Chapter 4
There are experiences no human language can interpret. Every attempt to express their idealistic
form in common speech fails. And there are feelings of the spirit which no hieroglyphic of sound or
symbol can utter. How sluggishly the ink ﬂows when the patriot’s blood is hot. And how insignificant
an instrument is the point of a pen from which to distil the dream of a prophet. Prosaic souls whose
spiritual vision is measured by a nine-inch span, smile when minds of a higher order take wing to
continents of life and pleasure where the soul’s area is only bounded by the inﬁnite. The Catholic
Cardinal who speaks of only needing clearer vision to see behind each wayside flower the angel of
the Lord, is dismissed as a mystic. But this thing we call mysticism, the clear perception of something
above and beyond us, the recognition of spiritual phenomena beneath and behind the material fact,
is “the one undying element in human thought,” so writes Mr. Balfour. When Goro is speaking in
“Romola ” to the barber of Florence, George Eliot makes him say, “When God gives a sign it is not to
be supposed He would have but one meaning.” True, and the meanings behind the visible “sign” are
oft too big and beautiful for expression. Truth is wider than logic. The eternal is larger than any
proposition. Infinity is more than fact. The man who feels is needful to the man who thinks. The poet
redeems the practical from drudgery. Prophet and man of reason, wing and foot, are but two
essential parts of the same Divinely-created and Divinely-inspired organism which we call Humanity.
The great need of the time is the redemption and glorification of the commonplace. He is a true
apostle who can see the Divine procedure behind the bare fact. Paul links the eternal God to a
fragment of speech. It was this thought no doubt, which led Shakespeare to put into the mouth of
King Lear the words;
“Yen and Nay,
Is not good divinity.”
Fairbairn, contrasting Plato with Jesus, speaks of the culture of the one ands the lack of literary form
of the: other. Then in words of deepest import adds: “No apostle of culture can judge for man; his
soul knows the truths it needs, knows when these satisfy him, proves his satisfaction by the progress
they enable him to make, the order they cause him to achieve.” True, and Fairbairn might have
added that, “Man finds those truths as Jacob found his God, in unsuspected places.”
All I have written applies to the subject of this chapter - a subject almost too sacred for me to touch,
and which would be passed over by me in silence did I not feel the record may, under the blessing of
God, do good to some who read.
MY MOTHER.
Yes, “my mother” still, though she has for many years been living “within the veil.” Though “there”
she seems to be “here” Though unseen, I have a feeling that she is actually present. If I devote this
chapter to her let no man charge me with desecration. If any man did so he would be ignorant, both
of the writer’s purpose and spirit. I give my reader credit for a finer judgment than his, who
commenting on that beautiful book called “Margaret Ogilvy,” said that, “Barrie would sell his
mother’s bones if he could only make money out of them.” The utterance of such a sentiment is
proof that some of the original mud still exists in the make-up of human nature.
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The faded portrait which is before me while I write of her I
love is precious to me. Her beauty was not of the face, but of
the mind and heart. Yet those who remembered her in the
days of her maidenhood tell me she was handsome. But the
face, as I see it now, tells its own tale of sorrow and struggle,
and pain, endured, not for herself, but with a love that never
wearied even when tested to the utmost for those about her
feet. This is heroism, to pass through the solitudes of utter
orphanhood, into the tear-besprinkled way of a crushed and
blighted womanhood, and yet retain the virgin modesty,
sweetness. fidelity, and love, to the end — this is heroism.
Dear lady reader of the handsome cheek, courted and
flattered because of your physical charms, do not despise this
picture of my mother because it does not conform to your
definition of beauty. She was beautiful to me, let that suffice.
And perhaps the charm of your own person might not be so
great if the impress of fifty years of sorrow were put upon your
form.
