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CHAPTER FIFTEEN
JOHN WILLIAMS
Triumphs in the Cannibal Isles: “The isles shall wait for His
law.” Isaiah 42:4.

When the first letters from Carey and Thomas in
India were received by Dr. Ryland, they touched chords
which were kept in vibration until the great London
Missionary Society was born. Dr. Ryland read those
letters to Dr. David Bogue, an Independent minister,
and to one other. The three men were so impressed
that they knelt down and prayed God to bless the
Baptist mission. Dr. Bogue then published in the
Evangelical Magazine an “Address to Professors of
the Gospel,” calling for means to support “twenty or
thirty missionaries among the heathen.” The response
was immediate. A union meeting was held; and, in
1795, the union society—now Congregational—was
organized.

A copy of that same Evangelical Magazine fell
into the hands of a retired sea captain, James Wil-
son. Years before, Captain Wilson had been taken
prisoner in India by the French and imprisoned at
Cuddalore. On learning that the English prisoners
were to be delivered to the cruel tyrant, Hyder-Ali,
the captain determined to escape. He leaped from
the prison walls, forty feet high, only to be confronted
by the Coleroon River, which swarmed with alliga-
tors. Not knowing of this, however, he plunged into
the river and swam across; but, to his surprise and
terror, he fell into the hands of Ali’s soldiers, who
stripped him, tied his hands, and drove him to head-
quarters. When questioned by a chieftain, he related
his escape, only to be charged with lying. No mortal
man, the chief declared, had ever swum the Coleroon;
if he had but put his fingers into the water, he would

John Williams



198 Missions and Miracles

have been seized by the alligators. Finally convinced,
the Turk exclaimed, “This is God’s man,”—a truth
the captain neither acknowledged nor recognized, for
he was an infidel.

Naked and wounded, he was driven in chains five
hundred miles and thrust into a prison, called the
“Black Hole,” where, loaded with thirty-two pounds
of chains, he almost starved. Victim after victim,
chained to his arm, died at his side, to be replaced
by another to suffer the same fate. It seems incred-
ible that his life could have been preserved under
such treatment for twenty-two months. The day came,
however, that Hyder-Ali’s supreme reign was broken,
and the doors of the “Black Hole” flew open. Covered
with ulcers and almost famished, the captain and a
few surviving fellow sufferers came forth.

When returning to England for retirement, the
captain met on shipboard Dr. Thomas, of India. Of-
ten did the doctor try to lead him to the Saviour, but
without any apparent success. Another series of
providences finally prevailed; and, when the copy of
the magazine referred to fell into the hands of Cap-
tain Wilson, he was the first to volunteer to conduct
a mission ship into the South Seas.

Such was the man whom God had prepared to
lead the first missionary band sent out by the Lon-
don Missionary Society and into the field of which it
has been well-spoken, “Nowhere in the world have
missionaries passed through experiences so tragic at
the hands of cruel idolaters, and nowhere in the world
have the triumphs of the gospel been more clear and
complete” (from Amos R. Wells, in Into All the World).

Other volunteers were quickly forthcoming; so
that, when the ship Duff, purchased by the society,
was ready to sail on her first errand of love, a brave
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THE VISIT OF THE BOUNTY  TO TAHITI

John Williams



200 Missions and Miracles

band of thirty stood on her deck. On August 10, 1796,
as she floated down the Thames, these workers sang,
“Jesus, at Thy command we launch into the deep.”

Captain Wallis and Captain Cook had visited Ta-
hiti and other of the Society Islands; and the accounts
published aroused much interest in this field, the
darkness of which challenged the valor of the sol-
diers of the cross. In 1788 the ship Bounty had landed
there and spent six months gathering breadfruit
plants to transfer to England’s colony in the West
Indies. The missionaries on the Duff were to be lo-
cated on the Marquesas, Society, and Friendly Islands.

Finding two white men on Tahiti who acted as
interpreters, the missionaries there at once began
their labors. The Duff, returning to England, was soon
supplied with another company; again nearly thirty
sailed to the almost unknown seas. But such an ad-
vance on the strongholds of darkness was not to be
unchallenged. The Duff was captured by a French
privateer; and the missionaries, except two, after much
suffering, returned to England.

Neither was the fruitfulness of the fertile islands a
prophecy of its inhabitants. So long had the natives

EXTRACTING COCONUT OIL ON  TAHITI



201

trained in cruelty and bloodshed, their hearts seemed
as barren as the coral reefs that surrounded their
abodes.

Some of the missionaries at Tongatabu lost their
lives; and the others, after various disasters, with-
drew. Likewise the Marquesas mission failed. At Ta-
hiti, for ten long years, the fort was held.

But the almost constant wars made the mission
all but a hopeless undertaking. The missionaries, save
Henry Nott, abandoned the island; and, after the de-
feat of King Pomare, he with the latter retired to
Eimeo. His fidelity, however, was rewarded by the
conversion of Pomare and others, as will be seen.
During twelve years, supplies from England had been
received but twice, and letters but little oftener.

By this time it appeared to most of the directors
of the society that it would be best to retire from
such a field; but of the dying charge of the countess
of Huntingdon—one of the founders—to her chap-
lain, it is said, it had been never to abandon their
object. To his previous generous gifts, this chaplain
added a thousand dollars; and one other minister
declared he “would rather sell his garments from his
back than that the mission should be given up.” He
proposed a special season of prayer, which was held;
and instead of recall, letters of encouragement were
forwarded to the tried workers.

Meantime the missionaries returned to the island;
and what was their astonishment to find that two
native lads, who had lived in the families of the mis-
sionaries, had united for prayer; and a number of
others had joined them! And so it occurred that, while
the ship carrying the good letters from England was
on its way, another from Tahiti was bearing to En-
gland the glad news from the islands and the for-
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saken idols of the people as trophies of their deliver-
ance. Island after island submitted to the gospel of
peace.

About this time, January 3, 1814, a young man
stood near a street corner in London, waiting for some
gay companions to go with him to a pleasure resort.
When the Duff had sailed, he was a babe about six
weeks old. As he stood there, the wife of his employer
came by, on her way to the Methodist tabernacle.
She invited him to accompany her. He refused; but
she insisted, and at length prevailed. The text was
Mark 8:36: “What shall it profit a man, if he shall
gain the whole world and lose his own soul?” Of this
sermon he afterward said, “God was pleased in His
own gracious providence to influence my mind at that
time so powerfully, that I forsook all my worldly com-
panions and became a teacher in the Sabbath school.”
The prayers of a Christian mother, who had daily
taught and prayed with her children, were answered.

This was John Williams. He also heard, from the
lips of the minister who was willing to sell his clothes
for the mission, that they needed more workers. Wil-
liams was ready to go. He was accepted and was or-
dained at the same time as Robert Moffat. With a
bride of slight girlish figure, small features, and fine
eyes, but in heroism the equal of her husband, “and
in patient endurance his superior,” he went to the
South Seas. Other devoted and efficient workers la-
bored with the youthful Williams. He made his head-
quarters on Raiatea, one of the islands of the Society
Group, about one hundred miles from Tahiti. He vis-
ited many islands. In some instances the chiefs gave
up their idols as soon as they heard the gospel story,
reminding the missionary of the words, “As soon as
they hear of Me, they shall obey Me.”
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Not so, however, on Raratonga, to which Mr. Will-
iams was directed by the natives of Raiatea, about
five hundred miles distant. Here he left teachers; but
they were so abused the first night, that he was about
to take them and depart, when one courageous na-
tive teacher from the Society Islands volunteered to
remain. Two other men and four women, Raratongans
who had been converted on another island, landed
and remained with him. When the missionaries next
visited this island, they built within a few weeks a
chapel to hold three thousand people who had cast
away their idols.

On this island Williams built one of the five boats
that he constructed for those waters. Although unfa-
miliar with ship building, he was an expert mechanic;
and, with scarcely any tools, he began. A forge was
first needed. Killing three of the four goats on the
island, he made a forge. But rats—so plentiful that,
in his own words, “we never sat down to a meal with-
out having two or more persons to keep them off the
table”—ate all but the bare boards. He next made
two box air pumps, which, with eight men to run
them, furnished wind for the charcoal fire. Then, with
a stone for an anvil and carpenter’s pincers for tongs,
he fashioned the ironwork. When the natives saw with
what ease heated iron was welded, they were ashamed
of their own ignorance and exclaimed, “What a reign
of dark hearts Satan’s is!”

Williams had no saw, and the split boards and
timbers were fastened together with wooden pins.
Then, with ropes made of bark and sails of native
mats, he launched, in fifteen weeks, a vessel sixty
feet in length, which proved, as she was named, The
Messenger of Peace.

The Pacific is not always so peaceful as its name

John Williams
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implies. Terrific hurricanes at times lashed it to mad-
ness and bore its waves high up on the island shores.
One such swept Raratonga, destroying every particle
of food and leveling nearly one thousand homes. Amid
the ruins, in drenching rains, the missionaries and
people gathered in groups or waded hither and thither,
seeking shelter. A part of the building Mrs. Williams
was in crashed down upon the bed from which she
had just arisen. The Messenger of Peace, to the as-
tonishment of her builder, though carried inland sev-
eral hundred yards, outrode the storm in safety.

Upon this visitation, a sermon by a native preacher
offered this consolation: “True, our food is all de-
stroyed, but our lives are spared; our houses are all
blown down, but our wives and children have es-
caped; our new chapel is a heap of ruins—and for
this I grieve most of all—yet we have a God to wor-
ship. Our schoolhouse is washed away, yet our teach-
ers are spared to us. And,” holding up a portion of
the Word of God, “we have still this precious book to
instruct us.”

This storm was in 1831, fourteen years after Mr.
Williams began his labors. As early as 1824 he had
felt that the gospel ought to be carried to other
groups, including the New Hebrides, over two thou-
sand miles away. “How can you suppose that I can
give my consent,” said Mrs. Williams, “to such a
strange proposition?” Finding her decidedly opposed,
he says, “I did not mention it again, although my
mind was still fixed upon the object.” And his convic-
tion was confirmed by a circumstance that should
reconcile the mind of the reader to the tragic end of
the undertaking.

Mrs. Williams was taken suddenly ill, and in a
few hours consciousness was gone. But in answer to
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the earnest cries of the missionary, it would seem,
she was spared. As Mr. Williams entered her room
one morning, she said she had been endeavoring to
find why the affliction had come; and her mind had
gone to the opposition she had manifested to his pro-
posed voyage. “From this time,” said she, “your de-
sire has my full concurrence” (from Missionary En-
terprises in the South Sea Islands, by Williams).

Just before he started, he was rescued the sev-
enth time from drowning, as if the One whose cause
he served would say, “When you do fall, it shall be
like My martyr Stephen,—before Sauls whose blood-
stained raiment shall be changed that they may wit-
ness for Me before gentiles and kings.” And on the
martyr-block of Erromanga, November 20, 1839, his
body and that of Mr. Harris lay—victims of the clubs
of the natives who had just suffered by the cruelty of
the inhuman traders.

Christianity forsakes not the scaffold of her he-
roes. “My kingdom is not of this world,” said the
Prince of martyrs; but it is within the hearts of His
subjects, and He still lives to touch the blind eyes of
persecutors and to change their errand at the gates
of Damascus.

Three years later, in May 1842, George A. Selwyn,
landing on one of the islands of this region, knelt in
prayer upon the shore and gave himself to twenty-six
years of devotion to the islanders. Himself the first
bishop of the English Church in New Zealand, he left
seven bishops there when his labors closed. He es-
tablished a training college on New Zealand, and went
hither and thither gathering pupils to train for teach-
ers. With his own hands he fashioned, from his coun-
terpane (bedspread), dresses for the first two female
pupils he took to his school.

John Williams
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Appealing in England for help, the bishop said,
“We need men who can stand alone, like Heaven-de-
scended priests of the most high God, in the midst of
the lonely wilderness.” At his call came “Coley”
Patteson, who learned the Maori on the way and
preached intelligibly to the natives the first Sunday
after his arrival. He taught from 1855 to 1860, and
was then made first bishop of the Melanesian islands
and head of St. Andrew’s College, in New Zealand.

MAORI WARRIOR WITH TATTOOED FACE
These were the kinds of faces that greeted the early mis-

sionaries to New Zealand Maoris. Many times the entire body
would be tattooed with these patterns and symbols, suppos-
edly to please the demon gods and bring luck and power. When
Christianity gained a foothold among these people, this hea-
then custom ceased. Strange that in our day this devil wor-
ship custom is becoming popular in “civilized” nations.
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His musical voice, his holy face, his gentle manner,
exercised a wonderful influence over even the dullest.
On one island, when would-be murderers surrounded
him, Patteson fell upon his knees in prayer. Their
hands were restrained; and, in kindness, they con-
ducted him to his ship.

White slave hunters used the name of Patteson to
decoy their victims, telling them the bishop was on
board their ship. To deceive the natives more fully,
the kidnapers painted their boat like the bishop’s.
Five natives had just been stolen from Nukapu when,
September 20, 1871, Bishop Patteson landed there.
A deathblow was dealt him and five wounds were
inflicted on his body, one for each of the five missing
men. His companion, Mr. Joseph Atkins, and one
other, were also killed by poisoned arrows. This deed
was not sanctioned by all on the island. Some of the
perpetrators were driven away, and the one who gave
the first blow was shot by the natives who deplored
his deed.

In 1848 the Presbyterians of Nova Scotia sent to
the cannibals of Aneityum, New Hebrides, their first
missionary, Dr. John Geddie. Mission literature in
the home had drawn his sympathies to that work;
and his pen stirred the Nova Scotians to begin mis-
sion work. On the island where he located, hurri-
canes, diseases, and deaths were ascribed to the mis-
sionaries. Their goods were stolen and their lives were
often threatened. On one occasion, as a native lay in
ambush for him and, having him in his power, was
about to strike, a strange sensation suddenly over-
came the fellow; and he was restrained. Dr. Geddie’s
adaptability to the work, and his success in it, were
marvelous. He gave over a quarter century of faithful
labors to the South Sea Islanders.

John Williams
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Dr. John Inglis, of Scotland, joined Dr. Geddie,
and they persevered till the taste for human blood
was conquered by the Word of God; and over three
thousand on that island cast away their idols and
turned to God.

Time and space forbid to tell of half the heroes
who, from that day to this, have bravely toiled in
that field or of the counter-movement which fain
would turn backward the heavenly tide. The experi-
ence of Paton on Tanna and Aniwa, both of them
close to Erromanga, is related in another chapter.

 G. Gordon and wife came to Erromanga in 1857.
Young natives were soon won to the faith, and devot-
edly helped him and his noble wife in all their work.
A mission house, a church, and a printing office were
built. But when hurricanes destroyed their crops and
measles, brought by traders, spread death and mourn-
ing everywhere, some of the natives became enemies
of the missionaries. “Some settlements are nearly de-
populated,” wrote Mr. Gordon, “and the principal
chiefs are nearly all dead. The distress is awful, and
the cry of mourning perpetual.” When the traders who
had brought the plague declared that the missionar-
ies caused it, it is not strange that the assassins’
tomahawks were turned against these, their truest
friends. May 20, 1861, their blood moistened the soil
which had received that of Mr. Williams. Then Mr.
Gordon’s brother, with a devotion seldom paralleled,
took up and carried on his work. In 1872, he too fell
a martyr by the hand of a native who blamed him for
the death of his child. But in warfare instituted on
purpose to kill men, when the front ranks are bro-
ken, the weapons are grasped by other hands and
the ranks are closed up. How much more when fight-
ing for the Prince of peace in the good fight of faith.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN
JOHN GIBSON PATON
Presbyterian Missionary for the New Hebrides

Born near Dumfries, Scotland, May 24, 1824. Died in
Australia, January 28, 1907.

“Though everything else in religion,” wrote John
G. Paton of his father’s prayers, “were swept out of
memory or blotted from my understanding, my soul
would wander back to those early scenes and shut
itself up once more in that sanctuary closet; and,
hearing again the echoes of those cries to God would
hurl back all doubt with the victorious appeal: ‘He
walked with God. Why may not I?’ ” The quotations
in this chapter are taken, by kind permission, from
the autobiography of John G. Paton, Fleming Revell
Company, in New York and Chicago.

Many years before that “sanctuary closet” in the
old home had been established, that same father,
James Paton, then a youth, had found one beneath
the shady trees of a grove down the lane from an old
Scottish home. This retreat he often sought for study
and prayer. One day, when with bared head the pious
student was engaged in prayer, a seemingly strange
thing occurred. His headdress, then called a bonnet,
was taken from the place where he had laid it. After
searching, he found it hanging on a tree nearby. The
same thing occurred the day following. This much
puzzled the young man. The next day, pinned to a
tree, just above where he knelt, was a little card,
bearing this message: “She who stole away your bon-
net is ashamed of what she did. She has a great re-
spect for you and asks you to pray for her that she
may become as good a Christian as you.”

John Paton
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JOHN G. PATON

Pioneer missionary to the New Hebrides islands
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A sequel to this unique introduction is that the
consecrated grove gave place to the family altar; for
the playful maiden became the wife of James Paton;
and their firstborn was John Gibson Paton, the sub-
ject of this sketch.

Of the daily worship in the home, this son writes,
“None of us can remember any day ever passed unhal-
lowed thus. No hurry for market, no rush of busi-
ness, no arrival of friends or guests, no trouble or
sorrow, no joy or excitement ever prevented at least
our kneeling around the family altar while the high
priest led our prayers to God and offered himself
and his children there.” From such a home and such
an example came John G. Paton.

When one more picture of the childhood home is
given, it will be understood how our missionary came
to bind up his life with God’s great purpose. “How
much my father’s prayers impressed me,” he writes,
“I can never explain, nor could any stranger under-
stand. When, on his knees and all of us kneeling
around him in family worship, he poured out his
whole soul with tears for the conversion of the then
heathen world to the service of Jesus and for every
personal and domestic need we all felt, as if in the
presence of the living Saviour. We learned to know
and love Him as our divine Friend. As we rose from
our knees, I used to look at the light on my father’s
face and wish I were like him in spirit, hoping that,
in answer to his prayers, I might be privileged and
prepared to carry the blessed gospel to some portion
of the heathen world.”

To read of the struggles, through which the young
man passed to gain an education, arouses our sym-
pathy and admiration, and deepens the conviction
that trials and poverty are not the smallest of life’s

John Paton
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blessings.
When under twelve years of age he took up his

father’s trade of stocking making, working from 6
a.m. to 10 p.m., using a part of the meal hours for
study; “for,” said he, “I had given my soul to God and
was resolved to aim at being a missionary of the cross
or a minister of the gospel.”

He spent six weeks at an academy; then he se-
cured a position in an office, walking four miles a
day to and from his work. Instead of spending the
noon hour at play, he pored over his books. An offi-
cial observed this, called him to his office, and of-
fered him training at college if he would sign an en-
gagement for seven years. Young Paton thanked him
gratefully, offering to engage for four years.

“Why,” said the man, “will you refuse an offer that
many gentlemen’s sons would be proud of?”

Young John said, “My life is given to another Mas-
ter, so I cannot engage for seven years.”

“To whom?” he asked sharply.
John replied, “To the Lord Jesus, and I want to

prepare as soon as possible for His service in the
proclaiming of the gospel.”

In great anger he sprang across the room, called
the paymaster, saying, “Accept my offer, or you are
dismissed on the spot!”

John answered, “I am extremely sorry if you do
so, but to bind myself for seven years would prob-
ably frustrate the purpose of my life.”

Unable to appreciate the worth of the youth, the
man dismissed his truest employee; and the boy, with
a purpose stronger than circumstances, was cast
adrift. But he soon obtained a position in Glasgow
as tract distributor. During his ten years of mission
work, he carried studies at the university, Divinity
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Hall, and Anderson College. But, while happy in his
work, he heard “the wail of the perishing heathen in
the South Seas.” Tears blinded his eyes when a re-
port was made, at a meeting, that the missionary
wanted for the New Hebrides had not been found. All
the while, “the Lord kept saying within me, ‘Since
none better qualified can be got, rise and offer your-
self.’ ” When he yielded he was gladly accepted.

He and Mr. Copeland, with their wives, landed
safely on Aneityum, August 30, 1858. Dr. Paton was
assigned to Tanna. “My first impressions drove me
to the verge of utter dismay. On beholding these na-
tives in their paint and nakedness and misery, my
heart was as full of horror as of pity. Had I given up
my much-loved work and my dear people in Glasgow,
with so many delightful associations, to consecrate
my life to these degraded creatures? Was it possible
to teach them right from wrong?”

But his first feelings passed away, and erelong he
was earnestly trying to lead them to the Saviour. Said
he, “Our hearts rose to the task with a quenchless
hope!”

The tribes were at war. While a house for the mis-
sionaries was building, excited and armed savages
ran about with feathers in their hair; faces painted
red, black, and white; some with one cheek black,
the other red; others with brow white, the chin blue.

One day, Dr. Inglis paused from his work, leaned
against a post in silent prayer, then said, “Let us rest
for this day and pray for these poor heathen.” Then
they left their work to pray. Five or six men had just
been killed, their bodies taken to a spring less than
a mile away, and cooked and eaten by their murder-
ers.

Early in 1859, a baby boy was born to our island

John Paton
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These are the type of fish traps used, from ancient times,
in the New Hebrides Islands. Bait is put inside and they are
left in the sea overnight. In the morning, they are hauled up
quickly before the fish can escape. This man is a descendant
of savage head-hunting cannibals.

CANE FISH TRAPS IN THE NEW HEBRIDES
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exiles. But sorrow was “treading hard upon the heels
of that joy!” In a few days the missionary was doubly
bereft, and he consigned wife and child to one lonely
grave.

Some of the chiefs became friendly to Paton and
his helpers; but a drought set in, and it was ascribed
to the missionaries. A big council was held; and it
was decided that, unless the friendly chiefs should
kill them or compel them to leave the island, the
chiefs and missionaries too should be murdered.

“Pray to your Jehovah God for rain,” said the
friendly chiefs. And pray they did; and “the Ever Mer-
ciful” interposed in their behalf, and rain was sent.

Later, sickness came, and the missionaries were
blamed for this. Then the death of a chief was as-
cribed to Paton and the worship of Jehovah; and it
was resolved to burn the mission property and mur-
der the missionaries or compel them to leave. A
brother of the dead chief came from Aneityum to con-
ciliate the natives; but he too fell sick. Then the
Tannese were furious.

The inhabitants for miles around united to de-
stroy the missionaries. In a public meeting it was
resolved to select men to kill the mission band and
the natives who were friendly to them. “Frenzy of ex-
citement prevailed, and the blood-fiend seemed to
override the assembly; when, under an impulse that
surely came from the Lord of pity, one great warrior
chief, who had hitherto kept silent, rose. Swinging
aloft a mighty club and smashing it earthwards, he
cried aloud: ‘The man that kills Missi must first kill
me! The man that kills the missionary teachers must
first kill me and my people; for we shall stand by
them and defend them till death!’ ” At once another
chief joined with him, and the great assembly broke

John Paton
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up in dismay.
Gaze for a moment upon that scene and then upon

another over in the new mission home not far away,
where were gathered a little defenseless company, who
with one accord and one heart were spending those
hours in anxious prayers and tears. “Clearly did our
Lord Jesus interpose directly on our behalf that day!
And our hearts overflowed with gratitude to the Sav-
iour who rescued us from the lions’ jaws.”

Again Paton went out among them. He took a firm
stand against wife-beating and widow sacrifices. At
length, ten chiefs agreed to join in the effort to stop
it. After another burst of war, he succeeded in getting
twenty chiefs to agree to fight no more, except on the
defensive. They held to this for some time.

