’ He replied, ‘I am a Congregationalist. ‘Oh,’ replied the porter, ‘there are no 
Congregationalists here. The third who  knocked for admission gave his name as a Wesleyan. 
‘Oh,’ repeated the porter, ‘there are no Wesleyans here.’ Then came up another who to the 
porter’s inquiry replied, ‘I am the Vicar of Blackburn,’ ‘Oh,’ replied the porter, ‘there are no vicars 
here.’ Then Mr. Verity represented himself coming up to heaven’s gate. ‘Who are you?’ again was 
asked. ‘I am John Verity, Primitive Methodist Preacher.’ “There are no Primitives here,’ replied the 
porter. Last of all he brought up a, man whose reply to the porter’s inquiry was, ‘I am a Christian, a 
humble believer in the Lord Jesus Christ.’ ‘Make haste,’ cried the porter, ‘fling wide open the 
gates, let him, in, they are all Christians here, singing, “Blessing, and honour, and glory, and 
power, be unto Him that sitteth upon the throne, and to the Lamb for ever and ever.” ‘ ”


This sermon had evidently made a lasting impression on the mind of the clergyman, proving that 
Verity, like Abel, being dead yet speaketh. The clergyman felt no small degree of surprise when 
informed that we were intimately acquainted with Mr. Verity during his residence at Blackburn.


We venture to give here another instance of Mr. Verity’s pulpit oratory. After recovering from a 
recent illness he told his audience that he had been weighing himself in the balances to see if he 
were found wanting, He said, “I put John Verity in the scales with all his good deeds and charities; 
but up went the scale, short of weight. Then I heaped into the scale all my sermons, prayers, long 
journeys on rugged roads, dark stormy nights and other hardships; up went the scale; again, 
Verity still short of weight. Then I bundled them all out of the scale, and trusted alone in Jesus 
Christ; down went the scale, Verity bumping weight.” Such a description being to him so natural, 
especially with the application which he would make of it, must have been at once humorous, 
pathetic, and impressive.


Mr. Verity’s appointment to Sheffield, as stated in the admirable article by the Rev. J. Wenn, in the 
January number of this Magazine, was to extricate Bethel Chapel from its financial difficulties. 
This he happily accomplished, both by collecting sums of money and attracting large 
congregations.


We are indebted to Mr. Tanfield, already referred to, for the following fact. He states, “I was a 
member of society at Bethel Chapel in the year 1853. I remember attending a public meeting 
there, when the chairman, Mr. Charles Spaight, an old local preacher, told a sad story of the 
building and maintaining of Bethel Chapel; its heavy debt, the poverty of its members, increasing 
liabilities, insufficient income, several trustees shrinking from their responsibilities. A young 
minister was actually sent out to raise money for the chapel by selling cutlery. But still the burden 
increased, until there was ‘a man sent from God, whose name was John,’ that man was John 
Verity. He threw himself heartily into the work as only he could do. In a short time the tide turned, 
and before he left, the chapel was not only saved to the Connexion but was also placed in a good 
working condition, and the conversion of many sinners to God was witnessed.” Since that time, 
how many beautiful daughters have risen up around the mother chapel!


Mr. Verity was not only a man of distinguished talent, but also of remarkable tact. While seeking to 
obtain pecuniary aid for Bethel Chapel, a Sheffield parliamentary election happened to be going 
on. Attempts were made to draw out his political opinions; and in those days, it should be said, 
our ministers were strongly urged not to interfere with politics, but to strenuously mind their own 
most important work of leading men to Christ. When asked by the Conservatives for his political 
views, he would reply, “God bless the Tories;” when asked the same question by the Liberals, he

would say, “God bless the Liberals.” When asked privately by one of his friends, if he did not 
consider such a course marked with a little inconsistency, he would reply, “No, I want God to 
bless everybody.”


A great change has come over the Connexion since Mr. Verity’s time. Primitive Methodists fully 
recognise their duties and responsibilities as citizens, and consequently take part in parish, 
district, county, borough and parliamentary elections; some filling the mayoral or aldermanic chair, 
while others represent a borough or division in Parliament. These things they may lawfully do, and 
yet need not diminish their efforts to extend the kingdom of Christ upon earth.
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While Mr. Verity was still in Sheffield, a little incident occurred which shows that his preaching was 
marked both by humour and pathos. It was frequently said that he could make people laugh and 
cry in a breath. A gifted local preacher of a neighbouring circuit declared he was sure that he 
could not move him in either one direction or the other. He was courteously invited by a friend to 
come and hear him, and had not been listening long when the tears were coursing down his 
cheeks, and he was laughing almost at the same time. When asked about it by his friend, “Oh,” 
he replied, “Mr. Verity took me unawares.” He was persuaded by his friend to try again, which he 
did, and determined to keep his gravity, but with the same result.


