Chapter 7
The service was of the usual Primitive Methodist order; so interesting to those who were present,
but so dull and meaningless to me. What struck me most of all was the preacher’s gracious
appearance. His kind fatherly manner arrested my attention all through. But beyond this, the service
was to me irksome; spiritual speech I did not understand. I had not the key. Besides, everything was
so strange. The singing of the hymns, the quiet demeanour of the people, their automatic downsitting and up-rising, I could not understand. The matter of deepest interest was the end. I waited for
the close with a restless heart. I was impatient to be gone. I looked at the people assembled, and
they all seemed so respectable and good. I felt God never made me for such company. I was too
sinful for such associations. Once outside they would never see me again. So I felt and thought. At
last the service ended, and seizing my hat, I made for the door. In my eagerness to be gone I was
stepping over the form on which I sat when suddenly a hand, strong and hard, grasped my own. It
was the hand of James Richards, a man of faith and spiritual power, whose fellowship I ever
remember with gratitude. Unknown
to me he had marked my presence
in the service, and as the service
neared the end he had quietly fixed
himself behind the form where I sat,
and stood ready to give me a
brotherly grip. God was in that
handshake. It made me feel that I
was welcome; that they would be
glad, in spite of my shame, to see me
again. The grasp of that strong,
kindly hand was like the touch of
healing to the leper of old. The leper
creates his own space. The man who
steps within the sphere occupied by
the leper and touches him must be divine. That handshake meant more to me than the sermon. It
was sympathy brought down to my poor capacity. It was once again, in the hand of a collier, “the
Word made flesh.” If the man who gave me that brotherly clasp reads these lines, let him remember
that the hand now writing these words still feels the thrill of that first Christian grasp. That
handshake I have passed on to thousands in the hope that it might mean as much to them as it did
to me when, thirty years ago, I faced the street with a resolve never to enter the house of God again.
The shake of the hand was followed by words of welcome which softened my heart, and made me
feel I would go again. From that time I attended the meetings. But every attendance only increased
my misery. I found no rest for the sole of my foot. I saw happy, peaceful hearts all around me. I
heard their ringing testimonies to conscious salvation. But I was hopeless, helpless, and despairing.
The life I had lived now flamed out in all its pitiable wretchedness. I was a moral bankrupt. I saw now
that life was a serious thing. It was no joke, but a solemn charge. I had used it lightly. The
responsibilities of human kinships had been ignored. My Creator had been disobeyed. No mere
creed, though it were that of an infallible Church, could satisfy my heart or quench the fires which
were blazing within. Blindly I struggled along trackless ways, asking, like Browning:—
“O God, where do they lead?”
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I had laboured twenty-one years to girt myself with a hell-dress of misery. I began to discern faintly
that life is truth, and truth is good. I had flung away life’s chief aims, and now, at my soul’s
awakening, loss seemed added to loss. No resource appeared left to me. Everything was dark as a
lampless void. Those days of sad reflection come back to me now, and I sigh, but sigh in vain. The
past may be buried, but the ghost of it may haunt us still.
“Fruitless years! fruitless years!
How your mem’ry conscience sears;
Haunts my soul till solemn fears
Rends the heart and brings the tears.”
One day the feeling of utter wretchedness became so intense, I felt I could sink down and sob my life
away. I knew not what to do. Shame possessed me at the thought that others might discern my
feelings. I wanted to be alone. I went into my chamber, and locking the door, threw myself on my
knees and poured out my soul to Him, who was to me then the “unknown God.” It was while in this
condition that the words of the verse learned in the Mansfield Primitive Methodist Sunday School
flashed into my mind — “For God so loved the world that He gave His Only-begotten Son, that
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life.”
I sought the Bible, and on my knees, like a miser searching for gold I searched its pages. Had I
remembered the words wrongly? Was it true that God loved me, even me? Oh, what a message of
mercy if the Son of God actually suffered in my stead. Yes, it was true. There before my very eyes
were the words “WHOSOEVER;” it included me. Then came the thought that perhaps the Bible
messeages were for a special class, that even “Whosoever” might be limited. I began to conclude
that in the case of all who had claimed God’s mercy there must be some redeeming trait known
only, perhaps, to Him who accepted them. But I was all bad, I had no excellence. My very attempts
at goodness were, to my partially enlightened mind, an insult to the name. I was full of “bruises and
putrifying sores.” Yet go back I dare not; go forward I must. Ignorant, weak, trembling, almost
despairing, I believed the words of Holy Writ. And at this moment began my first temptation. I knew
nothing of Christian doctrine. The two most real things to me were hell and my sin. I knew nothing
about the witness of the Spirit. In fact, I did not know that there was such a person as, the Holy
Spirit. I heard people say they knew their sins forgiven, but how they knew I did not understand. So
my first temptation was to doubt God’s acceptance. As I rose to my feet after believing the promise,
a voice seemed to say, “You’re a fool. You are deluding yourself. People who are really converted
feel the change. You are not conscious of any change. Think you that having sinned for all these
years you can now be immediately forgiven by believing something written in a Book?