Soon several men came by night for instruction.
The wife of one of these died, and he decided to bury
her as he had seen Mrs. Paton buried. He got white
muslin and tape, and made her a shroud, and laid
her away. He declined the doctor’s offer to attend and
pray, lest the natives would not come. A friendly chief,
Nowar, who had learned something of the gospel, vol-
unteered to pray. “It moved me to many strange emo-
tions,” wrote the missionary, “this Christian burial,
conducted by a heathen and in the presence of hea-
then, with an appeal to the true and living God, by a
man as yet darkly groping among idols and supersti-
tions. . . . Thus the waves of hope and fear swept
alternately across our lives.”

The Tannese were adept at lying and stealing as
well as killing. One article after another was stolen
from the missionary till even his cooking kettle was
taken. The very bed clothing was carried away in the
daytime. Some time after, one party after another
came rushing to the mission house in great excite-



217

ment—a smoke like a volcano was in the sea. They
wished the doctor to come at once. He was in no
hurry, and explained that it might be a man-of-war
coming to inquire if their conduct was good or bad, if
they had stolen his property, etc. Finally two chiefs
came and asked:

“Missi, will it be a ship of war?” The doctor thought
it might.

“Will he ask if we have been stealing your things?”
“I expect he will.”
“And will you tell him?”
“I must tell him the truth.”
“O Missi, tell him not! Everything shall be brought

back to you at once!”
In a remarkably short time one came running with

a kettle, another with a pan, others with blankets,
knives, forks, plates, and all sorts.

“The charm and joy of that morning are fresh to
me still,” wrote Dr. Paton after a score of years. Cap-
tain Vernon’s ship steamed into the harbor, Port Reso-
lution. He held a reception for the chiefs, took them
aboard his boat, and discharged his big guns, at which
they were terribly frightened. The captain reassured
them, gave them presents, and they returned much
impressed.

The doctor suffered greatly of fever. In a severe
attack, the faithful Abraham and his wife, from Anei-
tyum, helped him to creep part way up the hill near
the mission house. There he lay down to die. But
those dark-skinned guardians kept vigil till conscious-
ness returned, and with it “a faint gleam of hope and
life.” They then carried his wasted form to the brow
of the hill and laid him on a bed of coconut leaves,
and gave him coconut juice to drink. God kept the
savages at bay till the sick man was somewhat re-

John Paton
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CANNIBAL WAR DANCE
These Solomon Islanders demonstrate the war dances

their ancestors would dance before speeding off in their
war canoes to attack neighboring islands. Heads, slaves,
and captives would be brought back; some would be eaten.
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stored. Then material for a new house, to be built
away from the lowland, was carried up the hill.

“That noble old soul, Abraham, stood by me as
an angel of God in sickness and in danger. He went
at my side wherever I had to go. He helped me will-
ingly to the last inch of strength in all that I had to
do; and it was perfectly manifest that he was doing
all this, not from mere human love, but for the sake
of Jesus. That man had been a cannibal in his hea-
then days; but, by the grace of God, there he stood
verily a new creature in Christ Jesus. . . .

“When I have read or heard the shallow objections
of irreligious scribblers and talkers, hinting that there
was no reality in conversions and that mission effort
was but waste, O, how my heart has yearned to plant
them just one week on Tanna, with the ‘natural man’
all around in the person of cannibals and heathen,
and only the one ‘spiritual’ man in the person of con-
verted Abraham, nursing them, feeding them, saving
them ‘for the love of Jesus.’ All the skepticism of
Europe would hide its head in foolish shame; and all
its doubts would dissolve, under one glance of the
new light that Jesus, and Jesus alone, pours from
the converted cannibal’s eye!”

Again the sound of strife was heard; the blood-
fiend was unleashed. The friendly people advised Mr.
Paton to move. The island chiefs sent word to desert
his house, or it would be burned. The doctor decided
upon the boldest course. With Abraham and another
teacher, he started to visit the inland tribes and try
persuasion.

“At last, unexpectedly, we stumbled upon the whole
host assembled on the village common at a great
feast; and, at the sight of us, every man rushed for
his weapons of war. Keeping my teachers close be-

John Paton
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side me, I walked straight into the midst of them,
unarmed of course, and cried as loud as I possibly
could in their own tongue:

“My love to all you men of Tanna! Fear not! I am
your friend. I love you every one, and am come to tell
you about Jehovah God and good conduct such as
pleases Him.”

At this, an old chief came and took him by the
hand and said, “Sit down beside me here and talk
with me.” Some fled in terror; others looked on with
delight. After about an hour’s talk, they apparently
agreed to give up war and allowed the doctor to con-
duct worship. The leading men shook hands with
him and invited him to visit them often.

The natives near the mission were astonished out
of measure, when he returned alive and reported his
visit. “It had never been so seen after this manner on
Tanna!” Peace continued for the space of four weeks.

“One morning at daybreak I found my house sur-
rounded by armed men, and a chief intimated that
they had assembled to take my life. Seeing that I was
entirely in their hands, I knelt down and gave myself
away, body and soul, to the Lord Jesus, for what
seemed the last time on earth. Rising, I went out to
them and began calmly talking about their unkind
treatment of me, contrasting it with all my conduct
towards them. . . . At last some of the chiefs, who
had attended the worship, rose and said, ‘Our con-
duct has been bad; but now we will fight for you and
kill all those who hate you.’ ”

Thus again the angel-guarded man was spared;
and Paton induced the leading chief to promise to
kill no one for his sake. But, while surrounded with
so many almost entirely under the control of the
murderer from the beginning, he was not long left in
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peace. “And yet,” he triumphantly exclaimed, “with
my trembling hand clasped in the hand once nailed
on Calvary, and now swaying the scepter of the uni-
verse, calmness and peace abode in my soul!”

Only a few days after this deliverance, a man
rushed furiously upon him with an ax; but a chief
defended him with a spade. The next day, a wild chief
followed him for four hours with a loaded musket
and often aimed to fire, but was restrained. “Looking
up in unceasing prayer to our dear Lord Jesus, I left
all in His hands. His words, ‘Lo, I am with you alway,
even unto the end of the world,’ became to me so real
that it would not have startled me to behold Him, as
did Stephen, gazing down upon the scene. . . . It is
the sober truth; and it comes back to me so sweetly
after twenty years, that I had my nearest and dearest
glimpses of the face and smile of my blessed Lord in
those dreadful moments when musket, club, or spear
was being leveled at my life. O, the bliss of living and
enduring as seeing ‘Him who is invisible!’ ”

Three times one night, he was awakened by the
savages, trying to break into his house to kill him.
The next day, the report went all around the harbor
that those who tried to shoot him were “smitten weak
with fear.”

They were more successful in almost killing poor
Namuri, a native teacher. The doctor watched over
him for weeks, nursing him to recovery, then wished
him to remain at the mission. He replied: “Missi, when
I see them thirsting for my blood, I just see myself
when the missionary first came to my island. I de-
sired to murder him as they now desire to kill me.
But he came and continued coming to teach us, till,
by the grace of God, I was changed to what I am. Now
the same God, that changed me to this, can change

John Paton
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these poor Tannese to love and serve Him. I cannot
stay away from them.”

It was not in Paton to keep such a man from duty,
and thither he went, a transformed being. But a sav-
age came one morning to the service; and, while the
good teacher knelt in prayer, this angry man sprang
upon him and beat him almost to death. Reviving a
little, he dragged himself to the mission to save Mr.
Paton, then died with the prayer: “O Lord Jesus, for-
give them, for they know not what they are doing. . . .
Take not away Thy worship from this dark island! O
God, bring all the Tannese to love and follow Jesus!”

One such convert was surely a triumphant reward
for Dr. and Mrs. Geddie, whom God had honored in
bringing him to Jesus.

About three months’ time was spent in erecting a
church and school building. The doctor had never
tried printing; but, on receiving the gift of a press, he
attempted the task in that wild tongue. “And do you
think me foolish when I confess that I shouted in an
ecstasy of joy when the first sheets came from the
press all correct? It was about one o’clock in the
morning, and I was the only white man then on the
island, yet I literally pitched my hat into the air and
danced like a schoolboy round and round that print-
ing press. And do not think that I did not, over that
first sheet of God’s Word ever printed in the Tannese
tongue, go upon my knees too and then, and every
day since then, plead with the mighty Lord to carry
the light and joy of His own holy Bible into every
dark heart and benighted home on Tanna.”

In 1860 Dr. Paton had the joy of welcoming the
devoted missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. S.F. Johnson,
from Nova Scotia. They entered heartily into his work,
and what a benediction was their presence! But about
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this time, a species of heathenism was exhibited worse
than that of the cannibals. As if men confederated
with the regions of darkness to defeat God’s work,
English traders purposely introduced measles among
the natives, which swept them down as a deadly
plague. Thirteen of the mission helpers and about
one third of the natives fell under the disease. And
though the doctor and Mr. Johnson ministered un-
ceasingly to them and saved many, the unfriendly,
superstitious ones blamed them for the scourge and
determined their destruction. In a murderous attack,
January 1, 1861, in which the lives of both were only
preserved by marvelous mercy, Mr. Johnson’s nerv-
ous system, unused to such perils, received such a
shock that he never recovered, living only a few weeks.

And now, to add to the horrors of the situation,
the traders who were responsible for the plague told
the natives it was the missionaries who had caused
it, and declared they would not trade with the na-
tives until the missionaries were killed.

Following the death of Mr. Johnson, the doctor
was so near death with fever that he lost conscious-
ness; and it seemed that he must die. His only nurses
were two converted cannibals, Abraham and Kowia,
the latter a native chief of Tanna who had been con-
verted on Aneityum. While thus on the verge of the
grave, the missionary opened his eyes once more and
heard Kowia murmur: “Missi, all our Aneityumese
are sick. Missi Johnson is dead. You are very sick,
and I am weak and dying. Alas, when I am dead, . . .
who will bathe your lips and brow?”

The doctor was too weak to answer; and the lonely
heart of the faithful nurse breathed itself forth in
prayer: “O Lord, our Father in heaven, art Thou go-
ing to take away all Thy servants and Thy worship

John Paton
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from this dark land? What meanest Thou to do, O
Lord? . . . O, restore and spare Missi, dear Missi
Paton, that Tanna may be saved!”

“Touched to the very fountains of my life by such
prayers, from a man once a cannibal, I began, under
the breath of God’s blessing, to revive.”

In a few days Kowia told the doctor that his wife
and children had sickened and died, and that he was
dying. He had come to bid the doctor farewell, then
he would go and lie down and die by their graves,
where Abraham would bury him. “I wish to lie beside
them,” he said, “that we may rise together in the great
day when Jesus comes. . . . Farewell, Missi. I am very
near death now, and we will meet again in Jesus and
with Jesus!”

What think ye of this, ye scoffers at missions?
What think ye of this, ye skeptics as to the reality of
conversion? He died as he had lived since Jesus came
to his heart,—without a fear of death.

Thus one after another of the sentinels fell; but
the lonely missionary still stood to wave the colors
above the dying, that those who would look might
live.

But, as if the elements would war against the man
who placed his entire dependence in God, fearful
hurricanes swept the island, leveling the breadfruit
and coconut trees, and ruining the yam plantations.
Even the doctor’s house was blown down, except one
room, and his church was torn almost to pieces.

A thunderstorm followed the hurricanes; and part
of the very hill on which the mission house stood
was torn up and thrown into the valley beneath. Surely
now the gods were angry at the missionary; and mur-
derous mobs prowled around the one room into which
the survivors, with their little earthly store, were gath-
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ered. The mission station of Mr. Methieson, on the
other side of the island, was in a similar situation.

When still a prisoner in the one room, Paton one
day heard his goats bleating as if being killed, and
he hastened to their rescue. Immediately he was sur-
rounded by savages bent on taking his life.

“God moved me,” he says, “to talk to them firmly
and kindly. . . . I then lifted my hands and eyes to the
heavens, and prayed aloud for Jesus to bless all my
dear Tannese, and either to protect me or take me
home to glory, as He saw to be for the best. One after
another they slipped away from me, and Jesus re-
strained them once again. Did ever a mother run more
quickly to protect her crying child in danger’s hour
than the Lord Jesus hastens to answer believing
prayer?”

But the very shadow of doom was yet to fall across
his path. After the murder of the Gordons, a trader
took a party of the Erromangans in his boat by night
to Tanna. He assembled the harbor chiefs and urged
them to kill Mr. Paton, his party, and the other mis-
sion band on Tanna. Then they would go to Aneit-
yum and kill the missionaries there, and sweep the
worship of Jehovah from all the New Hebrides! Re-
strained by the Merciful One, the chiefs refused; and
the emissaries of Satan returned in defeat. But, the
very next day, the mission was thronged with armed
men who recited their atrocities from the killing of
Williams to that of the Gordons. One of the chiefs
said that they “destroyed the worship and drove away
Jehovah.”

The islanders were in an uproar, thirsting for blood.
Dr. Paton had one visible comforter, Abraham. To-
gether they sought protection beneath the shadow of
the Almighty. A part of Abraham’s prayer was:

John Paton
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“O Lord, our heavenly Father, they have murdered
Thy servants on Erromanga; they have banished the
Aneityumese from dark Tanna. And now they want
to kill Missi Paton and me! Our great King, protect
us, and make their hearts soft and sweet to Thy wor-
ship. . . . Make our hearts good and strong for Thy
cause, and take Thou away all our fears. . . . If they
kill us two, let us die together in Thy good work, like
Thy servants Missi Gordon the man and Mimi Gor-
don the woman.”

As the doctor listened, he says, “My heart melted
within me, as it had never before done under any
prayer poured from the lips of cultured Christian
men!”

While conditions existed which no pen can fully
picture, that strong man of God held to his post.
Even Nowar said, “If you and Abraham do not leave
us, we will kill you both.” At this extreme moment,
three ships came into the harbor; the boasting na-
tives slunk away and the friendly ones grew coura-
geous. Three men, including Dr. Geddie, came ashore
and offered to take the doctor to a place of safety.
But he knew that, if he should leave, both missions
would be broken up. For the several months he lin-
gered, the whole island was in a fever of excitement;
and to stay longer meant certain death.

“I held on while one gleam of hope remained,”
writes the brave missionary. “Escape for life was now
the only path of duty.” The war conch was blown,
and the savages came swooping in. There was not a
moment to lose. Locking his door for the last time,
and taking with him Abraham and his wife, and a
teacher who had just come to them from the other
mission, the intrepid man for the first time beat a
retreat,—not in defeat, but in maneuver for greater
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victories.
As they entered the bush, a would-be assassin

sprang from concealment and aimed his tomahawk
at the doctor’s head. Once more the man of destiny
was spared as he appealed to Jehovah, his Protector.
He escaped to a secluded chestnut tree, into which
he climbed and where he spent much of that awful
night. There he was through lonely hours, surrounded
by perils unnumbered, having fled from earthly goods,
the home he had built, and the grave of his dead; yet
he says: “Never, in all my sorrows, did my Lord draw
nearer to me and speak more soothingly in my soul
than when the moonlight flickered among those chest-
nut leaves and the night air played on my throbbing
brow, as I told all my heart to Jesus. Alone, yet not
alone!”

Again joining the teachers, they tried to escape by
the sea; but the waves, after all but swallowing them
up, drove them back. They returned to the shore,
kneeled upon the sand, and committed each other to
the Lord “for the last and worst.”

Soon Faimungo, an inland chief, came to warn
them of danger, then turned to leave them, not wish-
ing to see “the murders of the morning.” Under di-
vine impulse the little band started to follow this chief,
despite his warnings. It was their only hope. They
went about four miles, when they met an armed party
who leveled their muskets; but the chief cried, “No,
you shall not kill Missi today!” He then passed on,
leaving the doctor facing a row of leveled muskets.
The prayer of faith again enclosed the warrior with
the armor of God. Gradually he moved backward,
and God kept the enemy from following.

Then another hostile party was safely passed. The
chief stood firmly against a third. “I am not afraid

John Paton
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now, Missi,” he said. “I am feeling stronger near my
own land!”

Presently they came to a village, where the chief
sat down, saying, “We can rest with safety.” But very
soon he sprang up in wild excitement. A multitude
was rapidly approaching. The chief planted his back
against a tree. The doctor and party stood beside
him. A body of most powerful men rushed upon the
dancing ground. The chief urged the doctor to pass
on; but that would be certain death. “No,” said he, “if
I am killed, it will be by your side.”

“Twang” went a killing-stone, which just grazed
Abraham’s cheek. Then they encircled the little band
in a deadly ring. “My heart,” says the man of prayer,
“rose up to the Lord Jesus. I saw Him watching all
the scene. My peace came back to me like a wave
from God. In that awful hour I saw His own words as
if carved in letters of fire upon the clouds of heaven
‘Seek, and ye shall find.’ ‘Whatsoever ye shall ask in
My name, that will I do, that the Father may be glori-
fied in the Son.’ ”

At last the teachers made a rush forward, the chief
followed with a bound and the doctor followed him.
But the armed host ran along on either side, with
weapons ready to strike. “I verily believe,” declared
the spared man, “that the same hand that restrained
the lions from touching Daniel held back those sav-
ages from touching me.”

They ran till a stream crossed the path. All the
refugees jumped it safely except the doctor, who fell
back. “Twang” went another killing-stone; but the
branch of a tree sheltered his head, and he scrambled
up and followed on. The savages gazed after him in
silence, but not one crossed the stream. The doctor’s
men were amazed at his escape.
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Faimungo led them on in the race for life, till he
reached his district, then sent with them three of his
men, who soon forsook them in an especially peril-
ous place. Two men met them and poised their quiv-
ering spears at them; but, on sight of the doctor’s
harmless revolver and at his command, they threw
their spears on the sand, took up his basket, and
carried it to the next district. This revolver was one
that someone had left with Dr. Paton; but it was never
loaded while in his possession.

Through the tender mercies of our God, the party
finally reached Mr. Methieson’s station alive. It was,
however, to find them in a sad situation. “Their only
child had just been laid in the grave, and they were
in great grief and greater peril.” But how do you sup-
pose they spent the brief respite granted there?

A COCONUT PLANTATION
Natives, whose ancestors hunted for heads to ap-

pease their demon-gods, now care for the coconut palms
in this plantation.

John Paton
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“Amidst all our perils and trials, we preached the
gospel to about one hundred and sixteen persons.
. . . And now, as I am writing this, there is a church
of God, singing the praises of Jesus in that very dis-
trict of Tanna.”

One night as the worn-out little band lay asleep,
the doctor’s faithful little dog, Clutha, sprang upon
him, quietly waking him; and he gently wakened the
others. A hushed prayer went up to the throne. Men
with flaming torches passed the house and set fire to
the church, then to the reed fence leading to the house.
In a few minutes the house would be aflame, and
savages were in waiting to kill the occupants as they
should try to escape. The doctor took the little re-
volver; and, despite Mr. Methieson’s protest, “You will
never return,” he ventured forth, saying, “Leave that
to God.”

He ran to the fence and tore it up, but was imme-
diately surrounded by seven or eight savages. “Kill
him! Kill him!” was the cry. One savage tried to seize
hold of him, but he leaped from his clutch, drew his
revolver and cried, “Our God is here now to protect
us and punish you!” The savages yelled in rage, and
each urged the others to strike.

But what should occur at this dreadful crisis?
Nothing less than an awful tornado uttered its voice.
“Truly their Jehovah God is fighting for them!” ex-
claimed the terror-stricken warriors. They flung aside
their torches, and away they went. And Jehovah’s
wind drove the flames from the dwelling-house.

The next morning, their enemies had resolved to
kill them and burn the mission, and were assem-
bling for the purpose; but at this fatal moment a cry
was heard, “Sail O! Sail O!” The Blue Bell was enter-
ing the harbor. The poor prisoners could hardly be-
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lieve that deliverance had really come; but it was true.
The Blue Bell landed them safely on Aneityum in the
spring of 1862.

The doctor had lost all but our dearest earthly
treasure—the Bible—and his translation of it into the
Tannese. As he was much worn, his brethren urged
him to visit Australia, and there awaken an interest
in their island neighbors.

We have followed this soldier of the cross far
enough to learn the secret of his life-communion with,
faith in, and obedience to, his invisible Leader. In
1864 he returned to his native Scotland. There he
was united in marriage to Margaret Whitecross, who
thereafter shared the missionary’s lot in the New
Hebrides.

On their return thither, when the ship touched at
Tanna, the old chief Nowar was determined they
should remain there. Finding that this could not be,
he stole away; and, as the doctor learned years after-
ward, he found an Aniwan chief who was visiting on
Tanna and took off from his own arm the white
shells—the insignia of his chieftainship—and bound
them on the other, saying: “By these you promise to
protect my missionary and his wife and child on
Aniwa. Let no evil befall them; or, by this pledge, I
and my people will avenge it.”

“It was indeed one of the bitterest trials of my
life,” writes this follower of Him who wept over Jerusa-
lem, “not to be able to return and settle down at once
on dear old Tanna; but I could not go alone against
the decided opposition of all the other missionaries.”
“I went,” he said, “to Aniwa, the nearest island to the
scene of my former woes and perils, in the hope that
God would soon open up my way and enable me to
return to blood-stained Tanna.”

John Paton
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Their house was not completed before it was
threatened with fire and its inmates with musket.
God used the threat, however, to stir up a chief,
Namakei, to befriend them. A savage lurked about
for ten days to murder them, and their danger was
extreme. But “however our hearts sometimes trembled
in the presence of imminent death and sank within
us, we stood fearless in their presence and left all
results in the hands of Jesus. Often have I had to run
into the arms of some savage when his club was
swung or his musket leveled at my head. . . . Often I
have seized the pointed barrel and directed it up-
wards. . . . At other times, nothing could be said,
nothing done, but stand still in silent prayer.”

While working at the house, an incident occurred
which the doctor called the miracle of the speaking
wood. Requiring some nails and tools, he lifted a
piece of wood, wrote a message upon it, and requested
the old chief to carry it to Mrs. Paton. He was amazed
to see her looking at the wood and then fetching the
needed articles. The doctor afterward read the mes-
sage to him and explained that in the same way God
spoke to us through His book. The will of God was
written there; and by and by, when he learned to read,
he would hear God speaking to him from its pages.

“A great desire was thus awakened in the poor
man’s soul to see the very Word of God printed in
their own language. . . . And when my work of trans-
lating portions of Holy Scripture began, his delight
was unbounded and his help invaluable. The miracle
of a speaking page was not less wonderful than that
of speaking wood!”

The first Aniwan that ever came to the knowledge
and love of Jesus was the old chief Namakei, who
had befriended them. Frequently he visited them. And,
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one day, he came bringing his little daughter, an only
child, saying, “I want to leave my Litsi with you. I
want you to train her for Jesus.”

This was the beginning. Their home became liter-
ally the school of Christ—the boys growing up to help
all my plans and the girls to help my wife, and to be
civilized and trained by her; and many of them
developed into devoted teachers and evangelists. The
little ones considered themselves the guardians of
their teachers, and saved them from many a cruel
plot.

But heathenism struggled hard for supremacy on
Aniwa as elsewhere. Enemies clamored for the death
of the missionaries. The leading men of the island
assembled to talk it over. Some were for burning the
mission and driving away or killing the mission band.
Finally a sacred man, a chief, arose; and, pointing
them to rows of beautiful white shells strung around
his arm, said, “Nowar, the great chief at Port Resolu-
tion on Tanna, when he saw that Missi and his wife
could not be kept there, took me to his heart and
pledged me by these, the shells of his office as chief,
taken from his own arms and bound on mine, to
protect them from all harm. He told me to declare to
the men of Aniwa that, if the Missi be injured or slain,
he and his warriors will come from Tanna and take
full revenge in blood.” This turned the scale. Their
lives were again spared.

The island was sadly in need of freshwater. “I re-
solved,” said the missionary, “by the help of God, to
sink a well near the mission premises,” hoping that
a wisdom higher than my own would guide to the
source of some blessed spring.

“One morning I said to the old chief and his fellow
chief, both now earnestly inquiring about the reli-
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gion of Jehovah and of Jesus:
“ ‘I am going to sink a deep well down into the

earth, to see if our God will send us freshwater up
from below.’