Mr. Verity was evidently a man of large resources and variety of methods. One of his methods was 
to publish his subjects with strange or taking titles. When at Leicester he found there was a 
number of professed sceptics; he succeeded in filling old George Street Chapel to its utmost 
capacity by publishing his subjects, one of which was, “The Infidel Enigma Unriddled: Where did 
God come from?” His text was from, Hab. iii. 3,4, “God came from Teman, and the Holy One from 
Mount Paran,” etc. We have often been told that he rose to the highest possible pitch of sublimity, 
when he dwelt on that portion of his text, “there was the hiding of His power.” It is recorded that a 
number of unbelievers were attracted to hear him from time to time, and were led to surrender 
themselves to God through faith in our Lord Jesus Christ.


Mr. Verity was both deservedly and extensively popular; consequently he was much sought after

for anniversary services. The Rev. W.R. Widdowson states: “I never heard any one who could tell 
a story with so much fascination as Mr. Verity. He was not quite so dramatic as Billy Dawson or 
John B. Gough, but I never heard any one who could surpass him in the combination of humour 
and pathos at the same moment, except it was Gough.” This is a high testimonial from one who 
has had many opportunities of hearing speakers of the greatest popularity.


Mr. Verity had many other elements of pulpit popularity beside humour and pathos. Like nature 
herself, he had a great variety in both matter and manner. He never dreamt of giving to his 
congregations what cost him nothing. When travelling with the late Rev. Thomas Jobling at 
Burnley, we had the high pleasure of hearing Mr. Verity preach, three of his great sermons at the 
Curzon Street Chapel anniversary, almost every sentence of which might be called sublime. The 
expectation roused by this visit ran very high; silver was expected on entering the gallery, half-
crown collectors to every other pew, the chapel being crowded at the three services. The subject, 
previously announced, was “The Great Anthem of Redemption,” from Rev. v. 9-14. In the morning, 
“The Song of the Redeemed;” in the afternoon, “The Doxology of Angels ;” at night, “The Full 
Chorus.” In the whole three services there was only one humorous utterance, and that was in the 
afternoon prayer.


The week before there had been a very great storm of wind and rain, one of the greatest we ever 
remember witnessing. Mr. Verity’s allusion to it was in something like the following words: “O Lord! 
Thou hast watched over us and preserved us in the midst of the tempest, whilst houses have 
been unroofed, chimneys blown down, great trees torn up by the roots, and mighty vessels sunk 
with their crews to the depths of the sea. Thou couldest have blown us all into the air like onion-
peelings, but Thy goodness has preserved us, O Lord, for which we praise Thee.” Despite! this 
rather strange expression, a cloud of Divine glory seemed to rest on each assembly.


The incidents best remembered and most frequently talked of in the marvellous life of Mr. Verity, 
are his winning a chapel by preaching, and the conversion of a clergyman.


He was accustomed to relate these events in the following manner. “An old gentleman, a country 
squire, built a chapel and offered it to that denomination whose preacher should please or suit 
him. the best. After several ministers of different denominations had occupied the pulpit, the, 
squire was asked if he would not also invite a Primitive to preach, which inquiry led for me to be 
sent for to take a week-day service in the chapel. The weather was very hot, and the place a 
considerable distance, so that after I had walked part of the way I became very foot-sore; I made 
inquiries at the village through which I was passing, whether I could engage a conveyance of any 
kind to get me there in time. Nothing could I obtain but a donkey, neither could I procure saddle 
nor bridle. The donkey being caught and brought from the common, a sack was thrown over his 
back to which some cord was attached for stirrups, and also cord for a bridle. So I mounted and 
proceeded on my journey. As I got near the place I saw a crowd of people looking out for the 
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preacher. I learned afterwards that one of them said, ‘Yonder comes the parson.’ ‘Nay,’ said 
another, ‘yond’ looks like Balaam, on his ass.’ When, I arrived at the chapel it was time to 
commence, so my donkey was taken to the squire’s stable. I entered the chapel and began the 
service. As I was the last preacher who was to try for the chapel, I thought I would take for my 
text the Apostolic benediction, 2 Cor. xii. 14, ‘The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the love of God, 
and the communion of the Holy Ghost be with you all, Amen.’ As I had come for the purpose of 
winning the chapel, I determined to keep my eye towards the old squire, who sat in a corner pew 
not far from the pulpit. As I spoke of preventing grace, converting grace, supporting grace, and 
especially of grace to support in a dying hour, I saw the squire was moved; his chin began, to 
totter, and before I had finished my sermon he called out, ‘The chapel’s yours; the chapel’s yours.’ 
After the service, both the donkey and I spent a day or two at the squire’s and we liked our 
quarters very well.”