I said just now that my mother was “here.” And so it seems. “The thought which oft eludes my mind
seems, when reached, to be given by an invisible hand.” So wrote one of the clearest and sweetest
of our expositors. There was, for him, a subtle, but none the less real, relationship between the
ministry of the unseen and the service of the present. And in my waking dreams the form and spirit
of my mother seem consciously near. I know that certain writers of the realistic class have but little
sympathy with those who by the aid of a consecrated imagination invest the personalities they love
with an ideal supremacy and glory. But the vision of the Christ which fills the life of the Church today is the idealisation of One who to His actual contemporaries was but an ordinary man. That which
in some personalities is thought to be a fiction of the mind may be to the one who loves, the simple
discovery of the actual self. Love is the transfiguring power of life. It is the element by which God rediscovers His own creative ideal in man, and the spirit by which man interprets the whole redeeming
purpose of God. He who would judge either a picture or a soul, through the clear but icy faculty of
reason alone, will fail to enter “within the veil" of meaning and purpose that both the artist and the
Creator have intended by their work. On life’s highway reason may hold the reins, but the
mysterious current which sweeps the chariot along is beyond her power. We call John’s Gospel
idealistic because of its mystical atmosphere. Cold, prosaic souls cannot see that it is the passion of
love coronating, its King. Who will say that the Apostle who wrote did not discover for his own soul
in Jesus Christ all which his mind and pen dictated?
So, had you, dear reader, seen her whom I call mother, on the crowded street, not knowing all the
wealth of tender affection beneath her faded dress, you might have passed her by unconscious that
she reigned supreme in any single heart. Queenly she was at least to me. If not in the sphere of
intellect, where solitary minds, like lonely planets shine in lofty space, or in the trumpery splendours
of a fictitious social circle, yet in spirit, gentleness and love, and in the revelation of the unseen God
to my soul she was enthroned.
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My mother was born in the township of Edwinstowe, in the county of Nottingham. Edwinstowe is
situate about seven miles from Mansfield, my own birthplace, and is planted in the heart of
magnificent “Merrie Sherwood” Forest, where Robin Hood and his bold outlaws hunted the earl’s
deer and broke each others’ heads at quarterstaff. Some two or three miles from Edwinstowe is the
fine old residence called Thoseby Hall, the seat of the Earls Manvers. The famous “Dukeries” are in
close proximity. The country for miles around is finely wooded. The parks abound in deer. The oaks
which stud the forest are a fine sight. A mile or two from Thoseby Hall, in a secluded part of the
wood is the majestic “major oak,” with its enormous girth and wide-spreading branches, under
which thousands of visitors have lunched and sung. It was in this pretty township, so beautifully
surrounded, that my mother was born. Her parents were simple, honest, pious folk. They made no
stir in the world, though some of their children and their children’s children have taken rank among
the best and truest sons of the great Republic. If these simple peasant hearts did not “shine as lights
in the world,” they did what some who boast of noble name did not — kept their blood pure,
honoured the commandments, and died leaving the heritage of a good name to those who followed.
For forty years they toiled on the “Manvers” Estate, attended the parish church, said their prayers,
paid their way, and then entered into peace. My mother never forgot the tender memories of her
childhood. It was the one dream of her youth which cast its comforting radiance over many an hour
of grief. Oft on the roadside, or in the darkened home she would allow her memory to wander back
to the village street and the cottage home. She would resurrect the happy circle so full of quiet,
simple joy. The march to church; the stolen salutations among the children and the young folk on
the village street as hand in hand they walked to Divine service, all so sober and quiet, yet, withal, all
so restful and blessed. Let modern cant sneer at Puritanical simplicity if it will, the former Sabbath in
rural and urban England had a quiet restfulness these latter days are strangers to. Then I remember
how my mother lowered her tone as she told of the blow which fell upon her home when her father
died in the prime of manhood, and a few days afterwards, to complete their sorrow, her mother
breathed her last amid the tears of herself and her orphaned brothers and sisters; they laid the
bodies of her parents in sure and certain hope of a better resurrection in the village churchyard in
one grave. I remember how, with pardonable pride, she would speak of the manner her father’s
character had impressed the big folk at the Hall. And how, on the day her mother died, one of the
Earl Manvers’ lady relatives came to visit the home of death and to comfort the poor motherless and
fatherless bairns. One scene seemed most vividly to have impressed her - the day of the funeral. The
solemn procession, the crowded village street, the reverential attitude of the villagers, the affecting
service in the churchyard, the tender tones of the kind-hearted clergyman, and, above all, the quiet
corner of the churchyard where the-grave lay, and where oft, alone, though a girl she sat and wept.