“They looked at me with astonishment and said
in a tone of sympathy approaching to pity: ‘O Missi!
Wait till the rain comes down, and we will save all we
possibly can for you.’

“I replied, ‘We may all die for lack of water. If no
freshwater can be got, we may be forced to leave you.’

“The old chief looked imploringly and said, ‘O
Missi! you must not leave us for that. Rain comes
only from above. How could you expect our island to
send up showers of rain from below?’

“I told him, ‘Freshwater does come up, springing
from the earth, in my land at home; and I hope to see
it here also.’

“The old chief grew more tender in his tones and
cried, ‘O Missi, your head is going wrong; you are
losing something, or you would not talk wild like that!
Don’t let our people hear you talking about going
down into the earth for rain, or they will never listen
to your word or believe you again.’ ”

Paton began work on the well. It was hard indeed
digging in the tropic heat; but, with the price of at-
tractive fishhooks, he secured the help of some of
the active young men. At a depth of about twelve
feet, a side caved in. Then the chief remonstrated
very gravely; and, for the fiftieth time, he assured the
doctor that rain would never come up through the
earth on Aniwa.

“ ‘Now,’ said he, ‘had you been in that hole last
night, you would have been buried and a man-of-war
would have come from Queen Toria to ask for the
missi that lived here. We would say, “Down in that
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hole.” The captain would ask, “Who killed him and
put him down there?” We would have to say, “He went
down there himself!” The captain would answer: “Non-
sense! Whoever heard of a white man going down
into the earth to bury himself? You killed him; you
put him there. Don’t hide your bad conduct with lies!”
Then he would bring out his big guns and shoot us,
and destroy our island in revenge.’ ”

“It was really a very serious matter in the eyes of
the chief; and none of his men would enter the hole
again. The doctor tried to quiet his fears and impro-
vised a rude windlass, and he himself went down
and proceeded with the well. The natives would pull
up the rope for pay. “And thus I toiled on from day to
day, my heart almost sinking sometimes with the sink-
ing of the well, till we reached a depth of about thirty
feet. The phrase ‘living water,’ ‘living water,’ kept
chiming through my soul like music from God, as I
dug and hammered away!”

“At this depth, the earth was a little damp. My
soul had faith that God would open a spring for us;
but side by side with this faith was a strange terror
that the water would be salt,—so perplexing and
mixed are even the highest experiences of the soul!

“One evening I said to the old chief, ‘I think that
Jehovah God will give us water, tomorrow, from that
hole!’

“The chief said: ‘No, Missi; you will never see rain
coming up from the earth on this island. We wonder
what will be the end of this mad work of yours.’

“I still answered, ‘Come tomorrow.’ . . . At the
moment, I knew I was risking much, . . . but I had
faith that the Lord was leading me on, and I knew
that I sought His glory, not my own!

“The next morning, I went down again at daybreak,

John Paton
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and sank a narrow hole in the center about two feet
deep. The perspiration broke over me with uncon-
trollable excitement; and I trembled through every
limb, when the water rushed up and began to fill the
hole! Muddy though it was, I eagerly tasted it; and
the little ‘tinny’ dropped from my hand with sheer
joy, and I almost fell upon my knees in that muddy
bottom to praise the Lord. It was water! It was fresh-
water! It was living water from Jehovah’s well! . . . No
spring in the desert . . . ever appeared more worthy
of being called a well of God than did that water to
me!

“The assembled crowd waited in eager expectancy.
‘By and by,’ writes the joyful well digger, when I had
praised the Lord and my excitement was a little
calmed, the mud being also greatly settled, I filled a
jug, . . . and, ascending to the top, called for them to
come and see the rain which Jehovah God had given
us through the well. They closed round me in haste,
and gazed on in superstitious fear. The old chief
shook it to see if it would spill, then touched it to see
if it felt like water. At last he tasted it; and, rolling it
in his mouth with joy for a moment, he swallowed it
and shouted: ‘Rain! Rain! Yes, it is rain!’ . . . ‘Missi,
wonderful, wonderful is the work of your Jehovah
God. No god of Aniwa ever helped us in this way.’ ”

“Finally the chief inquired if it was just for the
missionary’s family or if they could have some. ‘You
and all your people,’ replied the doctor ‘and all the
people of the island may come and drink and carry
away as much of it as you wish.’

“Convinced of the value of the treasure and of the
success of the enterprise, the chief inquired, ‘Missi,
what can we do to help you now?’

“ ‘O, how like is human nature all the world over!’
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exclaimed this experienced missionary. ‘When one toils
and struggles, when help is needed which many
around could easily give and be the better, not the
worse, for giving it, they look on in silence, bless you
with ungenerous criticism, or ban you with malicious
judgment. But let them get some peep of personal
advantage by helping you, . . . and how they rush to
your aid! But I was thankful to accept of the chief’s
assistance, though rather late in the day.’

“A substantial wall was placed in the well; and all
visitors at Aniwa are taken to see it as one of the
wonders of the island. Strangely enough, though the
natives have since sunk six or seven wells, where water
has been found, it was saltwater. ‘We have learned to
dig,’ they said, ‘but not how to pray; and therefore
Jehovah will not give us rain from below.’

“After the well had been finished, the old chief
said ‘Missi, I think I could help you next Sabbath.
Will you let me preach a sermon on the well?’

“ ‘Yes,’ Mr. Paton replied, ‘if you will try to bring
all the people to hear you.’ The news spread that
Chief Namakei was to be the missionary on the next
worship day. The crowd assembled and Namakei ap-
peared, dressed in skirt and kilt. He was so excited
and flourished his tomahawk about at such a rate,
that it was rather lively work to be near him. I con-
ducted short opening devotions and then called upon
Namakei. He rose at once, with eyes flashing wildly
and his limbs twitching with emotion. He spoke to
the following effect, swinging his tomahawk to en-
force every eloquent gesticulation:

“ ‘Friends of Namakei, men and women and chil-
dren of Aniwa, listen to my words! Since Missi came
here he has talked many strange things we could not
understand—things all too wonderful; and we said,

John Paton
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regarding many of them, that they must be lies. . . .
But of all his wonderful stories, we thought the strang-
est was about sinking down through the earth to get
rain! Then we said to each other, The man’s head is
turned; he’s gone mad! But the Missi prayed on and
worked on, telling us that Jehovah God heard and
saw, and that his God would give him rain. Was he
mad? Has he not got the rain deep down in the earth?
We mocked at him; but the water was there all the
same. We have laughed at other things which the
missi told us, because we could not see them. But,
from this day, I believe that all he tells us about his
Jehovah God is true. Someday our eyes will see it.
For today we have seen the rain from the earth.’

“Then, rising to a climax of eloquence, he cried:
‘My people, the people of Aniwa, the world is turned
upside down since the word of Jehovah came to this
land. . . . Now, by the help of Jehovah God, the missi
brought the invisible rain to view, which we never
before heard of or saw, and (beating his hand on his
breast) something here in my heart tells me that the
Jehovah God does exist, the Invisible One, whom we
never heard of nor saw till the missi brought Him to
our knowledge. . . . From this day, my people, I must
worship the God who has opened for us the well. . . .
The gods of Aniwa cannot hear, cannot help us, like
the God of Missi. Henceforth I am a follower of Jeho-
vah God! Let every man that thinks with me go now
and fetch the idols of Aniwa, the gods which our fa-
thers feared, and cast them down at Missi’s feet. . . .
The Jehovah God has sent us rain from the earth.
. . . Why should He not also send us His Son from
heaven? Namakei stands up for Jehovah!’

“This address and the sinking of the well broke
the back of heathenism on Aniwa. That very after-
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Anthropologists have found that children play cat’s cradle
in almost every country in the world. This Kiwai boy, in the
photo, lived beside the Fly River in New Guinea, among some
of the wildest savages in the world; but he knows several
intricate forms of the game.

A NEW GUINEA BOY PLAYS CAT’S CRADLE

John Paton



240 Missions and Miracles

noon, the old chief and several of his people brought
their idols and cast them down at my feet. . . . Com-
pany after company came to the spot, loaded with
their gods of wood and stone, and piled them up in
heaps.

“Often since, I have meditated on that old canni-
bal chief ’s reasoning with himself and his people,
from the sinking of the well and the bringing of the
invisible water to view, into a belief as to the exis-
tence and power of the great, invisible God, the only
hearer and answerer of prayer; and the contrasted
picture rises before my mind of the multitudes in
Britain, America, Germany, and our colonies, all
whose wisdom, science, art, and wealth have only
left them in spiritual darkness—miserable doubters!

“The first traces of a new social order began to
rise visibly on the delighted eye. The whole inhabi-
tants, old and young, now attended school. Heathen
worship was gradually extinguished. ‘Again, O
Galilean, Thou hast conquered!’

“At their first communion service, the doctor gave
a careful exposition of the Ten Commandments, the
breaking of which is sin, and for the keeping of which
there is great reward, and presented the gospel as
the way of escape from sin. Twelve were received into
church membership; and of his joy the doctor wrote,
‘I shall never taste a deeper bliss till I gaze on the
glorified face of Jesus Himself.’

“At the close of one service, one of the converts
waited under an orange tree for the doctor and said:
‘Missi, I’ve given up everything for Jesus except one. .
. . I have not yet given up my pipe and tobacco!’

“I was more anxious to instruct his conscience
than to dominate it. I therefore replied in effect thus:

“ ‘I rejoice, Youwili, that you are ready to give up
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everything to please Jesus. He well-deserves it, for
He gave up His life for you. For my part, you know
that I do not smoke; and, from my point of view, I
would think it wrong for me to waste time and money,
and perhaps health, in blowing tobacco smoke into
the air.

“ ‘I think I am happier and healthier without it.
. . . I regard it as a foolish and wasteful indulgence, a
bad habit.’ The doctor does not state whether You-
wili gave it up or not, but says, ‘Most of our natives,
on their conversion, have voluntarily renounced the
tobacco idol.’

“He also gives an instance of a teacher who wanted
to do something to show his gratitude to Jesus. A
voice came to him like a flash, “If you care so much
for Me and My work, you can easily sacrifice your
pipe.” He instantly took up his pipe and laid it before
the Lord, saying, “There it is, O my Lord; and what-
soever it may have cost me shall now from year to
year be Thine.”

Mighty impulses were given to the missionary
cause in Scotland, England, America, and Australia,
by Dr. Paton’s addresses which were apostolic in sim-
plicity and fervor. He raised means for purchasing
and equipping the mission ship, the Dayspring, an
auxiliary ship, and for other mission enterprises. Mr.
Spurgeon once introduced him as “the king of the
cannibals.” That saintly man of prayer, George Muller,
at the close of an address, warmly thanked Paton
and said, “Here is fifty pounds, which God has sent
to me for your mission.”

Drawing back, the doctor replied: “Dear friend,
how can I take it? If I could, I would rather give you
five hundred pounds for your orphans, for I am sure
you need it all!”

John Paton
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But the good man knew where God wanted it, and
replied: “God provides for His own orphans. This
money cannot be used for them.”

Long were the useful lives of Dr. and Mrs. Paton
extended,—given, as was that of their Master, to the
uplifting of fallen human beings. Dearly were they
loved by the islanders among whom they long labored.
Her death occurred May 16, 1905, in Australia. Al-
most to the very last he labored on, going among the
churches to inspire them with missionary zeal. The
frail body, which had been through so many toils and
conflicts, at last gave way; and he too, on January
28, 1907, in the eighty-third year of his age, fell asleep
in Jesus.

With the words that close the first volume of his
autobiography, we bid him farewell, looking forward
to the fulfillment of the prayer it breathes: “I offer
every one, who has done me the favor to read or to
listen, my kindly greeting. May you and I meet in the
glory of Jesus and continue our fellowship there!
Good-bye.”
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
CAPTAIN ALLEN GARDINER
Beginning in the Neglected Continent

The Man Who Wanted “a Hard Job” (1834-1851)

Upon the twin of the North American continent,
Allen Gardiner planted his feet, more than a century
ago, and starved to death upon the shores within
which millions are still perishing for the bread of
life. There the people have changed from pagan to
papal idolatry, hoping to be transported from purga-
tory to Paradise. Thousands of miles may still be
traversed there without hearing the sound of a mis-
sionary’s voice.

Gardiner, a gallant officer and seaman, had been
converted by a missionary letter from a lady, a friend
of his mother, calling attention to an account his fa-
ther had written of his mother’s death. He was much
impressed by mission work on Tahiti, and offered
himself to the London Society. He was not accepted;
but, on the death of his wife, he bowed by her casket
and gave himself to God’s service anew.

He opened a mission first among the warring Zulus
of South Africa, though reduced in possessions to a
saddle, his clothes, a spoon, and a Testament. He
taught the natives, clothed the naked children, gath-
ered them into school, and founded the town of
Durban. After three years he was driven away by war.

His interest had already been enlisted in behalf of
the neglected continent. There he landed in 1838;
and, in journeyings oft, he traversed its plains and
scaled its mountains, seeking some friendly spot to
locate a mission. The natives had suffered so much
from the hands of Europeans, that, like the Japa-

Allen Gardiner
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nese and the South Sea Islanders, they did not want
any missionaries.

Back and forth between Europe and his field he
made trip after trip in behalf of missions, each seem-
ing almost futile. He wrote: “Our Saviour has given
us commandment to preach the gospel even to the
ends of the earth. He will provide for the fulfillment
of His own purpose. Let us only obey.”

As popery had closed the main gates against the
gospel, with the exception of Guiana and the extreme
south, he chose the latter. Terra del Fuego, guarding
the Straits of Magellan leading to the missions in the
islands beyond, was the Gibraltar of America. Why
not a mission there? In 1850, with a physician—Dr.
Richard Williams—and a ship carpenter, a teacher,
and three fishermen, Gardiner made his way to that
bleak shore.

Look on a map for Patagonia and Terra del Fuego,
at the southernmost point of South America. The
people there used to be among the very worst known
anywhere. They were cannibals, and the filthiest of
creatures, besides being the cruelest. When they
talked, it sounded like a man clearing his throat;
and it was almost impossible to understand them.

They believed that a good spirit lived in the sun
and two bad ones in the moon, and that good people,
at death, went to the sun and bad ones to the moon.
You can imagine what a hard thing it would be to try
to Christianize such people.

With reference to himself, Dr. Williams wrote: “I
saw that I could never again be happy if anything
prevented my going.” Three years before, he was a
deist. He now gave up a lucrative practice for this
missionary enterprise.

The savage inhabitants would not make friends
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with him. He went back to England and tried in vain
to arouse interest in these benighted people. But he
got a grant of Bibles and New Testaments and went
about distributing them. Going again to England, he
failed once more in arousing interest; but finally some
friends formed a committee for carrying on the Pata-
gonian mission, and sent out Robert Hunt as a cat-
echist. Captain Gardiner went with him at his own
expense. Alas! The natives had moved. All search for
them was vain. No Indians were to be found. After a
while the chief and a few others returned, but in such
a surly mood that nothing could be done but leave
the station. An English ship passing that way took
them home.

Do you think the brave missionary was discour-
aged now?  Not a bit of it. He felt that those degraded
Indians needed Jesus, and he was more anxious than
ever to preach Christ to them. In 1848 he started
again, traveled about among the natives, returning
to England to beg for help for them. He was allowed
to go back with a ship carpenter and four sailors.
After great trouble they landed, but the natives were
so dishonest that it was found best to try to have the
mission afloat. Captain Gardiner again returned to
get better equipment.

Again he was met with indifference; but, at last, a
thousand pounds being raised, of which he gave three
hundred himself, back he went. His soul was stirred
by a perfect passion to lead those savages to Jesus
Christ. Six others went with him on this voyage. They
carried six months’ provisions and arranged for sup-
plies for six months more to be sent, sailing for Picton
Island. But no vessel would stop there with the sec-
ond supply, and the stores were sent to the Falkland
Islands. The governor tried to forward them, but in

Allen Gardiner
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vain. The little party of missionaries was left desti-
tute and at the mercy of the pitiless Fuegians, with
only shellfish, wild celery, and seaweed to eat; and
they drank rain water from the hollows in the rocks.
At last a ship was sent out in search of the brave
men, and it was found that they had starved to death.
The bodies were found, the writings they had left,
including Captain Gardiner’s journal.

When supplies were almost gone, they had waited
for expected but belated rescue. As sickness, storms,
and winter’s blasts wasted them, their hearts were
closer knit with Him who they felt had ordered their
course.

“The trials and dangers we have been subject to,”
wrote the doctor, “have, by the sanctifying grace of
God, had a gracious influence.” And again, “If ever
the whisperings of almighty Love spoke tranquillity
to the soul of man, and breathed a continued flow of
divine consolation upon his heart, I felt them.” So
blessed and resigned, he “would not have changed
situations with any man living.” The carpenter said
that to be with Gardiner “was like a heaven on earth,
he was such a man of prayer.”

As starvation preyed upon their sick bodies, one
by one the brave men died. One of the seamen asked
the doctor to sing, and with clear voice joined in:
“Before the throne my Surety stands; My name is
written on His hands.”

Then he died.
After the doctor could no longer write, Captain

Gardiner recorded of him, “Mr. Williams is wonder-
fully supported.” On September 6, 1851, Gardiner
wrote, “I neither hunger nor thirst, though five days
without food.” But there was no earthly pen to write
the last words of the gallant captain. He had come to



247

INDIAN WOMEN OF SOUTH AMERICA

Allen Gardiner
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the boat but, being too weak to get in, had fallen at
its side and died.

When two sympathetic searchers found the bod-
ies, they wept over them like children. Upon the rocks
had been painted Psalm 62:5-8. It was all very sad,
and it looked as if the mission of Captain Gardiner
had failed. But the pathetic deaths accomplished
more than the activities of life. The story of his val-
iant effort was spread far and wide, and his death
did what his life could not do—it made men say, “With
God’s help the mission shall be maintained.” And it
was. Others went out. Native boys were brought back
to be educated.

A ship, the Allen Gardiner, took out missionar-
ies. Some were murdered, but others went. At last
the work prospered, and many fierce natives were
won to Jesus Christ. Not only was a mission firmly
established there, but the ship Allen Gardiner, the
first Methodist mission ship, was sent forth to open
other missions; and the South American Missionary
Society was raised up to sustain and extend the work.
Charles Darwin contributed to this mission, saying
of it as of the Christian Maoris, “I am convinced that
what the missionaries have done in Terra del Fuego,
in civilizing the natives, is at least as wonderful.”
    “They went forth to battle, but they always fell,
        Their might was not the might of lifted spears.
    Over the battle-clamor came a spell
        Of troubling music, and they fought not well.
    Their wreaths are willows and their tribute, tears.
        Their names are old sad stories in men’s ears.
    Yet they will scatter the red hordes of Hell,
        Who went to battle forth and always fell.”

                                            Unknown
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FAMOUS MOUNT FUJI IN JAPAN

Guido Verbeck
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
GUIDO F. VERBECK
Builders in New Japan

In taking a backward glance at Japan, it must be
remembered that no one now upon earth is respon-
sible for errors which made that a sealed kingdom
for two centuries. There was a cause for her exclu-
siveness. The landscape, with painful background,
is given in a picture which Otis Cary, a missionary in
Japan, has had courage to throw upon the screen.

In 1534 the order of the Jesuits, which would com-
pass sea and land to make a proselyte, was founded
by Loyola, Xavier, and five others. “Pope Paul III ap-
pointed a committee,” says Dr. George Smith, “of the
eight ablest cardinals,” to investigate this order. They
reported it as “a grave scandal to seculars and doing
the greatest harm,” and that it should be “abolished.”
In spite of this and the opposition of some of the
highest ecclesiastics, it became a “world society” (from
Short History of Missions, page 147).

Xavier went to India and established a school. A
young Japanese, Anjino, became a pupil and con-
vert. In 1549 they entered Japan, then governed by
feudal lords. The slight change required by Xavier’s
teaching was made by many. The Jesuit preacher
promised immediate entrance into Paradise after
death to all who received baptism. There was little in
the Buddhist paraphernalia that needed to be altered,
much less abandoned. The images of Buddha, with a
slight application of the chisel, served for images of
Christ. Each Buddhist saint found his counterpart
in Romanism; and the roadside shrines of Kwanon,
the goddess of Mercy, were rededicated to Mary. Tem-



251

ples, altars, bells, holy water vessels, censers, rosa-
ries, all were ready and could be easily adapted to
the needs of the new religion.

“To Japanese, accustomed to the thoughts of
changing from one sect to another, this new change
seemed slight. Those who have seen both rituals of-
ten wonder whether Buddhism is a child of Romanism,
Romanism a child of Buddhism, or whether both did
not have some common origin. And as soon as Rome’s
forces were strong enough, the spirit of the Inquisi-
tion was introduced into Japan. Buddhist priests were
put to death and their monasteries burned to the
ground. The details are given, with full approval, by
the Jesuit Charlevoix, in his Histoirel du
Chrtstianisme au Japon, in which he also declares
“God wrought miracles to confirm the faithful in their
belief” (from Japan and Its Regeneration, by Cary,
Student Volunteer Movement in New York, pages 52-
54).

In 1577 the lord of the island of Amakusa com-
manded priests, gentlemen, merchants, and trades-
men to become “Christians” or leave at once. Six years
later the Catholic daimios of Kiushiu ordered their
subjects to embrace “Christianity” or be banished,
and the decree was executed with great cruelty. Dr.
Smith gives, in a single sentence, an epitome of the
missionary zeal of that time: “Spain and Portugal were
the first in the race of discovery, and their dead church
carried a gospel of compromise to races who died
out before it” (from Short History of Missions).

But the conquest of Japan to such Christianity
was not as successful as that of Mexico. A Portuguese
sea captain is credited with saying: “The king, my
master, begins by sending priests who win over the
people; and, when this is done, he despatches his

Guido Verbeck
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troops to join the native Christians, and the conquest
is easy” (from Japan and Its Regeneration, by Cary,
page 54).

If that was Christianity, Japan would have none
of it. Rulers may compel civility, but not Christianity.
True religion is not promoted in that way. If so, Peter
need not have put up his sword.

Stung to madness and desperation by the opera-
tions of the Inquisition, what could be expected but
that the very name of Christianity should be despised
by the Japanese, and the cross be to them an object
of detestation? An order for the expulsion of the
Catholic priests was issued in 1587. Ten years later
six Franciscan “fathers” and twenty other Catholics
were crucified at Nagasaki. In 1862 these were can-
onized, by Pope Pius IX, “martyrs of Japan.”

In 1614 a decree was issued to deport all mem-
bers of religious orders. They reaped what they had
sown. Fire and sword fiercely followed, and thousands
perished. It is said that a notice was posted: “So long
as the sun shall warm the earth, let no Christian be
so bold as to come to Japan; and let all know that
the king of Spain himself, . . . if he violate this com-
mand, shall pay for it with his head. Spiritual blood-
hounds were set on the track of any of the accursed
creed.”

Before 1650 the country was rid of the hated for-
eigners, but filled with a stench attached to the dear-
est name in earth or heaven. This could only be re-
moved by a new and correct interpretation of that
name. Japan waited long for that interpretation; vigi-
lantly it watched its shores lest that dear name should
enter. An annual rite was instituted of trampling upon
the cross; and death decrees against Christianity were
kept posted all over the land for more than two cen-
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turies. For only one Western nation did Japan retain
any vestige of respect,—the Dutch. A few Dutchmen,
who disclaimed all connection with Christianity, were
allowed to sit out upon an island in front of Nagasaki
for the purposes of trade; but only once a year could
a trading vessel come to them. If some unfortunate
Japanese was cast adrift upon a foreign shore, he
could return no more. When the devoted Gützlaff and
Dr. S. Wells Williams (missionaries to China in 1837)
returned seven of Japan’s shipwrecked sons, their
vessel was fired upon and they withdrew in deep
disappointment. Four of these Japanese remained
with the missionaries, however, and helped to trans-
late part of the Scripture into the Japanese; and their
benefactors had the joy of seeing them embrace the
Christian faith.