All this seemed plausible. Yet, I thought, this must be the devil. He is afraid of losing me. Still
standing, I said aloud, for it seemed to me as though I was dealing with a personal spirit actually
present though unseen, “So I am mistaken! Well, so be it! I can,” I soliloquised, “only be damned
anyhow, and if I am too wicked for God to save me, and to hell I must go, I will go trusting in Jesus
Christ.”
To me, that word was the thrust of the sword in the side of Apollyon. For from that moment the
devil left me for a season. Still I suffered, and suffered keenly through not having the witness of the
Spirit to my acceptance with God. My only comfort was that in casting myself on the promise of the
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Lord I had done that for which I need not be ashamed. But I was troubled about assurance. I had no
knowledge of salvation. The consciousness of sins forgiven was not mine. What to do I knew not. But
I resolved that I would sooner walk with Jesus in the dark than the devil in the light. And I resolved
further, that I would never cease interceding with God until the Spirit’s witness was mine. For
fourteen days my one plea at the mercy-seat was for this one thing. I remember the Sabbath orning
when the Lord heard my prayer. I had pleaded most earnestly that that day my salvation might be
sealed. I remember passing with eager steps to the house of God. The preacher was the Rev. W.
Marwood, and the text he took was Gen. xxxv. I. “And God said unto Jacob, arise, go to Bethel, and
dwell there: and make there an alter unto God. It may be that if my dear old friend and brother
reads these lines he will remember distinctly the service to which I refer. The words of sermon have
all left me. But the spiritual influence abides. The preacher’s gracious personality, filled with the
gentleness and love of Christ, together with the deep longing of my own soul were crowned by an
experience I can never forget. Heaven opened, and I saw the angels of God ascending and
descending on the Son of Man. Like him of whom the minister preached, I said, “Surely this is the
House of God and this is the gate of heaven.” In that hour the impress of God was given. The flame
of love that burns unto martyrdom was kindled in my soul. Glory be to God for these spiritual epochs
of life!
And now behold what wondrous issues hang on simple things. It is the old proverb illustrated, “A
great matter from a little fire.” Who would have thought that a few words of earnest talk in a poor
home to a young fellow in whose soul all the light had gone out would have led to what it has? First
as a member, then teacher, then superintendent of the Sunday School, then as a local preacher,
then evangelist, then minister. This all seems so strange, so passing strange to me. My text at St.
George’s Hall the other morning was, “Thy love to me was wonderful.” And it is true of my own
experience. The ways of the Lord are past finding out. His
judgements are perfect. Through all the years that have
come and gone I see God’s unfailing mercy. And I cannot
help but think that in the day of the Lord Jesus thousands
will bless those who led me to the Saviour’s feet. In looking
over one of my old diaries, written in the early days of my
evangelism, I find that eleven hundred souls professed faith
in Christ for the first eighteen months of my public service
for God. Many of these are now local preachers, many are
officials in the various churches. Several have entered the
ministry, while a goodly number have crossed the bar.
These things are not written to exalt self, God forbid! But to
glorify the name of Him by whose grace I am what I am.
Oh, ye praying mothers and wives, ye Christian teachers and
workers, ye whose cross is to possess your souls in patience
while the harvest lingers, pleading day and night; for the
salvation of those you love, to whom no answer of help has
come from the silent heavens; who sometimes are tempted
to feel that prayer is a mockery, and that if there is a God
He has forgotten to be gracious, grow not weary in your
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pleadings. The listening ear of the Almighty has heard your troubled breathings, the eye that never
shuts has marked your tears, and though you know it not, He will send ministers of mercy and
blessing to the one you pray for.
“Scatter the seed on the passing breeze,
And the winds may waft it along.
To some soul who may pass through the gates at last,
And sing in the blood-washed throng."