So oft and so vividly did she describe the place, that when I was a lad I used to think I could find the
spot without a guide. To visit these scenes of early days in memory was to her a means of grace. She
supported herself in the immediate sorrow by the thought of happier days. This is the Divine
method. The glory that was and is to be supports the soul through all the Calvaries that lie between.
When the grave closed over the forms of her father and mother, she turned, an orphan, the
youngest of all that were left, to a cold, unsympathetic world. From that hour to the hour when like
a tired child, she slept in death, Providence gave her no rest for the sole of her foot.

3

So deeply had my mother impressed me with the scenes of her youth that after my conversion to
God I longed to visit them. But to solicit a visit was contrary to both my heart’s feeling and resolve.
For my call into the ministry was distinctly from heaven. And one resolve of my heart was, that I
would never advertise for services, and I would never seek for openings of Christian work. If my call
was of God, He must clear the way. I do not recommend this rule to all, but it was mine, with one
exception, and that was in relation to the place where my mother was born. I remember praying
that God would open my way to pay a visit to the place of her birth, that I might preach the Gospel
which had saved me amid the associations of my mother’s early days. A short time after, a letter
came from the Primitive Methodist Society Steward, asking if I could conduct a fortnight’s mission at
Edwinstowe. I answered, “Yes.” I remember the day I arrived. Mr. and Mrs. Freeman, according to
the native generosity of their kindly hearts, received me as a servant of Jesus Christ. After the first
salutation, I asked, “Where is the church?” “ At the head of the town,” I was answered, “the tea is
ready, come and take a meal. You can visit the church afterward.” “Thank you; no, that churchyard is
a sacred spot to me, I must go there first.”
Leaving the house I wended my way to the upper end of the village to the old church, which, for the
size of the place, was a fine structure. The church and churchyard being elevated above the rest of
the roadway, I passed through the swing-gate and ascended the few stone steps which opened on
the pathway leading to the church door. The old sexton was busy putting some graves in order.
“Sexton,” I said, “I am a stranger here. My mother was born in this place. Her parents lived here all
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their days, and died within a few days of each other. They were buried somewhere in this
churchyard, and my mother has described the spot so man; times to me that I think I could find it
without a guide.”
The old man seemed deeply interested, and leaning on his spade, he asked me their names.
“Robinson,” I answered.
“Ah! ” said he quickly, “I ___ ” I saw at once he knew the name and the place, so I stopped him by
saying, “Please don’t tell me. I want, if I can, to discover it myself. But will you please walk behind
me and tell me if I go wrong.” The old man, with a smile, and spade in hand, came close behind.
Making my way to the left side of the church, I came to a quiet corner near the hedge which divided
the churchyard from the vicarage garden. There, in a shady spot, where the feet of the irreverent
seldom strayed, were two graves. I stood for a few seconds at the foot observing carefully the
surrounding features. Turning to the sexton, I said, “My friend, I am not sure, but I believe the grave
I seek is one of these.”
“You are right, sir,” he answered, “the grave of Mr. and Mrs. Robinson is the one nearest the hedge”
“Thank you. And now, sexton, I want to pray. Perhaps you will not mind me kneeling here and
speaking to God."
“Oh no, I do not mind.”