In July 1853, Commodore Perry quietly anchored
off the coast of Japan with a small fleet of gunboats.
He was a student of the Bible and of men. He was
conscious that the Japanese had no true idea of West-
ern civilization or of the Book that made it possible.
Dr. S.W. Williams was with Perry as an interpreter.
The commodore was notified that it would be neces-
sary for him to go to Nagasaki to have any communi-
cations with the government of Japan. But this he
did not intend to do. He informed the officials that
he had come with a letter from the president of the
United States for the emperor of Japan, and must
deliver it to the proper authority. His quiet, resolute
courtesy finally prevailed; and, after delivering the
message with no little ceremony, he sailed away. Eight
months later he returned with a more powerful squad-
ron, and with continued courtesy and persistency
remained till he effected a treaty opening two ports
to American vessels, but not to residence.

Guido Verbeck
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ZEN BUDDHIST PRIEST
A Buddhist Priest tries to purify his soul by sitting all

day, doing nothing and trying to empty his mind.
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But there was even greater vigilance that none
should cross the deadline. Night and day the senti-
nels were on duty. It occurred one day that same year,
that a watchful officer, Murata Wakasa-no-Kami, saw
floating upon the water a small object which meant
more to Japan than a man-of-war. It was a little book,
but in a language he could not understand.

After much inquiry, he was told that it was “about
the Creator of the universe and Jesus, who taught
His mind and truth.” When he heard there was a Chi-
nese translation, he sent a man to China to procure
a copy. Then he sat down to learn that name which
had been so carefully shut out of the kingdom.

In 1858, Townsend Harris obtained a treaty per-
mitting Americans to reside in certain ports, and re-
mained for years a trusted ambassador. S. Wells Wil-
liams was again at Nagasaki harbor; and he heard a
Dutch envoy say “the Japanese officials had told him
they were ready to allow foreigners all trading privi-
leges if a way could be found to keep opium and
Christianity out of the country.”

Opium, then, was one other thing the Japanese
feared besides Christianity. Mr. Williams and two oth-
ers promptly sat down and wrote to the Episcopa-
lian, Presbyterian, and Dutch Reformed boards for
missionaries. The Episcopalians were first upon the
field. Two of their missionaries, then in China, John
Liggins and C.M. Williams, went at once to Nagasaki.

A few months later Dr. J.C. Hepburn, a Presbyte-
rian, found a home, strangely enough, in a Japanese
temple. His was the first American sermon in the
strange land. In his dispensary, the first Protestant
church in Japan was organized. His great work was
the making of the first Japanese-English dictionary.
He was one of the guides of the new nation to liberty.

Guido Verbeck
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The appeal for Japan was placed before the
monthly concert of prayer, in the Reformed Church
in New York City. Before a dollar for the undertaking
was in hand, Dr. S.R. Brown offered to go and had
already spoken to Guido F. Verbeck, an American-
ized Dutchman who was willing for the service; and
Dr. D.B. Simmons, who made an imperishable mark
in the annals of medical science in Japan, made up
the trio of builders for God in the new empire. Their
ship sailed from New York May 7, 1859.

In silence they must labor. Notices were still posted
at every town and hamlet, offering from three hun-
dred to five hundred pieces of silver to informers of
the hated sect. Drs. Brown and Simmons were wel-
comed into the temple home of Dr. Hepburn; and, a
little later, Mr. Verbeck was received by Liggins and
Williams. All Christians were Jesuits to the Japa-
nese, and the strangers were looked upon with sus-
picion. The flames of two centuries had been kept
strangely vivid; and there were plenty whose teach-
ing and practice had well-prepared them to put the
missionaries out of the way.

In 1860 the first Baptist missionary, a young sea-
man, Jonathan Goble, who had been with Perry in
1854, came as a missionary to the land in which he
had interested the Baptists of America. Dr. Nathan
Brown, another Baptist, came later and translated
the New Testament, a task he had accomplished for
the Assamese.

Japan as yet had no central government. It was
united only in hatred of foreigners and love of itself.
Powerful clans had not agreed to the treaties, and it
had not yet been seen whether the treaties would be
observed. Nearly three hundred feudal lords held
lands and people. For years the islands were kept in
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an uproar, culminating in civil war. The United States
secretary of legation was assassinated in 1861, and
later three Englishmen. Only after the gunboats of
several nations had bombarded two cities did Japan
recognize the necessity of unity upon some other ba-
sis than fear and hatred of Christian names. In 1868
the remarkable surrender by these lords of their es-
tates took place without violence, and the tide of the
nation was turned toward constitutional government
under the emperor.

Meantime Murata Wakasa had been diligently
studying his Chinese Bible. And was it by chance

This huge bronze Buddha was erected in the 13th century.
Legend has it that it sailed over from China on its own and
settled here.

DIABUTSU: HUGE BRONZE BUDDHA AT KAMAKURA

Guido Verbeck
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that his brother, Ayabe, was one of Verbeck’s first
two pupils? It was not until 1866 that Verbeck saw
Murata, although for years he had taught him through
Motono, who went back and forth between them.
Resigning affairs of state, the Japanese noble came
to visit his teacher, bringing his two sons. “Sir, I can
not tell you my feelings,” he said to Mr. Verbeck, “when
for the first time I read the account of the character
and work of Jesus Christ. I had never seen, or heard,
or imagined such a person. I was filled with ad-
miration, overwhelmed with emotion, and taken cap-
tive by the record of His nature and life.”

Murata requested baptism, and he and Ayabe and
Motono were received as the first converts in Japan
to the gospel. The faith, held sacred and secret un-
der such circumstances, is still cherished in the fam-
ily of this noble man.

A flourishing school grew up under Verbeck’s
steady hand, the New Testament and the United States
constitution being classics for his best pupils. He
helped to train the future statesmen of the new na-
tion. The ship of state, however, that was floating the
banner of progress, often tossed over shoals. As late
as 1868 the evil sect, called Christians, was again
strictly prohibited. Nor had toleration been extended
when, in 1869, Verbeck was called to the nation’s
center, Tokyo, supposedly to found a school, really
as a counselor. The result was an imperial university
and a constitution for the new empire fashioned, af-
ter that which he had taught his pupils.

The fruition of hope for the education of Japa-
nese women was not until 1873, when the first school
for education of the daughters of the gentry was es-
tablished by the department of education, of which
Mrs. Veeder and Miss M.C. Griffis were the first in-
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structors. Out of this grew the Peeresses’ School, in
which taught Miss Alice Bacon, the author of that
delightful classic, Japanese Girls and Women.

Forty years, save one, Verbeck gave to the island
empire. He died March 9, 1898, and was buried in
the land of his adoption.

Not unlike the work of Professor Verbeck was that
of Dr. Brown. Two weeks’ time had sufficed, when in
1838 the call for China came to him, to give up teach-
ing, hasten his marriage, and set sail for his field. He
became teacher of the Morrison School, at Hong Kong,
the first Christian school in China. He was the first
to persuade young Chinese to go to America for an
education. Having to return on account of Mrs. Brown’s
health, the year 1859 found him ready for Japan.
During a score of useful years that he built up a semi-
nary, he aided in giving to Japan the Bible and a
government more in accord with its teachings. “If I
had a hundred lives,” he said, “I would give them all
for Japan.”

In bidding adieu to this interesting kingdom, it is
fitting to pay tribute to one of her sons whose name
is held in grateful remembrance in his own and other
lands. While our missionaries were quietly wrestling
with their chosen tasks, a Japanese of twenty-one
slipped away to China. Then, as waiter “Joe,” he sailed
on the ship Wild Rover for America, and landed at
Boston. The ship’s owner, Mr. Hardy, became much
interested in him and gave him a college education.
Adopting the name he had received on the ship, and
that of the ship’s owner, he became known by the
name of Joseph Hardy Neesima.

He had seen food placed before the senseless gods,
which they did not eat; and he would not worship
them. Christ was revealed to him as a Saviour, and

Guido Verbeck
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he longed to make Him known to his people. “My
heart burns for Japan,” he said, and thither he went
as a missionary of the American Board. He opened a
school with eight pupils, which grew into the great
Christian college, Doshisha, of which he was presi-
dent. His graduates, like Verbeck’s, became pillars
in new Japan. When in 1890 he died, his funeral
procession, a mile and a half in length, included not
only his beloved pupils and patrons, but even Bud-
dhist priests. His last words were, “Peace, joy,
heaven.”

CHAPTER NINETEEN
ADONIRAM JUDSON
Missionary to Burma (1813-1850)

A dark-eyed baby boy lay in his old-fashioned
cradle more than one hundred and twenty-one
years ago. In the little town of Malden, Massachu-
setts, August 9, 1788, this child was born and named
Adoniram, after his father, who was Pr. Adoniram
Judson, a Congregational minister in that faraway
time. The father, and the mother, too, thought this
baby was a wonderful child; and they determined
that he should do a great deal of good in the world.
They thought that the best way to get him ready for a
great work was to begin early to teach him as much
as he could possibly learn. Long pieces were given
him to commit to memory when he was hardly more
than a baby, and he learned to read when he was
three. Think of it!

When he was four, he liked best of all to gather all
the children in the neighborhood about him and play
church. He always preached the sermon himself; and
his favorite hymn was, “Go, preach My Gospel, saith
the Lord.” This was a good way to have a happy time,
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and he wasn’t a bit too young to think about telling
others the Good News; for he was old enough to know
about Jesus and His love.

The little Adoniram, like boys who live now, liked
to find out about things himself. When he was seven,
he thought he would see if the sun moved. For a long
time he lay flat on his back in the morning sunlight,
looking up to the sky through a hole in his hat. He
was away from home so long that he was missed and
his sister discovered him, with his swollen eyes nearly
blinded by the light. He told her that he had “found
out about the sun’s moving,” but did not explain how
he knew.

At ten this boy studied Latin and Greek; and, at
sixteen, he went to Brown University, from which he
graduated as valedictorian of his class, when he was
nineteen. He was a great student, loving study, and
ambitious to do and be something very grand and
great indeed. Two years after this, he became a Chris-
tian; and then came a great longing to be a minister.
He studied diligently, with this end in view. There
was one question which this splendid young man
asked about everything, and this was “Is it pleasing
to God?” He put this question in several places in his
room, so that he would be sure to see and remember
it.

Mr. Judson taught school for a while, wrote some
schoolbooks, and traveled about to see the world.
After some years he read a little book, called The
Star in the East. It was a missionary book, and turned
the young man’s thoughts to missions. At last he
seemed to hear a voice saying, “Go ye,” and with all
his heart he said, “I will go.” From that moment he
never once faltered in his determination to be a mis-
sionary. His thoughts turned towards Burma, and he

Adoniram Judson
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longed to go there. About this time Mr. Judson met
the four young men who had held a prayer meeting
in the rain, when they sheltered themselves in a hay-
stack and there promised God to serve Him as mis-
sionaries, if He would send them out. These five were
of one heart, and were much together encouraging
one another.

There was no money to send out missionaries,
and Mr. Judson was sent to London to see if the So-
ciety there would promise some support. The ship
was captured by a privateer and the young man made
prisoner, but he found an American who got him out
of the filthy cell. This man came in, wearing a large
cloak, and was allowed to go into the cell to see if he
knew any of the prisoners. When he came to Mr.
Judson he threw his cape over him, hiding him from
the jailer, and got him out safely, giving him a piece
of money, and sending him on his way. The London
Society was not ready to take up the support of Ameri-
can missionaries; but, not long after this, the Ameri-
can Board, in Boston, sent him to Burma, with his
lovely young bride, whose name, as a girl, was Ann
Hasseltine. It took a year and a half to reach the field
in Rangoon, Burma, and finally get settled in a poor,
forlorn house, ready to study the language. By this
time, Mr. Judson was taken under the care of the
Baptist Board, just organized, as he felt that he be-
longed there.

The Burmese were sad heathens, and the fierce
governors of the people were called “Eaters.” The work
was very hard, but the missionary said that the pros-
pects were “bright as the promises of God.” When he
was thirty-one and had been in Burma six years, he
baptized the first convert to Christianity. The prepa-
ration of a dictionary, and the translation of the New

Adoniram Judson
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A VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLES OF BURMA
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Testament, now occupied much time.
After this came great trouble. It was war time.

Missionaries were unwelcome. Dr. Judson was put
in a dreadful prison. After great suffering there, his
wife was allowed to take him to a lion’s cage, left
empty by the lion’s death. She put the translation of
the New Testament in a case, and it was used for a
pillow. After he left the prison, a servant of Dr.
Judson’s found and preserved the precious book. Set
free at last, he went on with his work. Death came to
his home again and again, and trials bitter to bear.
For thirty-seven years he toiled on, several times re-
turning to America but hastening back to his field.
By that time there were sixty-three churches in Burma,
under the care of one hundred and sixty-three mis-
sionaries and helpers; and over seven thousand con-
verts had been baptized. Worn-out with long labor,
the hero-missionary, stricken with fever, was sent
home, only to die on shipboard; and his body was
buried at sea.

THE THREE MRS. JUDSONS

Helpmeets to the Missionary in Burma

MISS ANN HASSELTINE
There was a pleasant stir in the little village of

Bradford, Massachusetts one day, in the year 1810.
It was the occasion of a meeting of the Missionary
Society, or General Association of Massachusetts; and
the delegates were entertained with great hospitality.

A number of these worthies, older and younger,
were gathered at the table of a Mr. Hasseltine for din-
ner; among them was young Mr. Adoniram Judson,
who had just signified his great desire to go as a
missionary. Pretty Ann Hasseltine waited on the table.

Adoniram Judson
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TOWING THE ROYAL BARGE, BEARING THE IDOLS OF
BUDDHA, ON LAKE INLA AT YAWNGWE, BURMA

The Intha paddlers work the long paddles with their legs,
as they tow the barge with the gilded spire containing the
golden idols, in order to parade it before the people.
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A gifted and sprightly girl she was, as well as beauti-
ful and good. She looked with curious interest upon
the young man, whose bold missionary projects had
made a stir in the meeting; but, to her mind, he was
wholly absorbed in his plate. How could she guess
that he was that very moment engaged in composing
a graceful bit of verse in her praise? Yet so it was,
and he must have found courage to tell her this and
other things, by and by; for she afterwards went to
Burma as the wife of the bold missionary. At that
time, it was India that was the chosen field.

Ann Hasseltine was born in Bradford, Massachu-
setts, in 1789. She was a restless, merry, vivacious
girl, richly gifted. At sixteen, she entered the service
of her Saviour with all her heart; and her brightness
and beauty became His. She taught school for some
time after leaving Bradford Academy. This gave her
added fitness for the life of a missionary, which she
entered in 1812, on her marriage to Mr. Judson, af-
terwards Dr. Judson. She was one of the very first
lady-missionaries. The first from America was Mrs.
Kaske, going with her husband in 1746 to South
America.

The two missionaries had a serious time reaching
their field. The East India Company decided that mis-
sionaries were not desirable and ordered them back
to America, but finally allowed them to go to the Isle
of France. They then planned to go to Madras, but
the East India Company had jurisdiction there; and,
finally, the only way that opened was to Rangoon,
Burma, a place always held in great dread. But they
embarked for Rangoon in a crazy old vessel, and were
tossed about so violently that Mrs. Judson was dan-
gerously ill. She recovered after landing. Everything
was forlorn and gloomy enough, but they took cour-

Adoniram Judson
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age and set about their work.
Mrs. Judson learned the language very quickly

and used it to advantage. Four years after setting out
upon the voyage to Burma, little Roger Williams, who
had for eight months been the joy of the missionary
home, was taken from them.

Twice Mrs. Judson had to return to America, once
for two whole years, to recover her broken health.
She was a great help in the mission field, having a
school for girls and busying herself in many ways.

In a time of war with England, Americans were
not always distinguished from Englishmen; and Dr.
Judson, then at Ava, was thrown into prison. It was
a wretched building of boards, with no ventilation
but through the cracks, and had never been cleaned
since it was built. It was to this dreadful place that
Mrs. Judson brought the tiny baby Maria for her
father’s first sight of her. Through all the imprison-
ment, the loving and courageous wife visited her hus-
band in the midst of all sorts of dangers, as she was
the only white woman in Ava. She brought him clean
linen, as she could, and food, day by day.

One day, having a little more time than usual, she
thought she would surprise Dr. Judson by making
him a mince pie, as he used to be fond of the dainty
at home. She contrived to make it out of buffalo meat
and plantains, sending it to him by the one faithful
servant. But alas! The poor prisoner was moved to
tears at the sight of it and at the thought of his wife’s
devotion, and could not eat the pie. A fellow-prisoner
ate it instead.

After a few months, a lion who had been presented
to the king was placed in a cage nearby, and made
night and day hideous with his roarings till he died.
His cage was so much better than the prison that
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Mrs. Judson, by dint of much begging, at last got
permission to move her husband into it.

The months wore on, and Dr. Judson was secretly
removed to another place, to a death-prison. When
Mrs. Judson heard it, she set forth. With little Maria
in her arms, partly by boat and partly in a jolting
cart, she reached the wretched prison. “Why did you
come?” her husband cried. “I hoped you would not,
for you cannot live here.”

The keepers, cruel as they were, yielded at last
and gave her a little room nearby, which was half full
of grain; and there she spent the next six months.

By and by Dr. Judson was sent as an interpreter
on a trip; and at last, after many delays and dangers,
he was released. Coming back to Ava, he hurried to
find his wife. He was startled to see a fat half-dressed
Burmese woman holding a baby too dirty to be rec-
ognized as his own child. On the bed lay his wife,
worn and pale, her glossy hair gone, her fine head
covered with a cotton cap. But she recovered, and
the family left the scene of so much misery.

The Judsons began mission work in a new sta-
tion; and Mrs. Judson was planning a girls’ school
and many activities, when Dr. Judson was summoned
to Ava on very important business. She urged him to
go. While he was absent, she was stricken with fever.
With no missionary friend at hand, only the weeping
Burmese bewailing “the White Mamma,” she passed
away. Her husband received the tidings and hastened
home to find the grave under a hopia tree, surrounded
by a rude railing. Little Maria lingered six months,
then she was laid beside her mother.

MRS. SARAH HALL BOARDMAN
Reinforcements were not lacking through all the

years of Dr. Judson’s service. There came out to Cal-

Adoniram Judson
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TOWERING GOLDEN SHWE DAGON PAGODA
IN RANGOON

This is the most “sacred” place of worship in Burma. Pil-
grims come from everywhere, because it contains actual rel-
ics of Buddha. Over a thousand gold and silver bells tinkle
from the temple roofs. The huge main temple is gold plated.
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cutta, to join the Burma Mission as soon as might
be, Pr. George Dana Boardman and his wife, who
was pronounced by some English friends in Calcutta
to be “the most finished and faultless specimen of an
American woman that they had ever known.” In 1827
these friends reached Burma. Mr. Boardman died af-
ter a few years of very fruitful ministry; and, for three
years, his wife stayed on, making long journeys
through drenching rains, “through wild mountain
passes, over swollen streams, deceitful marshes,
craggy rocks, tangled shrubs and jungles.” In 1834
she was married to Dr. Judson. She had a very fine
knowledge of the Burmese tongue, and could speak
and write fluently. She had great power in conver-
sation and also translated very accurately. She held
meetings with the women for prayer and Bible study.
After his eight years of loneliness, Dr. Judson found
the home ties sweet; she helped him with his Pilgrim’s
Progress, several tracts, twenty hymns for the Bur-
mese hymnbook, and four volumes of a Scripture
Catechism, besides writing cards with short hymns.
She learned the language of the Peguans, another
tribe, so that she might help them by translating,
which she did by superintending the translation of
the New Testament and tracts into their strange
tongue. Little children came to bless the home, and
joy and love reigned there.

But after her twenty years upon the field, Mrs.
Judson’s health failed. Her husband started home to
America with her; but, when reaching the Isle of
France, she became so much better that she urged
Dr. Judson to return to the work that needed him so
much. He expected to do this, but there came a sud-
den change for the worse. As the vessel neared St.
Helena, Mrs. Judson died, and the worn body was

Adoniram Judson
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laid away in mission ground upon the island, where
a stone afterwards marked the spot.

MISS EMILY CHUBBUCK
There was a volume of attractive little sketches

which some people used to read before any of you
were born, which bears the name of “Fannie Forester”
as the writer. Her real name was Emily Chubbuck.
But when she wrote Alderbrook, and another book
of lighter sketches, called Trippings, she used a nom
de plume (a pseudonym). This young lady was born
in Eaton, N.Y., but taught school in Utica in that state,
besides writing sketches, poems, and Sunday-school
books. So she was a busy person, as you can see.
And a lovely young person she was, too, by all ac-
counts.

When Dr. Judson was at home the last time in
America, after his long absence from the mission field,
he traveled about a good deal. On one of his journeys
he read the book, called Trippings, which someone
had given him. He thought it a very bright book, and
asked his friend about the writer. He said that one
who could write as well as that could write better,
and he would like to see some of her work on greater
themes. His friend told him that he would have the
pleasure of meeting “Fannie Forester” before long, as
she was a guest in his home at present. When Dr.
Judson first saw the attractive and gifted writer, she
was undergoing the interesting procedure of vaccina-
tion. After this was over, he led her to a sofa, saying
that he wished to talk with her.

Miss Chubbuck said that she would be delighted
to have him do so, and then he spoke about using
her talents upon the most worthy subjects. She told
him that she had been obliged to write because she
was poor and must make a living, and the light and
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trifling subjects seemed to be most popular. Dr.
Judson was full of sympathy for her. He had it in his
mind to find someone to write the story of Mrs. Sa-
rah Boardman Judson’s life, and offered the oppor-
tunity to Miss Chubbuck.

After some time, the contact thus brought about
resulted in marriage; and the cultured and talented,
dauntless spirit, schooled in poverty, went back with
the missionary, to prove a great help to him in finish-
ing his wonderful work. She soon acquired a good
knowledge of the language and prepared Scripture
questions for use in the schools.

When her little Emily Frances came, the poet
mother wrote the sweet verses so many have read,
called “My Bird.”

After Dr. Judson’s death and burial at sea, on his
way home to regain his health, Mrs. Judson came
home, much broken herself, to care for her parents
and her children. She died at Hamilton, N.Y., in 1854.

Adoniram Judson
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WILLIAM CAREY
Pioneer Missionary to India
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CHAPTER TWENTY
WILLIAM CAREY
Pioneer Baptist Missionary to India
Born in Paulerspury, England, August 17, 1761. Died at
Serampur, India, June 9, 1834.

The glorious gospel torch did not fall from the
hand of Schwartz till five years after William Carey
had found a place as a missionary in that land, where
even now eight hundred precious souls each hour
sink into Christless graves.

“There are no beginnings,” says Dr. George Smith,
“this side of Eden.” Carey has been called “the father
of modern missions;” but we have seen that others
were before him. Dr. Pierson traces his missionary
lineage to Eliot; “for it was his life and work that
moved and molded David Brainerd, . . . Jonathan
Edwards, Adoniram Judson, as also William Carey,
and others who followed him. Yet this stream of holy
influence, which watered so many trees of life, Eliot
himself traces to its spring in the home of Hooker.”
The Puritan exile Hooker “reappears in Eliot, Eliot
in Edwards, Edwards in Carey, Carey in Judson, and
so on without end” (from The New Acts of the
Apostles).

Although these secret springs burst forth here and
there, the great church as a body seemed oblivious
to the needs of the heathen world. The Master’s voice
of missionary entreaty was seldom heard. There was
no Student Volunteer Movement then, with the very
flower of a great nation determined to fulfill their
heaven-born mission to their generation; there was
no United Christian Endeavor Society to spring forth
to the rescue of precious perishing souls; no Layman’s
Missionary Movement to waken a slumbering church;

William Carey
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no entire denomination with avowed purpose of
sounding the gospel trumpet to the ends of the earth
in this generation.