On account of the favourable impression in the surrounding locality made by Mr. Verity’s winning 
the chapel, he was invited to assist in holding a large open-air meeting in a neighbouring town. As 
he was returning from the said meeting on the donkey, he was overtaken, by a clergyman, on 
horseback, who had been conducting service at a few miles distance. Mr. Verity put a question to 
him which was very frequently asked in the early days of Primitive Methodism; he asked him, How 
many conversions he had recently witnessed? This question led up to what proved to be a very 
interesting conversation on the subject of conversion. While thus engaged in conversing, Mr. 
Verity's donkey happened to stumble and he fell off into a heap of road scrapings. “You are 
down,” said the clergyman. “Yes,” said Verity, in the language of Bunyan,


“He that is down need fear no fall,

He that is low no pride.”


‘The clergyman: kindly leaped from his horse to assist Mr. Verity, saying, “You cannot proceed in 
this condition. You had better come home with me and have your clothes cleaned.” The 
clergyman took him home, and lent him a suit of clothes while his own were cleaned by the 
servants. While they sat round the tea-table, the clergyman related to his lady and children—a son 
and a daughter— the conversation between Mr. Verity and himself on the way. The clergyman and 
his family were deeply affected, and most of the evening was spent in conversation on religion 
and in prayer, The conversion of one after the other led afterwards to the conversion of the family 
doctor. After this, our preachers met with a cordial welcome at the vicarage whenever they were in 
that locality, and on one occasion a notice was posted on the church doors: “Gone to the Camp 
Meeting.”


The conversion of this clergyman and his family may appear to some rather unique, but this is not 
the only clergyman we could tell of, did our space permit, whose conversion took place through 
the instrumentality of early Primitive | Methodism. Those were certainly the days when signs and 
wonders were wrought in the name of the Holy Child Jesus, and were our faith now sufficiently 
strong, signs and wonders might still, no doubt, be accomplished.


The facts of Mr. Verity’s winning the chapel, and the clergyman’s conversion, we have often heard 
related, and even by Mr. Verity himself; but for the minute details of the foregoing account we are 
chiefly indebted to our esteemed friend, the Rev. W.R. Widdowson. He informs us that he was a 
youth at home when Mr, Verity came as a deputation to the Kimberley Missionary Meeting, and 
related the case of the chapel and the clergyman; and that he more fully entered into details when 
he came to his father’s house, where he was entertained for the night. Mr. Widdowson further 
informs us, that the late Rev. Robert Smith told him that he knew well the village where the chapel 
was. Mr. Widdowson further states, that the late Rev. John Eckersley informed him that he had 
frequently taken tea with the clergyman, and had known the said clergyman to stand outside the 
chapel when snow was on the ground, to listen to the preaching. Probably his reason for standing 
outside was to avoid collision with his bishop, who had previously interposed. 


We will add one testimony from America. Dr. Suddards was a minister in the days of William 
Clowes, who left our people and went to America, where he became pastor of a large church in 
Philadelphia, visited this country twenty-three years ago, and was asked by his host if the story of 
winning the chapel by Verity was true? “Yes,” he replied, “I was the very man who proposed him. 
He had all the eloquence of Flesher, and with the exception. of Father Clowes, I never heard any 
man pray equal to him.”
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The portrait of Mr. Verity presented is copied from an old magazine, and is considered by those 
who still remember him to be a very good one. The following description of his personal 
appearance is furnished by Mr. Widdowson, in which we fully concur. “He had a beautiful 
countenance, clear skin, ruddy cheeks, not above middle height, well proportioned in his make, 
not corpulent, and very active; he had a fine tenor voice which could be heard in singing, like Dr. 
Enoch Mellor’s, above the largest audience; in preaching he could almost descend to a whisper, 
and yet could be heard well without apparent effort; always well dressed, especially considering 
the salaries of those days.” In addition to all these qualities, there is another peculiarity which he 
possessed: his teeth were all double ones, and we heard him. say that a doctor once told him 
such persons were very rare, but they always had double lungs!!