Kneeling down, while the old grave-digger bared his head, I addressed myself to the Eternal. I
thanked God for the simplicity and purity of the lives of those whose bodies lay beneath that sod. I
thanked Him for His mercy in passing the religious instinct through their lives into my mother’s veins,
and then into my own, and for the crowning mercy which had brought me to that spot a preacher of
righteousness. I prayed that as he had heard my former petition to open the way that I may preach
the Gospel where my mother was born, he would so qualify me for the work that the mission should
never be forgotten. Never shall I forget that scene. Blessedly, consciously, powerfully God endued
me with his grace. Not only did God manifest Himself to me by my faith, but through all the avenues
of feeling. Language is too poor to tell what I experienced in that hour. Of one thing I was certain,
the victory of a marvellous spiritual triumph was won. I only had to go and gather the spoil. That
mission will never be forgotten by those who passed through it. Apostolic scenes were witnessed;
the little chapel became too small to hold the people who wished to be converted. The Wesleyan
friends threw open their doors, and the wider avenues were not sufficient to contain the glory. In
the lanes, the fields, the streets, even the public-houses, the one theme was salvation. This, perhaps,
is not the place to give details of this wonderful work of grace. Sometime in a fuller record, the
whole may be told. Strange to say, while writing these words a letter comes to me by post from one
whose life was redeemed during this gracious time. The writer tells me of the vivid impression made
upon his mind by the services. How the scenes he witnessed impress him even to this hour. He
speaks of one, his next door neighbour in those days, whose life was godless, but who, on the
second night of the mission came to God. “ She, for six years, lived a holy life,” and then was not, for
God suddenly called her home. He tells me of a man who outside the chapel was smitten to his

5

knees by the might of the Holy Ghost, and who, at, this hour, is in fellowship with the Church. He
writes of one who literally fell to the ground as "one that was dead, and received the forgiveness of
sin. This man died triumphant in Jesus Christ in the grand old historic Abbey of Rufford. Yea, and he
records the case of another, who, being often reproved, hardened his neck, and was suddenly
destroyed without remedy. Well may he close with the words, “Eternity alone will reveal the good
that was done.”

More I would write, but space forbids. Let me close by stating that I can never forget my mother’s
last hours. Her life had been full of grief, but now the tragedy was to end. Nature was sinking, not
beneath the weight of years, but beneath the weight of cares. Left an orphan at an early age, cast
upon the world’s cold charity until she became the wife of my father, when, for forty years she
experienced all the misery which can be summed up in that most wretched title - a drunkard’s wife.
With shame do I confess that my own prodigality and sin had often caused those cheeks to be
stained with tears. But now the race was nearly run, the fight was almost ended, one more struggle
and she would be free. Standing within the room where she lay one day, I felt as by some strange
presentiment that I should never look upon her living form again. I had taken my eldest boy with me,
for whom I wished my mother’s blessing. Standing at the foot of the bed I scanned the thin, wasted
features. All the past came before me. The disobedient act, the unkind word, all passed before me in
vivid reality. What would I have given to have recalled the wrongs of the past. In that one brief hour I
seemed to live all my life over again. Thank God! with those keen regrets came the comforting
reflection that I stood by my mother’s death-bed a regenerated soul. Taking my Testament, I opened
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it at the fourteenth chapter of St. John’s Gospel, and read aloud to her the consoling words of the
Lord Jesus. I spoke brieﬂy of the rest above. Her uplifted hand, solemn look, and trustful words,
confessed her security of soul. My son received her blessing on his knees. Kneeling, I commended
once more her soul to the tender God. Then l sang to her:
“Jesus, Lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest still is high;
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
Till the storm of life be past,
Safe into the haven guide,
Oh receive my soul at last.”
When leaving the room our eyes met once more, and in an ecstasy of joy she clasped her hands,
exclaiming, “Thank God, I have one son serving the Redeemer.”
I never saw her alive again. The next time we met, the poor house of clay was tenantless. Taking my
stand by the side of the coffin in which her silent form was lying, I bore testimony to the goodness of
her life to those who gathered round. How blessed to know that my devotion to Jesus smoothed the
death-passage for my poor suffering mother! I have gone to the quiet spot where her ashes lie, and
kneeling with my children, I have felt my heart throb with joy at the thought that my work for the
Lord brightened for my mother the gloom of the valley of the shadow of death. And surely it is
eternally true, that kindly actions and gentle words done to the dear departed make richer harmony
in the soul than ever sounded from cathedral choir; but bitter words and unkind deeds bring back
from the grave’s deep void no note of joy. My mother’s triumph over death strongly confirmed me
in the verities of the Christian faith. Her struggles for righteousness while surrounded by so much
devilry and sin, were rewarded with a final victory. And, say what we will, the moral tone of each
person’s life throws the shine or the shade across the last few hours. Death, like sorrow, brings the
soul to the front. There is a close connection between character and the light or darkness which
gathers round the departing spirit.
“ Farewell! dear heart, till morning breaks
In splendour on the shore
Of Heaven: I'll see thee then and part,
No, never, never more."
(To be continued.)
__________________________________________________________________________________
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