Nevertheless, as in other instances before and
since, a fire from heaven fell upon the heart-altar of
this man. It consumed the dross through a long-con-
tinued burning of trial-fires; then it sent forth the
purified temple, in which the Holy Shekinah dwelt,
that before it the god Dagon might fall on his face
and his captives be set free. The long period in which
God’s two witnesses, the Old and the New Testa-
ments, had been prophesying in sackcloth, was about
to end. His light was now to burst forth, and to shine
brighter and brighter, even in the midst of the dark-
ness of unbelief and “higher criticism,” until its glory
should girdle the earth.

William Carey was a strong link in the golden chain
let down from heaven to save the world. Born in a
humble weaver’s cottage, he experienced the value of
the discipline of poverty in forming a sturdy charac-
ter.

“When a boy he was of a studious turn,” as de-
scribed by his sister Mary, “fully bent on learning
and always resolutely determined never to give up
any portion or particle of anything on which his mind
was set, till he had arrived at a clear knowledge and
sense of his subject. He was not allured or diverted
from it; he was firm in his purpose and steady in his
endeavor to improve.” Of his reading he said: “I chose
to read books of science, history, voyages, etc., more
than any others. Novels and plays always disgusted
me.”

He took great delight in nature, her insects, her
birds, her plants and flowers. He learned gardening
from his uncle, and finally became one of the most
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eminent horticulturists in Asia.
At seventeen, at Hackleton, nine miles from Pauler-

spury, he was apprenticed at the trade from which
he later emerged a “consecrated cobbler.” In the li-
brary of his employer he found a New Testament com-
mentary, and in it first saw the characters of the Greek
language. What mystery did they hold? How could he
know? He would find them out; and, in mastering
his first Greek lesson, he set himself an example in
becoming the wonderful linguist of the Orient. Little
did he then dream of the new tongues in which he
was to speak. Indeed, his mother tongue needed train-
ing before Greek or Bengali would be of much ben-
efit.

Of this need, let Carey himself tell: “My master
was an inveterate enemy to lying, a vice to which I
was awfully addicted.” Of this vice he was cured by
an incident connected with this same employer. While
out on an errand, collecting, an ironmonger offered
him the gift of a shilling or a sixpence. He chose the
shilling, but found it was a brass one. He made some
purchases for himself, however, using a shilling of
his master’s in payment. “I well-remember,” he after-
ward wrote, “the struggles of mind which I had on
this occasion, and I made this deliberate sin a mat-
ter of prayer to God as I passed over the fields of
home. I then promised that if God would but get me
clearly over this or, in other words, help me through
with the theft, I would certainly, for the future, leave
off all evil practices; but the theft and consequent
lying appeared to me so necessary that they could
not be dispensed with.” And so lie he did. But “a
gracious God did not get me safely through this. My
master sent the other apprentice to investigate the
matter. The ironmonger acknowledged having given

William Carey



278 Missions and Miracles

me the shilling; and I was therefore exposed to shame,
reproach, and inward remorse. . . . I was quite
ashamed to go out. And never, till I was assured that
my conduct was not spread over the town, did I at-
tend a place of worship.”

What a blessing it was that, in this crucial hour,
Carey’s reputation did not fall upon telltale tongues!
The young man who learned of the theft was the son
of a dissenter, a then hated Baptist. Young Carey was
a “churchman” of the popular established Church of
England and, as he said, “had always looked upon
dissenters with contempt.” He felt himself too good
to enter the little Baptist church in the village, and
“had enmity enough in his heart to destroy it.” His
fellow workman, however, was a converted young man;
and, instead of jesting over William’s faults, tried ear-
nestly to help him to overcome them. He loaned him
good literature and labored to lead him to the Sav-
iour.

Carey, preferring to save himself, as many do when
new truths are brought home to their consciences,
became all the more zealous in carrying out the forms
of religion. He determined to attend church and prayer
meeting regularly. He read and meditated much. But
none of this either changed or satisfied his heart. At
last he saw himself a lost man, and was brought to
depend on a crucified Saviour for pardon and salva-
tion. At the age of twenty-two, he was baptized and
united with the church he had despised.

Allowing business considerations instead of reli-
gious principle to guide him, Carey was united in
unhappy wedlock before he was twenty. It is a time
so necessary that one know the secret of divine guid-
ance when a companion for life is to be chosen! This
great secret he knew not then. Mrs. Carey had little
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interest in her husband’s religion; but it is said, to
his high honor, “he always treated her with noble ten-
derness.”

Carey’s first sermon was preached at Hackleton.
His mother went to hear him and declared her confi-
dence that, if spared, he would become a great preacher.
The father, ashamed to be seen at a Baptist meeting,
listened once outside and was frank enough to con-
fess himself highly pleased. It was Carey’s shed shoe
shop here that Scott the commentator called “Carey’s
College.”

It was probably while Carey was an apprentice
that he read Captain Cook’s Voyages Around the
World, which awakened his interest in heathen lands.
As early as 1782 he prayed in his family and in pub-
lic for the heathen.

Before he was ordained, an incident occurred to
which reference is often made. It is thus introduced
by J.W. Morris, the biographer of Fuller:

“Before the end of 1786, Mr. Carey, accompanied
by another minister of the same age and standing
with himself, went to a ministers’ meeting at North-
ampton. Toward the close of the evening, when the
public services were ended and the company engaged
in an uninteresting conversation, Mr. Ryland, senior,
entered the room and, with his accustomed freedom,
demanded that the two junior ministers, Mr. Carey
and his friend, should each propose a question for
general discussion. Mr. Carey pleaded several excuses,
but a question was demanded. At length he submit-
ted. His question was whether the command given to
the apostles to “teach all nations” was not obligatory
on all succeeding ministers to the end of the world,
seeing that the accompanying promise was of equal
extent?” (from William Carey, by Myers).

William Carey
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THE BUDDHA-GAYA TEMPLE
This is the most famous Buddhist Temple in India. Notice

the priests sitting on the ground, as they try to purify their
souls by doing absolutely nothing.
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This is the first time Carey had ventured to lay
bare the burden of his heart in public, though he
had frequently urged the subject in private. As soon
as Dr. Ryland could command sufficient composure
to reply, he exclaimed, “Young man, sit down. When
God is pleased to convert the heathen world, He will
do it without your help or mine” (from Story of Bap-
tist Missions, by Hervey).

He also said that nothing could be done before
another Pentecost; and it is claimed that he called
Carey “a most miserable enthusiast” for asking such
a question. The cause of earth’s perishing millions
had evidently not rested very heavily upon Mr. Ry-
land’s conscience up to this time.

Carey was very much embarrassed; but the load
was in no wise lifted from his heart. His friend, the
devoted Fuller, sympathized with him. Fuller “offered
several encouraging remarks and recommended to
him to pursue his inquiries,” though he too confessed
that when the subject was first mentioned to him he
felt to exclaim, “If the Lord should make windows in
heaven, then might this thing be!”

When ordained as pastor at Moulton, Carey was
obliged to continue his shoemaking for a living, as
the church was very poor. It was in his little shop
there that Mr. Fuller saw the famous map he thus
describes. “I remember, on going into the room where
he employed himself at his business. I saw hanging
up against the wall a very large map, consisting of
several sheets of paper pasted together by himself,
on which he had drawn with a pen a place for every
nation in the known world, and entered into it what-
ever he had met with in reading, relative to its popu-
lation, religion, etc.” To Carey, that map of the world
spoke of millions waiting for the tidings of salvation.

William Carey
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Why should not every world map still speak of the
same?

Carey added the fuel of facts to the fire that was
burning in his soul, until material for a pamphlet
was prepared. But he had no money with which to
publish. Poverty followed him from place to place,
grasping him with her gaunt fingers as if to train his
nerves for the contest before him.

Neither his hands nor brain were idle, however.
On his cobbler’s bench was a book. To his store of
Greek were added French, Dutch, Latin, and Hebrew.
“With little teaching, he became learned. Poor him-
self, he made millions rich; by birth obscure, he rose
to unsought eminence. And seeking only to follow
the Lord’s leading, he led on the Lord’s host  (from
The New Acts of the Apostles).

Though he frequently had to change his location,
“as soon as he was able again, he would go out in
search of some little patch of ground, covered with
weeds and briers, where he would dig, early and late,
until in a few months, with the help of the Almighty,
he would show you a small section of Eden coming
back again.”

A deep impression was made upon the little as-
sembly of Baptist ministers, when the association
met at Clipstone in 1791, by a sermon from Fuller
on “The Pernicious Influence of Delay in Matters of
Religion.” Such solemnity brooded over the congre-
gation, that Carey was moved to urge immediate ac-
tion in behalf of the heathen world. “Such was the
effect of his earnestness, that had it not been for
Sutcliff ’s counsels recommending further con-
sideration, a society would not have, then and there,
been started”  (from William Carey, by Myers).

They went far enough, however, to request Carey
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to publish what he had written on the subject.
Another year’s delay brought the opportunity for

the pent-up yearnings of years to pour forth. The oc-
casion was an annual meeting at Nottingham; the
preacher was William Carey. The well-known text he
chose was inspired by Isa. 54:2, 3 and gave to mis-
sions for all time to come the inspiring motto, “Ex-
pect great things from God. Attempt great things for
God.”

Let the man who, a half dozen years before, had
told Carey to sit down tell the effect of this new stone
in the foundation of modern missions: “If all the peo-
ple had lifted up their voice and wept,” said Dr.
Ryland, “as the children of Israel did at Bochim, I
should not have wondered at the effect; it would have
only seemed proportionate to the cause, so clearly
did he prove the criminality of our indifference and
inactivity in the cause of God.”

But how slow is humanity to hear and heed the
divine voice! Again the ministers were about to dis-
perse, no doubt with a feeling of thankfulness for the
blessing received, when Carey, in desperation of spirit,
seized Fuller by the arm and exclaimed beseechingly,
“And are you, after all, going again to do nothing?”
This brought matters to a crisis. And a resolution
was passed that, at the next meeting at Kettering, “a
plan be prepared for the purpose of forming a soci-
ety for propagating the gospel among the heathen.”

During this year Mr. Carey succeeded in publish-
ing his pamphlet, bearing the title, An Inquiry into
the Obligations of Christians to Use Means for the
Conversion of the Heathens. Good Deacon Potts con-
tributed ten pounds for the purpose. A date not to be
forgotten came at last, October 2, 1792. After the
services of the day were ended, a dozen ministers
gathered in Mrs. Beeby Wallis’ parlor, where the fol-

William Carey
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lowing preamble prefaced the resolutions they passed:
“Desirous of making an effort for the propagation

of the gospel among the heathen, agreeably to what
is recommended in Brother Carey’s late publication
on that subject, we whose names appear to the sub-
sequent subscription do solemnly agree to act in so-
ciety for that purpose.”

How grand the purpose! How momentous and far
reaching the decision! The twelve ministers contrib-
uted £13. Thus the step which proves the turning
point in missionary organization was taken, and the
great Baptist Missionary Society was organized.

The year Carey was baptized, 1783, Dr. John Tho-
mas, of London, went to India in the employ of the
East India Company as a surgeon. As he gazed upon
the vast hosts moving on in solemn procession into
the valley of death, he placed his own neck under the
yoke of his Master and began laboring to deliver them.
On returning to England in 1785, he received bap-
tism and license to preach; and again he went forth
to Hindustan to seek and to save the lost.

His quiet labors were encouraged and largely sup-
ported by two Christian philanthropists, Mr. Charles
Grant, a director of the East India Company, and Mr.
Udny, of Malda, India. After several years spent in
preaching and trying to translate the New Testament
into Bengali, he returned to London to seek funds
and a fellow worker for his mission field. We have
seen how, through these years, God had been pre-
paring the man for the hour.

He who sat on the cobbler’s watchtower had caught
sight of God’s signals. In a communication to the
infant society, he recommended Dr. Thomas to the
consideration of the directors. Due inquiry was made,
the doctor submitting an account of his labors. The
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result being satisfactory, Dr. Thomas was invited to
go out under the patronage of the society, the com-
mittee engaging to furnish him with a companion, if
a suitable person could be obtained. The matter was
under careful consideration at a meeting held Janu-
ary 10, 1793, in Mr. Fuller’s study, at which Mr. Carey
was present. So impressed were they with the repre-
sentations submitted by Dr. Thomas that Mr. Fuller
remarked, “There is a gold mine in India, but it seems
as deep as the center of the earth. Who will venture
to explore it?” An answer and a man were in waiting.
“I will venture to go down,” was the reply of William
Carey; “but remember that you,” addressing the mem-
bers of the committee, “must hold the ropes.” “This,”
said Mr. Fuller afterward, “we solemnly engaged to
do, pledging ourselves never to desert him as long as
we should live.”

What more fitting finish to this picture could an
artist suggest than that which took place! and what
visitor could have more surprised the little company
than did the one who came! for at a late hour of the
night Dr. Thomas himself, who had come from Lon-
don, entered the room. Mr. Carey, beholding his fu-
ture colleague, arose from his chair; and they fell
upon each other’s necks and wept. Not without tears
was the work begun; not without tears will it be done.

Thus the first two Englishmen, to enter the Ori-
ent for God and not for gold, were chosen for their
place. Of the many perplexities that might have pre-
vented less determined men from going, we cannot
speak particularly, the most serious being the refusal
of Mrs. Carey to go. Her home was more to her than
were the heathen or her husband, and she would
remain with her treasure. But Carey had learned to
obey the voice of duty. God was trying him, whether

William Carey
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he loved any other more than Him. He bore the test,
and actually started without wife and babies. A let-
ter he wrote on the way bore this message to her:

“If I had all the world, I would freely give it all to
have you and the dear children with me, but the sense
of duty is so strong as to overpower all other considera-
tions. I could not turn back without guilt on my soul.
. . . Tell my dear children I love them dearly, and
pray for them constantly. Be assured I love you most
affectionately.”

A merciful providence, which seemed to have
wrecked the entire expedition, came about thus: The
captain of the East India Company’s vessel was threat-
ened because he had taken Mr. Carey aboard, and he
promptly set the missionaries ashore. With tear-filled
eyes they saw the ship depart without them; and,
with heavy hearts, they returned to London. Carey
sat down to write to his wife and Dr. Thomas went
into a coffee house, where, using his own words, “to
the great joy of a bruised heart, the waiter put a card
into my hand, whereon were written these life-giving
words: ‘A Danish East Indiaman (a merchant ship
formerly used in trade with India), No. 10 Cannon
Street.’ ” No more tears that night! They soon found
the ship Maria, which took not only them, but Mrs.
Carey, her children and sister, with them to India.
They sailed June 13, landing at Calcutta November
10, 1793.

The Moravian method of self-support in missions
was known to Carey, and he wished to practice it. At
Bangel, on the Hugli, at Calcutta itself, and amid the
tiger swamps of the Sunderbund tracts to the east of
Calcutta, he made three attempts to preach and toil
with his hands at the same time.

“I am in a strange land alone,” he wrote, “no Chris-
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tian friend, a large family, and nothing to supply their
wants. . . . Bless God, I feel peace within, and rejoice
in having undertaken the work. I anxiously desire
the time when I shall so far know the language as to
preach in earnest to these poor people.”

After seven months of hardships unknown to any
other missionary in India before or since, he obtained
a position that gave the desired self-support.

“In the sadness and bewilderment and trial of faith
which marked his first years in India, the founder of
modern missions turned ever to the words with which
Isaiah was sent to comfort the captive Jews”—Isa.
51:2-6: “It has been a great consolation to me,” wrote
he, “that Abraham was alone when God called him.”

When a place of dire extremity had been reached,
unexpected relief came. A friend of Dr. Thomas, Mr.
Udny, who had helped to support him during his ear-
lier labors, offered the missionaries the management
of two indigo factories. The proposition was gladly
accepted. The factory Mr. Carey was to superintend
was at Mudnabutty, where he “perfected his knowl-
edge of Bengali, wrote a grammar of that vernacular,
translated the New Testament into it, learned San-
skrit, mastered the botany of the region, corresponded
with Schwartz and Guericke in the far south, set up
a printing press, and planned new missions” (from
Short History of Missions). Here he remained over
five years.

After five years’ residence in India, Mrs. Carey be-
came insane. Thus one of the saddest afflictions that
can enter a home fell to the lot of William Carey. Death
released her in December 1807.

It was in March 1799, that Mr. Carey saw, for the
first time, a widow burned alive with her dead hus-
band; and, from this time, he ceased not to use his

William Carey
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influence, by appeals both there and in England, until
the horrible rite was abolished by law.

This same year four colleagues came, two of whom
became little less successful than Carey himself. One
was Joshua Marshman, who had read five hundred
books before he was eighteen years of age; and, when
seeking admission to church membership, he was
met with the objection that he “had too much head
knowledge of religion” to have much “heart knowl-
edge” of it. Another was William Ward, a printer and
editor, to whom Carey had said on leaving England,
six years before: “If the Lord bless us, we shall want
a person of your business to enable us to print the
Scriptures. I hope you will come after us.”

The hostility of the East India Company would
not allow the establishment of a mission in their ter-
ritory. Carey’s work, having been connected with man-
ufacturing, had not been interfered with; but these
newcomers were advised not to land at Calcutta. How-
ever, God has said “the wrath of man shall praise”
Him. Providentially, a colony had been planted at
Serampur, about sixteen miles above Calcutta. Its
governor, Colonel Bie, had enjoyed the friendship of
Schwartz, and extended to the lonely missionaries a
friendly welcome to his “city of refuge.” He resisted
all attempts to deprive them of protection, declaring
that “if the British government still refused to sanc-
tion their continuance in India, they should have the
shield of Denmark thrown over them if they would
remain at Serampur.” And there they remained; and
there Carey joined them. Thus to Ziegenbalg and
Schwartz, Carey, Marshman, and Ward owed their
home in Serampur.

On a visit here, Dr. Thomas was permitted to ren-
der medical assistance to a Hindu carpenter named



289

Krishnu, who had a dislocated arm. This man was
led to renounce his idols and his caste, and was bap-
tized December 28, 1800. “The missionaries, as may
be readily imagined, were greatly moved with grati-
tude and joy; for at length, after long years of trying
toil, Thomas and Carey were permitted to see the
firstfruits of their labor. ‘Brother Carey,’ said Ward,
‘has waited till hope of his own success has almost
expired.’ ” Krishnu came from the Sunderbunds,
“where Carey began life as a missionary farmer.” He
became a most useful preacher, and was faithful till
death.

Poor Dr. Thomas was so overjoyed that his mind
for a time gave way, and he had to be confined at the
mission at the time of the baptism. On regaining
mental balance, his health was much broken, and
he died a few months later, his life an unselfish offer-
ing to India. His work was cut short, but it became
an encouragement to Judson, who after four years’
absence from America, wrote to Luther Rice, in 1816:
“If any ask what success I meet with, . . . tell them to
look at Bengal, . . . where Dr. Thomas had been la-
boring for seventeen years before the first convert,
Krishnu, was baptized.”

The year 1801 saw the great task of issuing the
New Testament in the Bengali accomplished. At the
same time Mr. Carey was appointed to a chair in Fort
William College, with a salary of six hundred pounds,
later raised to one thousand five hundred pounds;
but he lived on less than fifty, devoting the rest to the
mission.

What but missions would a man like Carey plan
for his sons? In 1805 he would have sent Felix to
China, but contented himself by planting him at Rangun,
Burma. Felix, however, was not a William Carey nor an

William Carey
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Adoniram Judson. He soon became interested in po-
litical affairs and accepted a civil position at Ava.
“My son,” said his father, “set out as a minister of
Christ; but alas! he has dwindled down to a mere
British ambassador.”

Dr. Carey gave forty-one years of service to India,
and lived to see much fruit of his labor. Besides the
first complete translation of the Bible into the Bengali
by his hand, and into the Chinese by Dr. Marshman,
they printed Scripture portions in forty languages and
dialects. They established a college to train native
ministers and Christianize educated Hindus, a medi-
cal mission, and a leper hospital, besides at least
thirty large mission stations.

Ably indeed were Carey’s labors supported by his
coworkers, Marshman and Ward; and strong was the
threefold brotherhood. For near a fourth of a century
they toiled, wept, and prayed together. Mrs. Marshman
was called “the first woman missionary to India.” And
her husband early opened a boarding school, which
soon became popular and remunerative. Mr. Marsh-
man’s great work of translating and printing the Bible
in Chinese tells of his high capabilities and interest
in all men. Mr. Ward had charge of the printing house
and was author of a number of valuable books. He
visited England and America, and secured several
thousand pounds for the college that was established
at Serampur for training workers.

Before the close of life, the penniless preacher of
Hackleton had contributed to the enlightenment of
India more than two hundred thousand dollars; while
the three families, who had had all things common,
living at the same table at a cost little above one
hundred pounds a year, had contributed the mag-
nificent sum of four hundred fifty thousand dollars.
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But the prejudice, enmity, misrepresentation, and
bitter opposition nearly always manifested toward
God’s most devoted heroes, was not lacking here,
neither in the homeland. Their publishing work was
threatened by the government. “We are much in the
situation,” wrote Carey in that crisis, “in which the
apostles were when commanded not to teach nor
preach anymore in this name!” Spies were sent to
attend their meetings and secure copies of their tracts.
Information thus obtained was laid against them; but,
in answer to prayer, the hand of God turned aside
the assaults of the enemy, and His work went on.

Carey did not lose his fondness for gardening and
flowers. Often, when he could no longer walk, the
aged missionary was borne in a chair into his gar-
den, one of the finest in the East. He once expressed
his joy, in writing home, over a little daisy that had
wandered from England to a corner of his garden.
Upon this, James Montgomery wrote “The Daisy,” a
stanza of which is:
    “O’ thrice welcome, little English flower!
         To me the pledge of hope unseen!
    When sorrow would my soul o’erpower
         For joys that were or might have been,
    I’ll call to mind how fresh and green
         I saw thee waking from the dust,
    Then turn to heaven with brow serene,
         And place in God my trust.”
It is said of Carey that “so tender was his sympathy
with and fondness for plants, that he would never
pluck a flower.”

His last work was to revise his Bengali Bible. When
it was completed, he said: “My work is done. There is
scarcely anything for which I desired to live a little
longer so much as for that.”
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“It must have been a touching sight,” writes Bishop
Walsh, “to see Dr. Wilson, the metropolitan of India,
standing by the deathbed of the dying Baptist and
asking for his blessing. It bore witness to the large-
heartedness both of the prelate and of the mission-
ary, and was a scene that did honor alike to the liv-
ing and to the dying” (from Modern Heroes of the
Mission Field).

A visit of Mr. Duff, who has been called “the apos-
tolic successor of Carey,” is thus described by Dr.
Culross, in Men Worth Remembering: “On one of the
last occasions on which he saw him—if not the very
last—he spent some time talking chiefly about Carey’s
missionary life, till at length the dying man whis-
pered, ‘Pray.’ Duff knelt down and prayed, and then
said good-bye. As he passed from the room, he
thought he heard a feeble voice pronouncing his name;
and turning, he found that he was recalled. He stepped
back accordingly, and this is what he heard, spoken
with a gracious solemnity: ‘Mr. Duff, you have been
speaking about Dr. Carey, Dr. Carey; when I am gone,
say nothing about Dr. Carey—speak about Dr. Carey’s
Saviour.’ ”

William Carey
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
RAYMUND LULL
First Missionary to the Mohammedans (1290-1315)

You have heard of the Mohammedans (today called
Moslems), of course. Mohammed was the man who
felt that he had received in visions a command to
found a new religion. The principal thing that one
had to believe was in this sentence: “There is one
God and Mohammed is His prophet.” Prayers five
times a day, no matter where one might be, were to
be offered regularly. The followers of this new prophet
of a false religion were sent out everywhere to make
converts, and they used the sword to make men be-
lieve. If one refused, he had his head cut off. There
were soon a great many of these followers in the
world, and you can see that they needed a mission-
ary very much.