Who knows but what even now on the life you yearn for “the day breaketh and the shadows flee
away.”
Oh, the worth of a soul! One is worth a lifetime of labour. Nicolas, Czar of Russia, told a Christian
missionary whom Dr. Way had introduced to him, that if at the close of his life’s service he could
tabulate one won to Jesus through his endeavour, he would have accomplished a blessed work. To
save a soul from death to me is a grander work than to win a Waterloo. Oh, for the touch of God to
transmute all common life into the treasure of heaven! Around us lie the lost as thick as sand upon
the shore. Material treasure is nought in comparison to these. Yet to Christian England the finding of
a golden nugget is more than the finding of a man. Thick veins of angelic ore are under and around
our feet. Harvests of human grain lie rotting in the summer sun for want of men to gather it in. Oh
for workers who will bend to reap the golden grain! To reap we must stoop. To save we must kneeI.
To accomplish much we must strip to our task, much of God s work cannot be with a kid-gloved
hand. Let us pocket our feelings when face to face with human woe. The soldier who sickens at the
sight of blood is not fit for the field. You cannot bring the lost to Jesus by a pitiable “God help you.”

The sinful life needs the crushed hand. Men and women who have gone astray must see
“THE PRINT OF THE NAILS"
before they heed our gospel.
And let us despise no man. Grace can make sots into saints. There may be buttoned up beneath the
thread-bare coat of some ordinary-looking, yea, even dissipated young man, possibilities for good,
which if sanctified to God would give our humanity a higher lift. It was a stupid blockhead of a lad
who had not sense enough to stretch the Irish draper's cloth longer than its natural length that
produced an Adam Clarke. It was a dreamy-eyed; smoke-grimed rail-maker who became the
eloquent William Jones. It was a drunken, dissipated bookbinder who claimed the crown of
eloquence in the Temperance Reform, and it was a shoeless, shirtless, Rochdale lad who gave to the
world John Ashworth. To save a man to me is at grander thing than to discover a world. I would
rather be Robert Eaglen than Columbus. One discovered America, but the other discovered Charles
Haddon Spurgeon. So, worker for Christ, never give a man up, while there is life there is hope.
Dickens says that Mrs. Todgers was a hard woman, it took a great deal to move her. But away up a
great many stairs in her heart, in a very remote corner, was a door which might easily be passed by,
and on that door was written, “Woman.” So in the heart of the most depraved, away up a great
many stairs, in a very remote corner, all covered over with cobwebs and slime, which might easily be
passed by, is a door. Knock once, twice, three times, yea, if necessary, seventy times seven, and the
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quivering lip and the starting tear will tell you a man is there. You might write over the graves of
thousands,
“LOST FOR WANT OF A KIND WORD.”
What the world needs more and more is an enlarged ministry of gentle speech and loving deeds;
attention to work in detail, and less waiting for the great occasion.
“It was only a blossom,
just the merest bit of bloom:
But it brought a glimpse of summer,
To the little darkened room:
It was only a glad “good morning,”
As she passed along the way;
But it spread the morning’s glory
Over the livelong day.
Only a song, but the music,
Though simply pure and sweet,
Brought back to the better pathway
The reckless roving feet.”
Judge no man mean. Look beneath the mere externals of poverty and sin. The value of each man
must be reckoned at the Cross. Some of the best men have come from low levels, and on those
levels still are as precious gems as ever yet were found. Let us
“Do noble things,
Not dream them all day long,
And so make life, death,
And that vast ‘For ever ’
One grand sweet song.”
I have now brought the reader through all the strongly chequered scenes of my life to the hour
when at the feet of Jesus I found redemption, myself, and God. It will be my pleasure now to take
him with me step by step in the upward way. I shall endeavour to show him in succeeding, pages
how God can use the feeblest instruments for His glory, and how much may be achieved by diligent
application. For surely no man need despair after me. I verily believe God saves some men to make
them ensamples unto others. My reader knows who it was that said, “For this cause I obtained
mercy, that in me as chief might Jesus Christ show forth all His long-suffering, for an ensample of
them which should hereafter believe on Him unto eternal life.” And surely there are others who feel
like that, and I am one. The rehearsal of the grace of God in my life has often kindled hope in
despairing hearts. And the thought that God may still use my testimony is my chief reason for
allowing these records to see the light.