Here we; gaze in imagination upon the wondrous chapel winner; the man who could unfold the 
nature of regeneration in the vicar’s parlour or the cottage of the poor; who could accommodate 
himself, like his Master, to ride upon an ass; whose deep humility was evident to all who had the 
happiness to know him; who could attract agnostics to the faith of the Gospel; who could attract 
crowded audiences by the quaintness of his subjects, and when they came, not disappoint them. 
Here is a man who could extricate chapels from their financial difficulties; who could tramp the 
long, rough roads of a country circuit, as well as occupy the city pulpit; who could lead souls to 
Christ amid surrounding scoffers in the open field. In fine, here is, surely, a man worth 
remembering, and the remembrance of whom should prove a salutary inspiration for many days 
to come.


Brief was Mr. Verity’s memoir in the Large Magazine, but it was so appropriate that we cannot 
forbear quoting the following extracts. “He was not an ordinary man; his imagination fruitful, his 
voice powerful but full of music, his person and address pleasing, his aims clear, his appeals 
pointed, his pulpit efforts edifying, convincing and saving, so that many will have cause to rejoice 
eternally that they ever heard him. The Bible was his main book; its figures were closely studied, 
highly prized, tenaciously remembered, and well used by him. His memory was well stored with 
moral and religious anecdotes, and he liberally employed them in illustration of his subjects. 
Though possessed of much wit and extemporaneous talking talent, he did not depend upon these 
to the neglect of close study and earnest prayer, but bestowed much pains on the preparation of 
his sermons, many of which were left in manuscript in almost a finished state.”


“Barnsley was the last circuit in which he travelled; here he was struck down by paralysis and 
rendered unable to preach except very occasionally. Feeling this a very great trial, still 
remembering by whom, the chastisement was inflicted, he kissed the rod and blessed the hand 
that used it. He retired, when superannuated, to Leicester, where he patiently waited the coming 
of his Lord. That event, however, took place sooner than was generally expected. In the early 
morning of July 6, 1849, he was apparently in better health than usual, but ere the day ended he 
was in the spirit world.”


The record in the Magazine goes on to say that his remains were followed by a large concourse of 
mourners to the Leicester new cemetery; and a neat stone was purchased with the profits derived 
from the sale of the accompanying verses, composed by him a few weeks before his death.


We venture to add these verses, as they give us such a clear view of Mr. Verity’s inner life in his 
closing days; and go to show how richly he was sustained by the power of that Christianity which 
he had so frequently and fervently preached to others.


LINES COMPOSED BY JOHN VERITY A FEW

WEEKS BEFORE HIS DEATH.


Tenant of my nouse of clay,

Destined for a brighter day,


Quit thy tent and haste away ;

Heavenly mansions wait thee!
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To thy nobler seat above,

Purchased by redeeming love,

Why so backward to remove?


Jesus waits thy coming.


Burdened with thine earthly clod,

Smitten by affliction’s rod,


Burst thy chains, ascend to God;

Angels will conduct thee.


From a gloomy vale like this,

Through the emerald gates of bliss,


To remain where Jesus is;

Saints will greet thee welcome!


Now my tardy spirit say,

Wouldst thou longer wish to stay,


Still to tread life’s dreary way,

Where new trials wait thee?


Let thy wasted body die,

Calmly close thy faded eye ;


Though in dust thy frame must lie,

Thou wilt mount to glory.


Jesus hath illumed the gloom,

Left a lamp within the tomb,


Till the last and general doom—

The resurrection morning !


Then with rapture and surprise,

Glorious thou wilt see it rise;


‘Mid the splendour of the skies,

Thou it put on for ever.


Then around the throne to shine,

Soul and body both divine,


And with saints and angels join,

To praise the Lamb for ever


To all my friends, Adieu ! Adieu

That this may be the case with you,


Always keep the end in view,

And we shall meet in glory


9