The Mohammedans got possession of the Holy
Land; and it was to drive out these infidels that the
Crusades were undertaken in the eleventh, twelfth,
and thirteenth centuries. The Crusades were the
“armies of the cross,” led by different kings and other
leaders to the city of Jerusalem.

It was in this time of great events that Raymund
Lull, the first missionary to the Mohammedan world,
lived his life. He was born in 1235. Just count up
now, and see how many years it has been since this
missionary was a newborn baby.

His birthplace was the Island of Majorca, off the
east coast of what is now Spain, part of which was
then called Aragon. When King James I of Aragon
took this island from the Saracens, he gave large es-
tates in it to the father of Raymund Lull, who had
rendered this king distinguished service. The sover-
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eigns of Aragon changed very often. Twenty proud
kings reigned in a period of about four hundred years.
The capital of the kingdom was Saragossa; and here,
in the court, young Raymund Lull spent several years
of his life, being court poet and a skilled musician in
the reign of James II. He had a rare mind and was an
accomplished scholar, which gave him a high place
among men. Besides this, he was heir to large wealth,
and lived the life of a gay knight in the king’s court
before he became an ardent missionary.

He was thirty-two when the great change came,
and his conversion seems to have been very much
like that of Saul of Tarsus. It was in the city of Palma
that the young man’s whole life and aims were al-
tered. At once he sold his property and gave all to
the poor, except enough to support his wife and chil-
dren in a simple way. Before long, he made up his
mind to attack Mohammedanism or Islam, as it was
called, not with the sword of steel but with the sword
of Truth. He put on the dress of a beggar and went
about among the churches of his native island, ask-
ing help for his work. In this, the thirteenth century,
Islam had the greatest power in the world, and
claimed more political influence and greater advances
in science and poetry than any of the nations. Against
this mighty power Raymund Lull meant to lead the
attack, using the weapons of love and learning only,
not the force and fanaticism of the Crusades.

To accomplish his aim he began a thorough study
of Arabic, the language of a large part of the Oriental
world. He also spent much time in meditation. He
was about forty years old before he was ready to en-
ter upon the lifework that he had planned as author
and missionary, for he began to be a great writer.
One of the first things he did at this time was to

Raymond Lull
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persuade King James II of Aragon to found and en-
dow a monastery, where men would be taught the
Arabic language and would learn how to meet the
Mohammedans in discussion, with learning equal to
their own. Thirteen students were soon enrolled in
this training school.

But Raymund Lull was not content. He longed for
worldwide missions. He had spent some years in get-
ting ready himself and in helping the work at home.
Now, at fifty-five, he decided to go alone to preach
Christ in northern Africa. When he got to Tunis, he
gave out the word widely that he was ready to debate
with the Mohammedans; for he had studied both
sides, and would answer whatever might be said. This
was a great debate. The missionary proved the Truth,
and some believed. But others were angry, and the
missionary was thrown into prison, narrowly escap-
ing death.

After great persecutions he got away to Europe,
but he made other missionary journeys; and, fifteen
years after his banishment, he was again on the shores
of northern Africa, in the stronghold of Mohamme-
danism. At the age of sixty-five he journeyed through
Cyprus, Syria, and other countries on his mission-
ary work. Returning to northern Africa he stood up
in a public place and proclaimed the Truth, in Ara-
bic, in the boldest way. Again he was imprisoned,
but some merchants took pity on him; and finally he
escaped with sentence of banishment. He was told
that if he ever came back he would die. He could not
stay away. He came back in 1314, quietly teaching,
and praying with converts, till his fiery zeal led him
again to the marketplace to preach to those who had
persecuted him. He was seized and dragged out of
town, where he was stoned to death. He was a brave
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martyr for Christ at eighty years old.
He wrote one hundred and eighty books, estab-

lished missionary colleges, and gave his life for the
Cause.

MOSLEM WARRIOR WITH ARABIAN HORSE

Raymond Lull
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
THEODOSIUS VANDERKEMP
Missionary to Africa, When Past Fifty Years Old
(1799-1811)

It is never too late to make a fresh beginning if
Duty calls. This famous Hollander who was born at
Rotterdam in 1747 became eminent as scholar, sol-
dier, and physician, before he became the only medi-
cal missionary in Africa, at the beginning of the nine-
teenth century.

Dr. Vanderkemp’s father was a minister of the
Dutch Reformed Church. His son studied at the Uni-
versity of Leyden and was well-educated. He spent
sixteen years in the army, where he was captain and
lieutenant of dragoons, a valiant soldier.

Leaving the army, he went to Edinburgh. Here he
became distinguished for his attainments in the mod-
ern languages and natural sciences. You can see that
he was a very learned man. By and by he went back
to Holland and practiced medicine with great suc-
cess. It seems that he could do many things well.

A great sorrow came to him in the death of his
wife and child in a shocking accident. This led to his
becoming a Christian and turning his thoughts to
service for Jesus Christ. He offered himself as a mis-
sionary to the London Missionary Society for work in
South Africa. He was ordained as a minister and
sailed in 1798, when past fifty. He went in a convict
ship and busied himself on the voyage in ministering
to the spiritual and physical needs of the convicts.

After laboring in different places and being ordered
by the king to leave, with sixty followers, after estab-
lishing one station, Dr. Vanderkemp began special
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work for the Hottentots. In seven years those who
gathered for worship numbered fully a thousand. The
cruelties of the slave traffic so distressed the good
doctor that, in three years, he paid $5,000 to re-
deem poor captives. Finally, by his efforts, aided by
others, the Hottentots were made free. It was said
that this missionary was wonderfully like the apostles
of the early Church.

His service was not long; for he died in 1811, af-
ter only about twelve years in Africa. For a hundred
years the Kaffir converts were called by his name.

Dr. Moffat said of this brave missionary: “He came
from a university to teach the poor naked Hottentots
and Kaffirs; from the society of nobles to associate
with the lowest of humanity; from stately mansions
to the hilt of the greasy African; from the study of
medicine to become a guide to the Balm of Gilead;
. . . and from a life of earthly honour and ease to
perils of waters, of robbers, and of the heathen in
city and wilderness.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
ALEXANDER DUFF
Missionary to India (1830-1864)

Alexander Duff was another bright boy who began
early to prepare for a useful life. He was a Scottish
lad, born in Perthshire in 1806. At fifteen he entered
the University of St. Andrew. He grew to young man-
hood during the time of a great awakening in the inter-
est of missions all through Scotland. Having become
an earnest Christian, he heard the call to preach the
Good News to the heathen; and, when he was twenty-
three, he was sent as a missionary to India.

The voyage was anything but safe and easy. Twice
he nearly lost his life in a wreck; first on a rocky reef

Alexander Duff
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when rounding the Cape of Good Hope, and again on
the coast of Ceylon. A third time he barely escaped
with his life in a wreck near the mouth of the Ganges
River. In the first wreck the missionary and his wife
lost everything, not even saving a book from their
library, nor any of the precious plans and manuscripts
they carried. It took them eight months to reach
Calcutta. Were they discouraged? Not at all.

The chief thing that young Mr. Duff intended to do
was to open a school which would give a good educa-
tion to Hindu youths. The language was to be En-
glish, so that the missionary teachers would not have
to learn a foreign tongue. The Bible was to be regu-
larly taught every day. The Orientals wanted all in-
struction to be given in Sanskrit, but they could not
bring it about. The missionary had his way, and did
what he came out to do. How many students came
the first day, do you think? Five. And where did the
school open? Under a banyan tree. There was no other
place, and this did very well. Before the first week
ended there were three hundred applications, and
very soon there was a good building provided for the
two hundred and fifty accepted pupils. They learned
English readily, and studied the Bible every day. By
and by the natives began to feel that it was the Bible
which made the English people different from them-
selves. They saw the kindness of the missionaries
and wondered about their leaving home to try to help
others far away. They asked, “What makes them do
all this for us?” and then they answered, “It is the
Bible.”

The second year, three times as many students
came; and, before very long, the number increased
to a thousand. Wasn’t that grand progress? And many
became Christians—faithful ones, too, which was best
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A PALACE IN INDIA
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of all. The story of one of the converts is very touch-
ing. A man came to one of the missionaries and told
him that he wanted leave to die in his house. He
showed in his worn face that he was near death. He
was about sixty years old, and had been a Christian
for twenty years. But he had “lost caste” by this, and
was cast out by those of his own class and family. No
one would have anything to do with him. All these
years he had lived alone and had been faithful to his
Master. Now he was sure that the end was near and
longed to die in the house of a Christian missionary.
He was kindly cared for through five weeks of suffer-
ing, and then his pain and loneliness were over. Be-
fore he died, the missionary said to him one day,
“Captain (for he had been in the army), how is it with
you?” The man’s thin face kindled into a beautiful
glow as he said, “Jesus has taken all mine and given
me all His.” The missionary asked, “What do you mean
by ‘all mine’? “All my guilt, all my sin,” said the man.
“And what is ‘all His’?” asked his friend. “All His righ-
teousness, all His peace,” and then he fell asleep—
triumphant in Jesus.

In 1834 Dr. Duff, as he was then, went back home.
He was in such poor health that he could not stay
longer in India without a vacation. But he spent the
time at home, as far as he possibly could, in going
about and stirring up the people with his burning
words, as he told of the great work abroad. He was
asked to become the principal and professor of the-
ology in the Free Church of Scotland, and urged
strongly to accept. But he could not and would not,
begging them to allow him to remain always a mis-
sionary to the heathen.

Returning to India, and then after a time return-
ing to Scotland, he had many honors bestowed upon
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him.
In 1857 the earnest missionary went back to In-

dia after having spoken to thousands about the mis-
sion work. This time he opened a school for high
caste girls; that is, girls of the highest class. There
were sixty-two enrolled the first year. When examina-
tion day came at the close of the year, many high
caste gentlemen of India came to the exercises, and
said they were very much pleased with all that they
saw and heard. It used to be said in that land that
one might as well try to teach a cow as to teach a girl
anything, but the girls showed that they could learn
when they had a chance.

At last Dr. Duff ’s health utterly failed, and he had
to leave the field. For fourteen years he helped the
Cause in the homeland and passed away in peace, at
the age of seventy-two.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
DAVID ZEISBERGER
The Apostle to the Delawares (1745-1805)

Who is not interested in the American Indians?
Everybody ought to be, and surely few are not. We
like to hear, especially, about the red men of long
ago. This little story is about the man who preached
the first Protestant sermon in the state of Ohio, the
man who has been called “The Apostle to the Dela-
wares,” because he was the first to go to that tribe of
Indians.

David Zeisberger was born in Moravia, as long
ago as 1721. It is a good thing to know about good
men who lived “once upon a time,” long years ago.
This boy was of a good Protestant family, whose an-
cestors belonged to the ancient church called The

David Zeisberger



304 Missions and Miracles

Bohemian Brethren. When David was only five, his
parents found that they would be safer in Saxony, so
they joined a colony of Moravian emigrants there.

Ten years later, when their son was fifteen, they
went to Georgia, joining the American colony there.
But David was left at Herrnhut, Saxony, to be ed-
ucated. He joined his parents two years after. When
he was twenty-four, he began his work among the
American Indians; but it was in troubled times, when
anybody might be arrested, if there was the slightest
cause to be found. Through some misunderstanding,
young Mr. Zeisberger was arrested as a spy in the
employ of the French, and was imprisoned in New
York for seven weeks.

Governor Clinton released the young missionary,
who at once took up his work among the Delawares
and also the Iroquois. Afterwards, the Indians com-
posing the Six Nations made him a “sachem” and a
“keeper of their archives”—records of some sort, what-
ever they were.

The French and Indian War interrupted the mis-
sionary labors. But the missionary acted as inter-
preter, on an important occasion, when Pennsylvania
made a treaty with Chief Teedyuseung and his allies.
Later Mr. Zeisberger established a mission among
the Delawares on the Allegheny River, and still later
went to Ohio.

During the War of the Revolution, the Delawares
were accused of many things, and the converts were
driven from their towns to the British lines. At an-
other time and place, the missionaries were tried as
spies and the Christian Indians scattered. Ninety-six
came back to gather their corn, but were cruelly put
to death. All this was discouraging. The missionary
gathered a little remnant and built an Indian town in
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MAKING A TREATY WITH THE INDIANS,
SQAUNTO ACTING AS AN INTERPRETER

David Zeisberger
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Michigan. He was a great traveler, as you perceive.
Mr. Zeisberger came back to Ohio and founded an-
other mission, whose members were obliged to emi-
grate to Canada after four years. But finally the mis-
sionary was allowed to labor for the remaining ten
years of his life on the site of a former mission, which
he called Goshen.

This missionary served the Indians for a longer
time than any other, even for sixty years altogether.
He established thirteen Christian towns, one of them
the first Christian settlement in Ohio. He died at
eighty-seven, with Christian Indians singing hymns
around his bed, an honor to the Moravian Church
and to humanity.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
JAMES CALVERT
The Printer-Missionary to Fiji (1838-1855)

There seems to be no profession or trade that a
missionary may not find useful in both home and
foreign fields. James Calvert, who was born in En-
gland a hundred years ago, was apprenticed to a
printer, bookbinder, and bookseller, for seven years.

He had some education first, and seems to have
made good use of all his early opportunities.
    The young man’s heart turned to the foreign mis-
sion work; and, in good time, he was appointed to
labor in Fiji, and went bravely to the field to which
the Wesleyan Missionary Society sent him. It took
three months’ travel to reach the island, in 1838.
One of the first tasks that came to the heroic mis-
sionary was to gather up and bury the bones of eighty
victims of a cannibal feast. You see what he had to
deal with in his new field and what the young bride
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had to face. But they had no thought of turning back—
not they.

Six months after landing in Fiji, Mr. Calvert had
charge of thirteen towns that had no roads at all con-
necting them and of twenty-four surrounding islands,
some of them a hundred miles away. To reach his
island-field, the missionary had only a canoe that
was hardly seaworthy, but he used it somehow. He
was kept from drowning and from being killed and
eaten by the savages. He and his wife mastered the
queer language very soon, and showed very great cour-
age and tact in dealing with the natives.

The name of the king was Thakombau. The con-
version of his daughter had a great influence upon
the savages. There was a custom in the islands of
strangling the women of the household when a king
died. Mr. Calvert offered, Fiji fashion, to have one of
his own fingers cut off if Thakombau would promise
not to have any women strangled when the old king
died. Just this offer showed the cannibals what sort
of stuff the man was made of. He did a great deal to
abolish the dreadful custom.

When, by and by, the king of the Cannibal Islands
became a Christian, he ordered what had been the
old death drums be used thereafter in calling people
together to worship the true God, in whom he now
believed. He openly confessed his faith and put away
his many wives. Among his last acts was the ceding
of Fiji to the Queen of Great Britain.

Mr. Calvert’s knowledge of printing and book-
binding was very useful indeed, as was the printing
press set up not long after his arrival. The press was
carried from one island to another, and thousands
and thousands of printed pages were scattered
abroad. In 1847 the New Testament was completed,

James Calvert
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well-bound, and ready for the natives.
After seventeen years of labor in Fiji, the mis-

sionary spent some time in England, then went on a
mission to Africa. In 1855 he attended the Jubilee of
Christianity in Fiji. He found over 1,300 churches,
ten white missionaries and sixty-five native ones,
1,000 head teachers, 30,000 church members, and
104,585 church attendants. He died in 1892.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
FIDELIA FISKE,
The First Unmarried Woman to Go to Persia
as a Missionary (1843-1864)

“What is she like?” “What is he like?” These are
natural questions to ask about people, are they not?
When we think about Fidelia Fiske of Persia and ask
what she was like, we seem to hear what more than
one friend said of her, that “she was like Jesus.”

She made others think of what the Saviour was
like when on earth, loving to pray to His Father and
going about doing good.

The love for missions and the wish to be a mis-
sionary came very early to the girl, Fidelia, who heard
the work talked about a great deal in the family from
the time she could remember. A relative who went to
the foreign field was often spoken of, and “a real live
missionary” was not a myth to the child.

The seminary for girls at Mount Holyoke, founded
by Miss Mary Lyon, was a good training school for
missions. So much was said upon the subject, and
the interest of Mary Lyon was so great, that missions
seemed to be in the very air. In the first fifteen years
there was but one class of graduates that did not
have one or more members on the foreign field, while
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there were hundreds who became Home Mission
teachers or wives of missionaries. It was to this school
that Fidelia Fiske went as a pupil, and there her in-
terest grew apace. It was fed, for one thing, by the
many letters that came from those who were busy in
the work.

One day a missionary from Persia came to the
seminary. She wanted a teacher for a girls’ school,
and begged earnestly for one from Mount Holyoke.
Said Fidelia, “If counted worthy, I shall be willing to
go.” There were all manner of difficulties in the way;
but finally she sailed for Persia with Dr. and Mrs.
Perkins, and reached Urumia in June, after a jour-
ney of about three months, in the year 1843. It was
perhaps not a longer trip in those days; but travelers
did not go so fast and it was very tiresome, we may
well-suppose.

The government of Persia was intolerant; that is,
it would not bear anything with which it did not agree,
and the poor people were very degraded. The par-
ents did not wish their daughters to go to school.
Indeed, they thought such a thing very improper in-
deed.

A few day scholars had been coaxed in before Miss
Fiske came, but she was anxious to have a boarding-
school. She wrote home to a friend, that the first
foreign word she learned was daughter, and the next
was give. Then she went to the people saying, “Give
me your daughters.”

It was very hard to get scholars because it was
thought such a disgrace for a woman to know how to
read, and because it was thought the better way to
marry the girls off very early. To be sure, the cruel
husbands beat them; and the quarrelsome, coarse
women knew nothing better and took it all as a mat-

Fidelia Fiske
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ter of course, but it was all the more pitiful for that.
At last, when the first day of school was almost

over, a Nestorian bishop came bringing two girls say-
ing, “These be your daughters and no man shall take
them from you.” More came after that—ignorant, dirty,
greasy creatures that must be taught to keep clean
first of all; but they were souls for whom the Master
had died and were patiently taught. The people were
poor, there were few books, and things were very hard.
But the Bible was taught three hours a day, and a
great deal of Scripture learned by heart. Miss Fiske
and her teachers prayed and toiled on, and by and
by a wonderful improvement was seen.

The busy missionary visited the women in the
dark, dirty homes and brought them to her room, to
pray with and teach them. By and by a Nestorian
woman believed the truth and said to others, “The
Lord has poured peace into my soul.”

One day there was a strange visitor before Miss
Fiske’s door. It was a Koordish chief, one of the worst
of men. He came with gun and dagger, and acted as if
he would defy everybody. But he brought his daugh-
ter and left her in the school. His heart was reached
at last, and he was wonderfully changed. He kept
saying, “My great sins—my great Saviour,” and he led
the rest of his family to the Lord Jesus. One time
this man was praying in a meeting. When he rose
from his knees he said, “O God, forgive me. I forgot
to pray for Miss Fiske’s school.” He knelt again and
prayed earnestly for it.

In the year 1846, a most wonderful blessing came
to the school. The Holy Spirit touched the girls’ hearts.
They looked for places to pray, and used the teach-
ers’ rooms for prayer-closets, and even the wood-cel-
lar. It was not the only time that many conversions
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occurred. When the school was nineteen years old,
twelve such seasons as this had come; and more than
two-thirds of the scholars had learned to know Jesus
Christ. Miss Fiske was full of joy, but she was much
worn-out. One time, after several services, she was
so tired that it seemed as if she could not sit up
through the preaching service. A woman came and
sat down behind her, so that she could lean on her,
and said, “If you love me, lean hard.”

Worn-out, Miss Fiske returned home; and, failing
to recover strength, she died in 1864 in Shelburne,
Massachusetts, where she was born. She was in her
forty-eighth year. A grieving Nestorian girl wrote to
America: “Is there another Miss Fiske in your coun-
try?”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
ELIZA AGNEW
Called “The Mother of a Thousand Daughters” in
Ceylon (1850-1883)

Would you like to hear what the study of geogra-
phy did for a little girl, who was born as long ago as
the year 1807? It was in New York City that this girl
studied her geography lessons and learned about the
great world. Perhaps she was the only one in the class
that thought about the great number of heathen people
in the countries faraway that were so interesting in
many ways, but Eliza Agnew thought about them.
She thought about them so much and so earnestly,
that at last she made up her mind to go as a mis-
sionary as soon as she was old enough. She was eight
when she made this resolve.

The study of geography, as far as the book was
concerned, was finished long before Eliza was old

Eliza Agnew
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enough to carry out her purpose; but she never for-
got it or gave it up. By and by, the way opened; and
Miss Agnew sailed away to the Island of Ceylon, where
there were pearl fisheries.

But this missionary was a seeker after pearls of a
different sort, and she found them too. The pearls
were the souls of girls in that tropical island, who
were led to Jesus Christ by this missionary.

For all of forty-one years Miss Agnew was the prin-
cipal of a girls’ boarding school in Oodooville, on the
island; and, altogether, she taught a thousand girls.
In some cases she had the children, and in others
the grandchildren, of her first pupils. She was so
gentle, and loving, and good, that they all called her
“Mother.” This meant that they felt themselves to be
her daughters, and this is the reason that the good
missionary was called “The Mother of a Thousand
Daughters.”

She was very, very happy in her work of “finding
pearls,” and it was said that no girl who took the full
course in the school went out without becoming a
Christian. During the forty-one years, six hundred
girls came to the Lord’s side and were received into
the church as members. Many of these girls became
teachers in village schools and in other places. Many
became the wives of native teachers, preachers, cat-
echists, doctors, lawyers, merchants, and farmers
who faithfully brought up their children in the fear of
the Lord. Some were even taken as wives by the chief
men of the district and had great opportunities to do
good. In northern Ceylon, forty Bible readers gave
their time to this work. In forty-three years Miss Agnew
never went home at all. She died in 1883, aged sev-
enty-six. Her watchword was: “I’ll tell the Master.”
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ANCIENT IDOL DEEP IN THE JUNGLES OF CEYLON
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
MELINDA RANKIN
The First Protestant Missionary to Mexico (1812-
1888)

Have you ever heard the date, 1812, mentioned
as an important one in history? There was a war in
our country then; and, when you study history, you
find some generals mentioned who became famous
in that year. But in the same year a baby was born
among the hills of New England, who helped to bring
peace to many, even in the midst of wars and troubles.
It was Melinda Rankin, who found her lifework in
the sunny land of the Aztecs in old Mexico, the land
of adobe huts and degraded people.

She said of herself, in later years of life, that when
she gave her heart to the Lord Jesus she was filled
with a desire to tell others about Him where His name
was not known. She could not settle down in com-
fort and quietness in her New England home. But it
was not till she was twenty-eight that her first chance
came. Then there came a call for missionary teach-
ers to go to the Mississippi Valley. Miss Rankin re-
sponded. She went first to Kentucky and then on to
Mississippi.

When the war between our country and Mexico
was over, the soldiers coming home told much about
the Mexican people, how ignorant and priest-ridden
they were. Hearing these things, Miss Rankin was
much stirred up. She wrote articles for the papers,
and tried to rouse an interest among churches and
missionary societies. She did not succeed very well.
No one seemed ready to go to the needy field. At last
she exclaimed, “God helping me, I will go myself.”
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But Mexico was in a lawless state. It was posi-
tively dangerous for Protestants to go there, for they
were forbidden by the government to bring Christian-
ity in any form whatever. Since Miss Rankin could
not get into Mexico, she decided to get as near to it
as she could. She went to Texas and settled down at
Brownsville, on the Rio Grande River, just opposite
Matamoras, Mexico.

Not a hotel was to be found, and it was hard to
find shelter of any sort. Miss Rankin never once
thought of giving up. The boys would say that she
was “a plucky sort.” Finally she found two rooms
which she was allowed to rent. She took one for a
bedroom and the other for a schoolroom. But she
had no furnishings whatever. She was taken care of
and her wants supplied, though not luxuriously. She
wrote, “A Mexican woman brought me a cot, an Ameri-
can sent me a pillow, and a German woman said she
would cook my meals; and so I went to my humble
cot with feelings of profound gratitude.”