And now picture my condition. A desolate home, a bankrupt life, an empty brain, a paralysed hand –
for the hand that writes this sentence had lost the power to write. Twenty-one years of age and life’s
serious business not commenced. Besides, the things I had learned I had to unlearn. And to forget
some things is much more difﬁcult than to remember others. Many of my brethren have spoken of
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the natural ease with which I seem to speak in public. They little know what discipline my body has
had to go through for this. Yet even now, I am often nervous as a child when about to either speak
or preach. Yet after the first few sentences I could address the assembled universe without a tremor
in the Name of Jesus Christ. My first experience of the Cross after conversion in my companionship.
But my severance from all worldly and unspiritual associations was complete and entire. Not a single
companion was left who might endanger my standing with Christ. Of course this cost me the usual
ridicule. But to this I was dead; God and God alone should be the supreme Ruler of my life. My next
combat was with appetite. I was known to all the publicans of the town and district. My business
took me to them weekly. I was known as good company. There were no melancholy hours when I
was present. But all this ceased. At one stroke I cleared the whole. But it did not end here. Oft as I
passed up the main street of the town old companions would call my name, and pointing to the
foaming tankard, ask if I would not like to drink. Appetite would say “Yes,” but my will thundered,
“no!” and will and grace conquered. My next trial was more keen. It touched my daily bread. I had
served an apprenticeship to my father’s trade. It appeared all right until my eyes were opened, then
God made my conscience so tender on the question that I had a doubt as to its rightness. I resolved
O would not live as a Christian with a
“STANDING DOUBT”
in my soul, I would be free at whatever cost. I therefore turned away from the business altogether.
And going to a coal manager in the district I asked for work as a labourer. He gave me work, and
there I laboured until Gold called me to something better. But I cannot tell the reader how much it
cost me in physical pain alone to turn from a light profession to the laborious work of a coal mine. To
be trained, in mining from childhood is a far different thing from passing into it at manhood. In youth
the limbs are supple and the body becomes gradually used to the cramped positions a miner has to
assume, and so it becomes second nature. But I was a man, tall in stature, and to be compelled to
compress my body into a space sometimes not more than two feet six inches high, and work hard in
that, was at first simply torture. But the bread I earned was sweet, for my conscience was clean. The
hand I write with bears marks received in those days of which I am proud. They remind me of the
struggle I had at the beginning, and how the Lord sustained me. In after days I learned to love my
work with almost a passion. I became one of the best men of my class in the whole mine. And it was
almost with regret I turned from it to other spheres. In fact, I told the miners of Chester-le-street the
other week that I had almost a sneaking fondness to be back at the face of the coal, trying my hand
again on the old line. It was the pleasure of God that I should win from among my comrades at the
mine the first trophies of my ministry. God gave me power to be out and out for His glory. The
remarkable change in my life was apparent to all the town, and my whole-souled devotion to Jesus
Christ gave me royal access to the consciences of every one who knew me. It will be my pleasure in
the next chapter to relate some of the earlier experiences of my religious life. I shall endeavour to
deal with my attempts at self-tuition, of the various methods l pursued to reach souls, and how God
led me on step by step to wider fields of usefulness. I trust my reader’s heart may burn as my own
does oft when l remember the mighty days of spiritual power - days when the glory of the Lord filled
the Temple, and His mighty arm made bare in the salvation of hundreds. The fruit of those days
abides in the land. I am now coming to days of blessed and hallowed memories. The very thought of
them makes my heart quiver with a new sensation of delight. Oh, for more and more of the ancient
power. The cross to me is that my body is not so responsive to the Spirit’s touch as formerly. Great
soul-saving power is the spiritual crown of many a bloody sweat. The faith that moves mountains is
more than a pious wish. It is the last result of discipline. The faith which mightily prevails with God

6

must bear the blood-mark. When last I saw the Venerable Parkinson Milson it was in the vestry of
the Holderness Road Chapel, Hull.
“How are you?” I said to this divine philosopher in the art of soul-winning.
“ Not well,” he said sadly. “Do you know,” he continued, “what troubles me most is I cannot keep on
my knees pleading with God for souls so long now as I used to.”
The grand old saint knew the secret of power. He knew that the soul in its deepest sorrow for men
must pass through experiences no eye must see. The Lord Himself was “removed from them about a
stone’s cast.” So, reader, I oft yearn for a new instrument by which to articulate the soul’s passion.
But thank God, “I have learned the secret;” and entering into the secret place of the Most High can
plead for the courageous and the strong who are in the high places of the field.
(To be continued.)
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