There were many Mexicans in the city of Browns-
ville; and, when a school was opened the day after
Miss Rankin found the two rooms, the Mexican girls
came to her in numbers that really surprised her. It
was very encouraging.

One day a Mexican mother came to her, bringing
“her saint,” as she called it. “I have prayed to this all
my life,” she said, “and it has never done me any
good. May I change it for a Bible?”

Miss Rankin was so pleased that she gave her two
Bibles, because the woman said, “I have a friend over
in Matamoras that wants a Book too.” These were
the first Bibles that the missionary got across the
border, but they were not the last. This little begin-
ning made her think deeply about going on. If only

Melinda Rankin
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she could get God’s Word across the river into the
country, it would be the best possible thing. There
was a law against it, but Miss Rankin thought that
no power on earth had a right to keep out the Bible.
She decided to give herself to the work of getting it
across the river.

“You’d better send bullets and gunpowder to Mexico
instead of Bibles,” said a man on this side, who had
little faith. But the missionary did not think so, and
did not take his advice. Somehow she found means
to send over hundreds of Bibles and hundreds of thou-
sands of pages of tracts, which the American Bible
Society and Tract Society furnished to the intrepid
distributor. For you may know that it took dauntless
courage to do it.

Mexicans came over to the missionary’s door, ask-
ing for God’s Book. Orders for books, with money in
payment, came from Monterey and other towns. A
Protestant portrait painter helped the work by carry-
ing over with him great quantities.

Not being able to get a Christian colporteur speak-
ing Spanish, she herself went out as agent for the
American and Foreign Christian Union, with great
success. Her school was left with her sister. But
troubles came. The sister died. Miss Rankin was
stricken with yellow fever and near death. Mexican
women nursed her lovingly, and she recovered. But
the Civil War in our land came on, and the mission-
ary was driven out of Texas. She went across the
river, and her work on Mexican soil began.

In Monterey, with 40,000 people, she founded the
First Protestant Mission, under difficulties and dan-
gers uncounted. She was driven from house to house,
but came back home and collected money for build-
ings for the Mission. Converts multiplied and went
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themselves from house to house, and from ranch to
ranch, teaching others. The work spread. Some Bible
readers wrote, “We can hardly get time to eat or sleep,
so anxious are the people for God’s Word.”

In 1871, through disturbances and battles, she
was kept safe. But the next year she returned home,
where, after telling her story often, she passed away,
in 1888, aged seventy-six. It was she who said, “The
word, discouragement, is not in the dictionary of the
kingdom of heaven.” A church of one hundred and
seventy Mexican members was handed over to the
Presbyterian Board of Missions when she left Mexico.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
CHARLOTTE MARIA TUCKER
Missionary to India at Her Own Expense (1875-1893) and
known as a writer by the initials “A. L. 0. E.” (A Lady of
England)

The boys and girls who lived a while before we
came upon the scene used to know the initials at the
head of this chapter very well indeed. They appeared
on the title pages of interesting books for young
people, and “A. L. O. E.” was known and loved by
thousands of readers. She was an English lady, born
in 1821; but she died in Amritsar, India, in Decem-
ber 1893. How did this writer of captivating stories,
which made her famous, come to finish her life in
that far-off land?

It was when she was fifty-four that Miss Tucker
decided to become a missionary and to go to India. It
was love that constrained her, and she was so anx-
ious to go that she went at her own expense. Before
going out she studied Urdu, one of the various tongues

Charlotte Tucker
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spoken in the country. Almost as soon as she arrived
upon her chosen field, she turned her thoughts to-
wards the special work of writing stories for the na-
tives. This certainly was an original plan, and it
proved to be a very helpful one indeed. Her stories
were often parables, by which she taught truth in a
fascinating fashion. You know that the Orientals are,
if possible, even more fond of stories, particularly
parables with picturesque settings, than we are in
this country. You can imagine how the stories of such
a writer as A. L. O. E. would be enjoyed. The wonder-
ful part of it was that she found it easy to enter into
the feelings and thoughts of the people, and to adapt
her stories to their language and their needs.

A series of stories explaining Jesus’ parables was
printed in tract form, so that the poorest could buy
them.

Going to Batala, Miss Tucker worked among the
Mohammedans, the hardest class to reach. She went
about among the zenanas—or apartments where the
women were shut up. On gaining admittance, she
would sit down gracefully upon the floor, as if she
were one of the women used to such a thing, and
would begin by telling a story or showing a picture.
Then she would go on to teach some precious lesson
of truth to the curious listeners.

The boys of the high school interested this mis-
sionary very much, and she did a great deal for them.
For a while she lived in the school building, once a
palace.

The Sweeper class is the lowest caste in India.
They are treated as if they had no souls at all. But
Miss Tucker was greatly interested in these poor out-
casts. She showed by her loving care that she not
only believed that they had souls, but that she cared
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for them and wished to help them.
For eighteen years this heroic missionary gave her

life, at its sunset time, to the women of India; and, at
seventy-two, she laid down the burden.

Think how long the work of the hands may live
after the hands are folded. The busy pen, which a
loving heart kept moving, has left its traces on both
sides of the sea. The fair-faced and the dark-faced
boys and girls have read the pages which still keep
alive the lovely memory of “A Lady of England.”

CHAPTER THIRTY
SAMUEL CROWTHER
The Slave Boy Who Became a Bishop (Missionary
and Bishop from 1864 to 1891)

If you could have looked down upon the shore of
Africa, in the Yoruba country, long ago, you might
have seen a black boy playing about. If you had
watched, you might have seen him suddenly seized
by strangers who landed from a ship and carried him
off to be pushed cruelly into the hold of a Portuguese
slave ship. You have heard, perhaps, that long ago
such wicked deeds were done; and money was made
by seizing and selling as slaves the poor, helpless
Africans.

Following this boy you might have seen that he
was miserable enough, till, by a kind Providence, he
was rescued and set free. He was taken to Sierra
Leone; and one of the very first things he did was to
beg a half-penny to buy an alphabet card for himself,
so anxious was he to learn to read. He was such a
bright boy, that in six months he learned to read. In
five years, he entered college, where, not long after,
he was made a tutor. Could an American boy do much

Samuel Crowther
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better?
The most important event of the boy’s life was his

becoming a Christian and giving himself to Christian
service. Time went on. And, from being a tutor, Samuel
Crowther became a minister. Then, in 1864, he was
made a bishop. He was the first black bishop of mod-
ern times in Africa. He planted mission stations all
along the banks of the Niger River. He had wonderful
wisdom and tact in dealing with different people, and
won their confidence in a remarkable way.

This man had also great ability. He was quite a
discoverer, and was given a gold watch by the Royal
Geographical Society as a reward for his travels and
researches. He assisted in translating a part of the
Bible and a part of the prayer book into the language
of Yoruba. Although he had learning and honor, he
was one of the humblest of men. His humility in-
creased as others appreciated him more.

One of the most intense longings of the good man’s
heart was to find his mother, from whom he was torn
as a boy, and tell her about Jesus. He could not hear
anything about her, nor find her.

But one day a most wonderful thing happened,
although it was not too hard for God to do. A woman
came to be baptized, and the Bishop examined her
to see if she understood and was ready for baptism.
He found that she was indeed a Christian, but he
also found that she was his own mother. It was hard
to tell which of the two was more joyful, as the Bishop
baptized his mother and received her into the church.
He called her “Hannah, the mother of Samuel.”

In 1891 this first black bishop, with his white
soul, entered into rest. His life and labours were won-
derful; and his memory still blooms like a white flower
in the dark soil of Africa, the land he loved.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
HANNAH CATHERINE MULLENS
 “The Apostle of the Zenanas” and “The Lady of the
Slippers” of India (1845-1861)

A zenana is a closed apartment in an Indian house,
where the wives of the husband are shut in and not
allowed to so much as peep out of a crack!

The women in the zenanas, whether rich or poor,
have always been sadly ignorant, often very idle, with
nothing to do but comb their hair, look over their
jewels and talk gossip, or quarrel with each other.
They have always been unhappy. How to reach and
teach these imprisoned women, many of them very
young, was one of the first missionary’s puzzles. The
women could not get out and the missionaries could
not get in—that is, not for a long, long while, till the
lady of this story came. If you have never heard about
the “slippers” you shall hear now.

The lady was born in India. Her name was Hannah
Catherine Lacroix, and she was a missionary’s daugh-
ter. Her birthplace was Calcutta, and the year was
1826. Her father was intensely interested in his work,
and was especially anxious about the women of In-
dia. The daughter seemed to breathe the spirit of her
parents from childhood and made the best use of the
opportunities that she had. She spoke Bengali very
fluently.

She had not a chance to receive a very polished
education, but she was very bright. And she was so
intelligent, loving, and sympathetic that, when she
was only twelve, she was able to help her mother by
taking a class of children in the day school, started
in the missionary’s garden.

When about fifteen, she gave her heart to the Lord

Hannah Mullens
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Jesus and became much more earnest about helping
others to know Him. She gathered the servants and
taught them, and had other classes. At nineteen she
married Pr. Dr. Mullens, of the London Missionary
Society, and the two were very happy together in the
work they loved so dearly. The wife became so well-
acquainted with the language, that her father said
that he might be able to preach a better sermon, but
his daughter could carry on conversation much bet-
ter than he could. A little book that she wrote for
native Christian women was printed in twelve dia-
lects of India.

But what about the zenana and the slippers? Well,
there is a very close connection. Mrs. Mullens had
great skill with her needle, and did beautiful embroi-
dery. One day a native gentleman was visiting the
house. Mrs. Mullens was working on a pair of slip-
pers. The gentleman noticed and admired her work
very much.

“I would like my wife taught such things,” he said.
Quick as a flash the missionary said, “I will come
and teach her.” The slippers thus opened the way to
the zenana in the first place. Next a school was
planned. And, by and by, after the first opportuni-
ties, the missionary ladies had access to many shut-
in women; and the work grew.

In the midst of loving labors, Mrs. Mullens’ life
ended at thirty-five, in 1861. The embroidery needle,
that she used so skillfully, is lost and the work of the
busy fingers worn-out long ago. Both answered their
purpose, simple as they were. Doors are open today,
and stand wide open, against which Mrs. Mullens
pushed her little needlepoint.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
DR. ELEANOR CHESNUT
Missionary Martyr of Lien Chou, China (1893-1905)

It had a very pitiful beginning—this life we are
thinking about now. It began in the town of Waterloo,
Iowa, on January 8, 1868. Just after Eleanor’s birth
her father disappeared mysteriously and was never
again heard of. The mother, who had the respect and
sympathy of her neighbors, died not long after; and
the family, consisting of several brothers and sisters,
was scattered. Eleanor, who was but three at the time,
was adopted, though not legally, by some friendly
people nearby, who had no children. They had little
money, but did the best they could for her, finding
her a puzzle and a comfort both. In later years the
father spoke of her “loving, kindly ways, her obedi-
ence in the family circle, and her unselfishness.”

But the poor child was not happy. She was lone-
some and longed for mother-love. Well as she con-
trolled her feelings, she did not like to be restrained
and often carried a stormy little heart within. She
was happiest when in school; but, when only twelve,
she was distressed to find that she might have to
give up study altogether. It was then that she went to
live with an aunt in Missouri, in a “backwoods” coun-
try, where school privileges were the poorest. And,
besides, the struggle for life was too hard to allow a
chance to study or spare anything for the expense of
schooling.

The news of Park College, Parkville, Missouri,
where students had a chance to earn their way, at
least in part, came in some roundabout manner; and,
from that moment, the girl made up her mind that
she would go, come what might. And go she did,
through the kind encouragement of the president of

Eleanor Chesnut
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the college. She entered, feeling forlorn and friend-
less; but soon she found warm friends and congenial
surroundings. Her studies were a continual delight.
But how to live was a problem. Her family could do
little for her; and she had to take the bounty of mis-
sionary boxes, when it came to clothing. It was such
a struggle to accept these supplies that she could not
feel very grateful in her sensitive heart, but it was
really heroic to wear the things. Don’t you think so?

These hard trials in youth had “peaceable fruits”
afterwards; for they ripened into a wonderful gen-
tleness, sympathy, tact, and understanding, which
made her a blessing to others. Writing to a friend, in
later years, about the poor boys in China needing
clothes, she said: “The poor boys! They are so shabby
that I wish I could do more for them. I remember
how shabby I was at Park College years ago. I do not
mind nearly so much now, wearing old things.”

Outwardly the student was brave and quiet, but
there was a tumult within that was only hushed when
she became a Christian. Afterwards came the deter-
mination to become a missionary. She said a pathetic
thing about this decision. (How it comes back in her
very tones this moment!) She said, “One thing that
made me feel that I ought to go was the fact that
there was really no one to mind very much if I did.”
But this was not said in a dismal, self-pitying way.
She gave the larger reason at another time and place,
when asked for it in connection with her appoint-
ment. She said simply that it was “a desire to do
good in what seemed the most fitting sphere.”

In 1888, on leaving Park College, the young girl
entered upon the study of medicine. She had no great
natural love for the profession; but, as she confided,
it seemed as if it would add so much to her useful-
ness. She said that it was very hard the first year,
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and she wondered if she could go on and finish the
course; but she resolved that she would. And she
did, with a resolute will, even becoming interested in
it, as she plunged heart and mind into the study that
she was sure would make her more helpful. But a
missionary friend, who knew her well in Lien Chou,
said afterwards that this girl should have been an
artist, not a doctor, if her real nature had been con-
sulted; and that it was perfectly heroic in her to prac-
tice medicine and surgery as she did.

The medical course was taken in Chicago, with
the advantage of a scholarship; but the student “lived
in an attic, cooked her own meals, and almost starved,”
as a Chicago friend afterwards insisted. Her meals
were principally oatmeal. A course in the Illinois
Training School for Nurses in Chicago followed, and
some money was earned by nursing in times allotted
for vacations. She served as nurse to Dr. Oliver
Wendell Holmes in his final illness. The training was
made more complete by a winter in an institution in
Massachusetts, and then came a course of Bible train-
ing in Moody Institute, Chicago.

In 1893 Dr. Chesnut was appointed as medical
missionary to the foreign field, and was assigned to
China. She had a strange, natural aversion to the
water, but was a brave sailor notwithstanding.

After a little time at Sam Kong, studying the lan-
guage, and doing some incidental work, the doctor
was appointed to Lien Chou. From a letter in print
this extract is taken. (You can see that she was “a
saint with a sense of humour,” bless her! There was
some good Irish blood in her, which no doubt gave
the twinkle in her brown eyes.)

“Here I am at last. I had a few things carried over-
land. The boats are on their way. They have divided
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their cargoes with several others, and are floating
the hospital bedboards and my springs. Won’t they
be rusty? I only hope they won’t try to float the books
and the organ. I don’t mind being alone here at all.
. . . I have to perform all my operations in my bath-
room, which was as small as the law allowed before.
Now, with an operating table, it is decidedly full. But
I do not mind these inconveniences at all. . . . A drug-
gist gave me a prescription which you may find use-
ful, though the ingredients may be more difficult to
procure in America than in China. You catch some
little rats before they get their eyes open, pound to a
jelly, and add lime and peanut oil. Warranted to cure
any kind of an ulcer.”

A missionary from Lien Chou lately told how Dr.
Chesnut began the building of a hospital. When her
monthly salary-payment came she saved out $1.50
for her living, and with the rest bought bricks. At
last the Board in New York found this out, and in-
sisted upon paying back what she had spent on bricks
for the hospital. She refused to take the whole sum,
saying that to do it “would spoil all her fun.”

The story of the amputation of a Chinese coolie’s
leg without any surgical assistance has gone far and
wide. The operation was successful, but the flaps of
skin did not unite as the doctor hoped; and she knew
that any failure in getting well would be resented by
the people and perhaps result in a mob. By and by
the man recovered perfectly; and, later, the doctor
secured some crutches for him from America. But,
at the time, it was noticed that Dr. Chesnut was limp-
ing. There was no use in asking her why; for the slight-
est hint brought out the words, “Oh, it’s nothing.”
But one of the women betrayed the truth. The doctor
had taken skin from her own leg to transplant upon
what the woman called “that good-for-nothing coo-

Eleanor Chesnut
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lie,” and had done it without an anesthetic, save prob-
ably a local application, transferring it at once to the
patient. What do you think of heroism like that? And
then to say nothing about it!

When the Boxer troubles sent foreigners to the
coast for safety, Dr. Chesnut refused to go for some
months. She went at last under pressure from oth-
ers, not from fear. She returned in the spring. That
same season she came home on furlough, when “none
knew her but to love her.” A tour among societies
supporting a ward in Lien Chou Hospital endeared
her to many. She was so bright, so engaging, so inter-
esting, and showing a sweet humility most touching.
At this time she had the first silk dress she ever
owned. It must have been given to her!

Returning to her work for two busy, blessed years,
there came the October day in 1905 when a mob,
excited and bent on trouble, attacked the hospital.
Dr. Chesnut, coming upon the scene, hurried to re-
port to the authorities. She might have escaped, but
returned to see if she could help others. She met her
cruel death at the hands of those she would have
saved. Her last act was to tear strips from her dress,
to bandage a wound she discovered in the forehead
of a boy in the crowd. The crown of martyrdom was
then placed upon her own head. She being dead, yet
speaketh.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
MRS. McFARLAND
The First Missionary in Alaska (1877-1897)

How we love to hear of pioneers. When the pio-
neer is a woman of dauntless courage and indomi-
table spirit, her story is perfectly fascinating. You are
certain to think Mrs. McFarland’s story very wonder-
ful indeed.

When this baby, who was to become the first mis-
sionary in Alaska, was born in Virginia years ago, no
doubt she looked much as other babies do; and no
one could guess what she would grow into. No mat-
ter for that. There was One who took care that she
should be prepared for it, when her work was ready
for her.

To good home training was added the very best of
school advantages to be had, for the girl was sent to
Steubenville Seminary, in Ohio, well-known in all that
region for its excellence. Dr. Charles C. Beatty was
the principal, and his charming wife, who was known
as “Mother Beatty,” mothered the girls in a delightful
way. You can imagine how one person felt a few years
ago, on meeting Mrs. McFarland, to have her say: “Your
mother, as a young lady, was a favorite teacher of
mine in Steubenville. I have never forgotten her.”

As quite a young bride, the girl’s missionary work
began in Illinois, where her minister-husband was
sent by the Presbyterian Board of Home Missions.
Afterwards, the two were sent to Santa Fe, New Mexico,
the first missionaries of this Board to go there; and,
in that difficult field, they remained seven years, till
Mr. McFarland’s health broke down. A change was
made to Idaho, where work was carried on among
the Nez Perces Indians until May 1876, when the
husband died. After six months of loneliness, which

Mrs. M’Farland
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proved too hard to endure, the wife went to Portland,
Oregon.

It was there that she heard of Dr. Sheldon Jack-
son’s explorations in Alaska. She was eager for new
work, and hard work. When Dr. Jackson came back,
just as eager to get someone to return with him to
that desolate and destitute field, Mrs. McFarland was
ready to go, though no one had gone before her from
America, to begin the work of teaching. When she got
to Alaska she found so much to do that she had no
time to think of her loneliness or of much else be-
sides the work that filled every hour of the day and
sometimes part of the night. She said afterwards that
she never for a moment regretted going. It was a great
grief to her that, after twenty years, her health failed
and she had to leave the people she loved so well.

It was in August 1877, that Dr. Sheldon Jackson
and the “First Missionary” reached Fort Wrangell.
There was a woman a hundred miles up the Stickeen
River, who was out gathering berries for her winter
supply, when she heard of the arrival. At once she
was moved to put her children, her bedding and be-
longings of every sort in a canoe; and then she paddled
home as fast as she could, to offer such help as she
could give to the new missionary. She afterwards be-
came her interpreter.

It was rather surprising to hear a bell ringing in
Wrangell, and to see an Indian going up and down
the street with it. This proved to be the call to after-
noon school. For there was a small beginning, in the
way of teaching. It had been made by Philip MacKay,
a Christian native from Canada, who had begun it
the year before, in answer to the piteous cry for help
which had reached him when he came to the place to
cut wood. He belonged to the Methodist Mission at
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Fort Simpson. Seeing the degradation in Fort Wran-
gell, he stayed to teach as best he could, and had a
little school which he handed over to Mrs. McFarland
and came to it himself. His original name was Clah,
and he was about thirty years old.

There were thirty scholars on that August day
upon which the newcomer began her school. The In-
dian woman came back a hundred miles to help her,
doing her best as an interpreter. In the afternoon Clah
preached in the Tsimpsean dialect, the sermon be-
ing interpreted into the Stickeen language.

The first schoolroom was an old dance hall; and
the new teacher began with four Bibles, four hymn-
books, three primers, thirteen first readers, and one
wall chart. Nothing daunted, she went on, with such
native help as she could get, and taught the ordinary
elementary English branches.

This woman, the only Christian white woman in
the country, soon became “nurse, doctor, undertaker,
preacher, teacher, practically mayor, and director of
affairs generally.” For all came to her for every sort of
thing. People outside began to hear of her and to beg
for help from her. One old Indian, from a faraway
tribe, came to her and said: “Me much sick at heart,
my people all dark heart, nobody tell them that Jesus
died. By and by my people all die and go down—
dark, dark.”

You can think how such appeals broke the mis-
sionary’s heart, when she could do nothing to an-
swer them. She kept writing home, begging for a min-
ister, a magistrate, or a helper for herself, but in vain.
The mails came by steamer once a month; and we
have a pathetic picture of the lonely woman going
down to the shore to watch the incoming boat, hop-
ing that there might be a helper aboard or a letter

Mrs. M’Farland
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promising one. But month after month, she watched
in vain.

And she was alone. As soon as Dr. Jackson could
finish his own special business he sailed away and
left Mrs. McFarland in the midst of a thousand Indi-
ans, with few white men, and no soldiers; for the
military force had been withdrawn.

Mrs. Julia M’Nair Wright, an author, says about
this: “Perhaps the Church at home never had a greater
surprise than when it heard that work in Alaska was
begun and a Christian, cultivated woman was left
there to carry it on.

“What!” was the cry that met Dr. Jackson, “did
you leave Mrs. McFarland up there alone among all
those heathen, up there in the cold, on the edge of
winter?” “Yes,” was the reply, “I did. And she has nei-
ther books, nor schoolhouse, nor helpers, nor money,
nor friends—only a few converted but untaught Indi-
ans, and a great many heathen about her. Now what
will you do for her?” The situation was really awak-
ening.

Dr. Jackson’s words and Mrs. McFarland’s inter-
esting letters finally bore fruit; and money was raised
for a home for the girls who were orphans or who
were rescued from worse than orphanhood.

Among the girls first received into the home were
Tillie Kinnon, then fifteen, and Fannie Willard, both
of whom became missionaries to their own people in
due time and have been well-known in this country.

One day two girls from the school were captured
and accused of witchcraft, which meant torture and
perhaps death. The natives were having a “devil
dance,” when Mrs. McFarland set out to face them
and rescue the girls. Her scholars implored her not
to go. “They will kill you,” they cried. Her interpreter
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embraced her with agonizing tears and tried to hold
her back; but, while even the converted Indians feared
to go near, the intrepid woman went alone. She faced
the half-insane dancers, with no show of fear, and
demanded the release of the girls, threatening the
men with United States’ vengeance and using every
imaginable argument and plea.

After some hours thus spent, she had her way.
One of the rescued girls was afterwards caught and
put to death, but the other was saved. At another
time she had a terrible experience in facing a charge
of witchcraft made upon one of her girls, but she
stood her ground and saved the girl. When the money
for a permanent building for the McFarland Home
was actually forthcoming, the missionary wrote,
“There has been a song in my heart ever since the
mail arrived, telling of the response to the call for
funds. I felt sure that if we trusted Him God would,
in good time, send the help we so much needed.”

In 1878 Dr. S. Hall Young came to the field, where
he was so usefully engaged ever since, with the fear-
lessness and boundless enthusiasm that has outlasted
his young manhood. He relieved Mrs. McFarland when-
ever he could, taking the teaching work while she,
called “The Mother,” trained the scholars in cooking,
washing, ironing, mending, and all housewifely arts.
Mrs. Young also taught, after her arrival, till the com-
ing of Miss Dunbar to be a permanent assistant. So
the helpers came, one by one.

After twenty years’ service, Mrs. McFarland came
home, broken in health, yet able to tell to many the
inspiring story of Alaska Missions, till she “fell asleep”
on October 19, 1912.

Mrs. M’Farland
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
SHELDON JACKSON
Pathfinder and Prospector in the Rocky Mountains and Apostle
to Alaska (1858-1909)

A man needs, in order to be a hero, to be worthy
of such a long title as that. Do you not agree? But
you will think that he earned it, if you will try to
count up half the things that he did, and endured, in
over fifty years of home missionary work and in nearly
a million miles of travel, filled with the wildest ad-
ventures and escapes imaginable. Indeed, you could
not imagine them if you tried, and therefore you must
hear about them.

The baby who was to become such a wonderful
traveling missionary saw the light in the little village
of Minaville, in the Mohawk Valley, New York State,
May 18, 1834. His mother’s maiden name being
joined to his father’s, he became Sheldon Jackson.
He had two narrow escapes as an infant: once being
saved from rolling into the big fireplace, with logs
ablaze, and once being carried from the house which
was ablaze.

While Sheldon was still a baby, the father, Mr.
Jackson, removed, with his wife and child, to Esper-
ance, ten miles from Minaville, between Albany and
Buffalo. Here, when the little boy was about four, the
parents united with the Presbyterian Church and,
afterwards, dedicated the child to God in baptism.
At this time, in their own hearts, they consecrated
him to the ministry. The boy himself grew up with no
other thought in his mind; and, while he was a “genu-
ine boy” and had fun as other boys did, the expecta-
tion of being a minister kept him from some boyish
follies that he would have been sorry for afterwards.
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Very early in his life, the boy considered being a min-
ister, with the hope of becoming a missionary.

When he was six, his father’s health caused him
to give up his business and move to a farm in Florida
County, where this son grew up in a “house of plenty.”
This was a happy home; and the boy gave most of
his time to study and helping with the chores. For
eighteen years, the family kept their membership in
the Esperance church. And, week by week, they drove
to the services over a rough and hilly road, often
blocked with snow in winter for weeks at a time. With
breakfast over at daylight in winter, the start was
made, with the buffalo robes, ax, shovel, lunch bas-
ket and all, packed in, with hot soapstones and thick
oak planks. Lunch was eaten at noon; but, occasion-
ally, the family did not get home till dark. Some-
times they were upset in the drifts, but they always
got out somehow; and nobody minded.

From his early childhood, Sheldon was familiar
with stories of the Indian wars in the Mohawk and
Schoharie Valleys of New York; and the fascinating
histories of David Brainerd and David Zeisberger, and
their work among the Indians, charmed him. Besides
these, he had Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, Washing-
ton Irving’s works, and some of Walter Scott’s stories
to read. He enjoyed these very much, and early be-
gan to dream dreams of the great world outside. He
saw visions of what was to be done, while wondering
what his part would be.

At fifteen, the boy went to an academy at Glen
Falls, N.Y.; and, afterwards, he went to Union Col-
lege, where he was “a conscientious student and a
delightful companion.” At nineteen, the young man
was received into the church; and, three months later,
largely through his influence, his only sister took her

Sheldon Jackson
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stand with him. At this time there seemed to begin
that great longing to help others and win them for
his Master, which became his passion by and by.

This hero in the making, who was afterwards to
brave perils by land and sea and snow, was far from
being an athlete and was never trained in what is
called “the manly art of self-defense.” As a lad he was
slender, physically small, often suffered in health, and
was troubled with weak eyes.

He was naturally averse to “rough and tumble”
exercise; and his fitness for the mastery in dealing
with Indians, with roughs in mining camps, and the
frontiers far and near, did not depend upon physical
prowess. In the fortieth year of his unique mission-
ary work, somebody described Dr. Jackson as “short,
bewhiskered, and spectacled, but by inside measure-
ment a giant.” Anybody who tried to combat him found
him a “giant inside,” but with a heart tender as a
woman’s. He never knew what it was to give up when
he knew he was right, and wanted to win his way.

One time, at a meeting, the one in charge thought
that Dr. Jackson was a great giant of a Tennessean.
Nearby was Dr. Jackson, who was about to speak.
So this man introduced Dr. Jackson as “My stalwart
friend from the Rockies.” When the little doctor ap-
peared, almost everybody laughed; and so did he,
saying, “If I had been more stalwart in height I could
not have slept so many nights on the four-and-a-half-
foot seat of a Rocky Mountain stagecoach.” Maybe it
was his capacity for doubling up that made a stage-
driver say of him once, “He was the hardiest and
handiest traveler I was ever acquainted with.”

Four days before his twenty-third birthday, this
student was licensed to preach; and, for a few months,
he served for the American Systematic Benevolence
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Society. But his heart was set on foreign missions;
and he offered himself to the Board, hoping to be
sent to Syria or Siam, or to South America. But the
examining doctor said that his health would not al-
low him to go. “They thought I was not strong,” he
said himself; “but I had an iron constitution, with
the exception of dyspepsia.” Some folk would have
thought dyspepsia a big enough exception to excuse
a man from frontier work, but not so Sheldon Jack-
son. Later, a friend wrote of him, “Compared with
what he has done, work in Siam would have been
‘flowery beds of ease.’ He can endure more hardship,
travel, exposure, and hard work this minute than half
the college football players; and he looks ten years
younger than his sixty-four years.” This is getting

TRAVELING BY STAGECOACH

Sheldon Jackson
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ahead of our story, but you won’t mind. It seems to
come in here, with the refusal to send the young man
to the foreign field.

Work among the Indians, in Indian Territory, was
the first that was available after the seminary course
at Princeton was finished; and the young minister
was ordained. On his twenty-fourth birthday, he was
married; and, on the wedding journey, the bridal pair
met the rest of the Jackson family at Niagara Falls,
on their way to Galesburg, Illinois, a new college town
that had grown up on the prairie.

The work among the Choctaws, and representa-
tives of other tribes, was very arduous; and Mrs. Jack-
son, besides helping in many ways, substituted for
teachers, keeping the house, and so on; her hands
were full and her time, too, with “caring for the little
Indians.”

Serious illnesses, and other circumstances, con-
vinced Mr. Jackson that he should undertake more
varied work. In due time, he was commissioned to a
parish 13,000 miles square and was given oversight,
as a home missionary of Minnesota and Wisconsin
almost wholly, with nineteen preaching places in Min-
nesota alone, a hundred miles apart.

A salary of three hundred dollars was his recom-
pense for all this labor, “in journeyings oft,” averag-
ing for one quarter, thirteen and one-half miles a day,
horseback or on foot. His escapes from freezing, in
fierce blizzards and huge snowdrifts, would make a
chapter by themselves at this time. But he did not
freeze—save fingers and toes, or perhaps his nose;
and he thawed out and went on with this pioneer
work.

We can’t follow this active man step by step, but
shall have to take flying leaps. We next find him en-
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gaged in a larger field and more general work. It be-
gan in Iowa; and, before it was fully planned, the
Hilltop Prayer meeting came, which ought to be re-
membered as a companion to the Haystack Prayer
meeting long before. Mr. Jackson and two minister-
friends went up to the top of a very high bluff called
Prospect Hill, on the edge of Sioux City, Iowa, there
to look over the land. Part of Iowa, Nebraska, South
Dakota, and Minnesota were visible. Beyond stretched
nine territories; for California was then the only state
west of the Missouri River, and farther on was Alaska.
It was a field of 1,768,659 square miles, almost half
the United States, with tens of thousands of Indians,
with demon-worshiping Eskimos, with pagan or half-
pagan races beyond count.

The hearts of the three on the hilltop were moved
to cry out to God, to lead those who had power to
send out missionaries to this great field. Soon after
this sacred hour, Mr. Jackson was appointed Super-
intendent of Missions for Western Iowa, Nebraska,
Idaho, Dakota, Montana, Wyoming and Utah, and as
far beyond as the jurisdiction of the Presbytery of
Iowa might extend.

Now began the million-mile journey of the Path-
finder. He went on horseback or on foot over un-
speakable roads, bumping along in ox carts, by buck-
board, stage, with mule team, by broncho, reindeer
sledge (sled), lumber wagon, ambulance, by freight
or construction train, by dugout (a boat made by
hallowing out a large log), launch, steamer, canoe,
revenue-cutter, or cattle-ship.

Five times the stage was robbed just before he
passed over the route. Once there was only the mo-
tion of a finger between him and death, as a half
dozen revolvers were pointed at him. Once he escaped

Sheldon Jackson
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INDIAN CHIEF AND INDIAN MAID OF THE PRAIRIES
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scalping by the Apaches by a few hours; again he
went unharmed, when his steamer was fired into by
hostile Indians; again a fanatical papal mob threat-
ened his life. And once he was imprisoned for the
Gospel’s sake and set free by the President.

Under the trees, under the stars, in log huts, in
miners’ camps, in dugouts and sod houses, the mis-
sionary went preaching and visiting, and organizing
churches.

A good part of the time he collected the money
needed. What he called “The Raven Fund,” for supply
of pressing needs, mounted into the thousands. Noth-
ing discouraged the dauntless soul. Where he heard
the call of need he went, with fearless faith and in-
domitable courage. Railways and stage lines gave him
free transportation for long journeys, thinking it a
good investment. For a long time his family lived in
Denver; and he made sixteen round trips, to and from
his home, in five years.

And now the call came to far Alaska. The exploring
tour, with unimaginable dangers and terrifying diffi-
culties was made, in spite of discouraging views of
the majority, who thought there was no use in it and
no hope in it. But Dr. Jackson knew better, and was
neither dismayed nor delayed by what people thought.
He opened mission stations; he took Mrs. M’Farland
from Portland to be the first woman worker in that
strange field. He even went to Point Barrow, the north-
ernmost place, where Siberia could be seen in the
distance, and founded a mission there, where there
are twenty-four days of night and the mail comes once
a year.

The U.S. government made him General Superin-
tendent of Education in Alaska.

And now listen to the story of the reindeer. In pity

Sheldon Jackson
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for the poor Eskimos, and with a wise thought for
their help, Dr. Jackson, after great efforts and prodi-
gious discouragements, finally imported reindeer from
Siberia, with native herders; and, after proving that
it could be done, he received government aid. Now
these animals, that find their own food in the moss
under the snow, and can travel where dogs cannot,
and can furnish food and skin-clothing also, have
proved such a boon to Alaska that Dr. Jackson would
be remembered had he done nothing else. His heroic
life ended in 1909.
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CHAPTER  THIRTY-FIVE
WILLIAM MILLER
Converted Infidel and Baptist Evangelist
Born at Pittsfield, Massachusetts, February 15, 1782. Died at
Low Hampton, New York, December 20, 1849.

How different are God’s ways from man’s! At a
time when French infidelity was running riot in the
land of God’s providence, whom should He select but
one who was for years an avowed deist, to hurl such
polished shafts from His mighty quiver against the
citadel of the adversary, that its very foundations
trembled. Six thousand conversions resulted from
the labors of this one man, seven hundred infidels
being won by him to the faith of Christ!

When we consider that such amazing inroads upon
gospel-hardened infidelity were probably made by no
other individual in the past century, and that this
was accomplished in a campaign of less than twenty
years, it is apparent that a higher than human hand
was in the movement; and to enter into a sympa-
thetic acquaintance with the labors of William Miller
is to enrich greatly one’s spiritual life.

In the year that gave Robert Morrison to the world,
William Miller was born. The library to which the
thoughtful boy had access for some years was the
Bible, the psalter, and a prayer book. On the removal
of the family to Low Hampton, New York, he obtained
other books and wished to spend his evenings study-
ing; but his father insisted on his retiring early. This
he did; but, after all were asleep, he would get up,
put pine knots into the fireplace, and read by their
glimmering light. “The most embarrassing circum-
stances of his condition,” says his biographer, Mr.
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Bliss, “could not master his perseverance.”
He was happily married in 1803 and settled in

Vermont. His wife made it her pleasure to aid his
efforts for intellectual training. His sterling enterprise
and integrity gained for him a competence in tempo-
ral things and promotion in civil affairs. In boyhood
he had felt a deep concern for his eternal interests.
The year of his marriage he wrote:

“Come, blest religion, with thy angel’s face;
 Dispel this gloom, and brighten all the place;
 Drive this destructive passion from my breast;
 Compose my sorrows, and restore my rest;
 Show me the path that Christian heroes trod;
 Wean me from earth, and raise my soul to God!”
But before this prayer received fruition, the long-

ings it expressed were well-nigh banished. Friends
placed in his hands the works of Paine, Voltaire, and
similar writers; and he was soon an avowed deist.
And not content with refusing the gospel, he plunged
to the fearful depth of making religion a matter of
jest, even mimicking the ministers of God, especially
his grandfather and his uncle Elihu Miller. But again
we are reminded of the efficacy of prayer. These two
very men made Miller’s case a special subject of
prayer; and to his almost heartbroken mother, the
grandfather said: “Don’t afflict yourself too deeply
about William. There is something for him to do yet
in the cause of God.”

Twelve long years his heart withstood the siege of
Heaven’s gentle artillery. During this time he served
as captain in the War of 1812. Here an incident oc-
curred that showed his attitude toward religion. There
were a few men of prayer in the ungodly camp. In the
tent of one of these, a sergeant, a meeting was held
one night when Captain Miller was in charge. Seeing

William Miller
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the tent lighted up, he drew near and heard the voice
of prayer. The next day, thinking to try the sergeant’s
piety and indulge himself in a joke, he called the
man before him; and, with seeming seriousness, he
said: “You know, Sergeant Willey, that it is contrary
to army regulations to have any gambling in the tents
at night; and I was sorry to see your tent lighted up
for that purpose last night. We cannot have any gam-
bling at such times. You must put a stop to it at
once. I hope I shall not have to speak to you again
about it!”

The poor man stood as if thunderstruck; and then,
hardly daring to look up, he replied, in a manner
which showed unwillingness to bear the scandal of
gambling or to parade his devotions, “We were not
gambling, Sir.”

The captain was touched with his appearance, but
he assumed even greater severity. “What else could
you have your tent lighted up for all the evening if
you were not gambling?”

In a deeply impressive manner, the accused at last
confessed his grief and innocence: “We were praying,
Sir.”

An unseen Presence was so sensibly manifested,
that the captain was almost moved to tears. He si-
lently dismissed the man with a wave of the hand.
And, for some time, he sat in reverent contemplation
of the bloodless battle he had planned, but which,
with other experiences in the war, served to weaken
his infidelity.

On returning home, he moved amid his infidel
friends; but the time had come when the prayers of
long years of waiting were about to be answered. God
was about to call him to another kind of warfare. His
feelings he thus described:
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“The heavens were as brass over my head, and
the earth as iron under my feet. Eternity—what was
it? And death—why was it? The more I reasoned, the
farther I was from demonstration. The more I thought,
the more scattered were my conclusions. I tried to
stop thinking; but my thoughts would not be con-
trolled. . . .

“Suddenly the character of a Saviour was vividly
impressed upon my mind. It seemed that there might
be a Being so good and compassionate as to Himself
atone for our transgressions, and thereby save us
from suffering the penalty of sin. I immediately felt
how lovely such a Being must be, and imagined that
I could cast myself into the arms of, and trust in the
mercy of, such a One. . . . I saw that the Bible did
bring to view just such a Saviour as I needed; and
. . . I was constrained to admit that the Scriptures
must be a revelation from God. . . . The Bible now
became my chief study, and I can truly say I searched
it with great delight. I found the half was never told
me. I wondered why I had not seen its beauty and
glory before, and marveled that I could have ever re-
jected it. . . . I lost all taste for other reading, and
applied my heart to get wisdom from God.”

But his friends were quick to present objections
he had often urged. He determined to be able to meet
them. He allowed the Bible to be its own interpreter.
As he studied with earnest prayer for divine enlight-
enment, the books of Daniel and Revelation finally
engaged his special attention. To his surprise and
delight, he found their strange prophetic symbols
could be understood; and his attention finally be-
came riveted upon the great end of their panoramic
display; namely, the grand doctrine of the second com-
ing of the Son of God.

William Miller
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Eighteen hundred years before, when the gates of
the eternal city were about to open to receive from
earth our ascending Lord, two angels in shining rai-
ment stood by the little group, on Olive’s brow, and
made an announcement which thrilled the hearts of
the listeners. That announcement has been a joy to
earth’s lowly ones through the ages since: “This same
Jesus . . . shall so come in like manner as ye have
seen Him go into heaven.” This bright arch of hope
spans the entrance to the book of Acts, is the great
theme of the book of Revelation, and “the end of the
matter” in the book of Daniel. Beneath its halo our
student stood until the joy that filled the hearts of
the first disciples was his. This glad hope is the ob-
ject and end of many an inspired prophecy; and in
these William Miller felt that he had found a clue to
the time of the great event. Here are his words:

“I could but regard the chronological portions of
the Bible as being as much a portion of the Word of
God, and as much entitled to our serious consider-
ation, as any other portion of the Scriptures. I there-
fore felt that, in endeavoring to comprehend what
God had in His mercy had seen fit to reveal to us, I
had no right to pass over the prophetic periods. The
seventy weeks to the Messiah (Dan. 9:24-27; 7 days
to the week equals 490 days) were fulfilled in 490
years; and the 1,260 prophetic days (Rev. 11:3) of
the papal supremacy were fulfilled in 1,260 years.

“From a further study of the Scriptures I concluded
. . . that the 2,300 days (Dan. 8:14) commenced with
the seventy weeks, which the best chronologers dated
457 B.C.; and that the 1,335 days (Dan. 12:12)
should be dated from about A.D. 508. Reckoning all
these prophetic periods from the several dates as-
signed by the best chronologers for the events from
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which they should evidently be reckoned, they would
all terminate together about A.D. 1844.”

Believing with others that the earth was “the sanc-
tuary” referred to, which was to be “cleansed,” he
came to the conclusion that, about the last date
named, the Judge of all the earth would come. “I
need not speak of the joy that filled my heart in view
of the delightful prospect, nor of the ardent longings
of my soul for a participation in the joys of the re-
deemed. The Bible was now to me a new book. It was
indeed a feast.”

He united with the Baptist Church, which later
licensed him to preach. For years he gave the subject
of Christ’s second coming much study; and so care-
fully was every argument weighed, that he was pre-
pared to meet every objection before he went upon
the platform. Indeed, he long resisted the call to the
ministry. “The question came home to me with mighty
power,” he says, “regarding my duty to the world, in
view of the evidence that had affected my own mind.
When I was about my business, it was continually
ringing in my ears, “Go and tell the world of their
danger.” This text was constantly occurring to me: “If
thou dost not speak to warn the wicked from his
way, that wicked man shall die in his iniquity; but
his blood will I require at thine hand.” Ezekiel 3:18.

“I did all I could to avoid the conviction that any-
thing was required of me. . . . I told the Lord that I
was not used to public speaking; that I had not the
necessary qualifications to gain the attention of an
audience. . . . But I could get no relief.”

He tried to satisfy his conscience by speaking in
private of his views, hoping someone would be raised
up to proclaim them to the world. He was quite sur-
prised and grieved to find but few, even of professed

William Miller
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Christians who were vitally interested in the subject.
“I supposed that it would call forth the opposition of
the ungodly; but it never came into my mind that
any Christian would oppose it. I supposed that all
such would be so rejoiced in view of the glorious pros-
pect, that it would be only necessary to present it to
them for them to receive it.” Imagine his feelings,
then, when it came to his ears that a friend of his, a
physician, had said, “Esquire Miller is a fine man
and a good neighbor, but is a monomaniac on the
subject of the advent.”

A little later one of Mr. Miller’s children was sick,
and the doctor was called. After prescribing for the
child, the doctor noticed that Mr. Miller was very quiet,
and inquired what ailed him.

“Well, I hardly know, Doctor; I want you to see
what does, and prescribe for me.”

The doctor felt of his pulse, and asked what he
supposed was his complaint.

“Well,” said Mr. Miller, “I don’t know but I am a
monomaniac. . . . Can you tell when a man is a mono-
maniac?”

The doctor blushed, and said he thought he could.
“Well,” said Mr. Miller, “I insist upon it that you

see whether I am in reality a monomaniac; and if I
am, you shall prescribe for and cure me. You shall,
therefore, sit down with me two hours, while I present
the subject of the advent to you; and if I am a mono-
maniac, by that time you will discover it.”

The doctor was quite disconcerted; but Mr. Miller
insisted, and said he might charge for his time as in
his regular practice.

The doctor finally sat down and took a Bible; and,
at Mr. Miller’s request, he read from the 8th of Daniel.
As he read, Mr. Miller inquired what “the ram” de-
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noted; also the other symbols. The doctor had read
Newton and applied them to Persia, Greece, and Rome,
as did Mr. Miller.

Mr. Miller then asked him how long the vision of
those empires was to be.

“Twenty-three hundred days.”
“What!” said Mr. Miller, “could those great empires

cover only 2,300 literal days?”
“Why,” said the doctor, “those days are years, ac-

cording to all commentators; and those kingdoms
are to continue 2,300 years.”

Mr. Miller then asked him to turn to the 2nd and
7th of Daniel, both of which he explained as Mr. Miller
did. He was then asked if he knew when the 2,300
days would end. He did not, as he could not tell when
they began. He was asked to read the 9th of Daniel.
As he read the 21st verse, mentioning Gabriel, seen
in the vision, Mr. Miller inquired, “In what vision?”

“Why,” said the doctor, “in the vision of the 8th of
Daniel.”

“He had now come, then, to make him understand
that vision, had he not?”

“Yes.”
“Well, seventy weeks are determined; what are

these seventy weeks a part of?”
“Of the 2,300 days.”
“Then do they (the seventy weeks) begin with the

2,300 days?”
“Yes.”
“When did they end?”
“In A.D. 34.”
“Then how far would the 2,300 extend after A.D.

34?”
The doctor subtracted 490 (the number of days

in seventy weeks) from 2,300, and replied, “1810.”

William Miller
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“Why!” said he, “that is past!”
“But,” said Mr. Miller, “there were 1,810 years from

34; in what year would that come?”
The doctor set down 34 and 1,810, and adding,

replied, “1844.” With flushed face at this unexpected
result, he immediately took his hat and left the house.
The doctor had not the least idea of the result to
which he was coming until he set down the figure of
1844.

The next day he called on Mr. Miller in deep agita-
tion, and said: “I have not slept a wink since I was
here yesterday. I have looked at the question in every
light, and the vision must terminate about 1844; and
I am unprepared!”

Pointing him to the One whose coming he loved,
Mr. Miller labored for him till he too loved His com-
ing.

But to go and stand before the public, as he felt
the Lord was calling him to do, seemed to Mr. Miller
an impossibility. Finally, one morning in August 1831,
as he arose from his chair to go to his work, it came
to him with more force than ever, “Go and tell it to
the world!”

“The impression was so sudden,” says the man
under conviction, “and came with such force, that I
settled down in my chair, saying, ‘I can’t go, Lord.’ ”

“Why not?” seemed to be the response.
“Then all my excuses came up—my want of abil-

ity, etc.; but my distress became so great I entered
into a solemn covenant with God, that if He would
open the way I would go and perform my duty to the
world.

“ ‘What do you mean by opening the way?’ seemed
to come to me.

“ ‘Why,’ said I, ‘if I should have an invitation to
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speak publicly in any place, I will go and tell them
what I find in the Bible about the Lord’s coming.’

“Instantly all my burden was gone, and I rejoiced
that I should not probably be thus called upon; for I
had never had such an invitation.”

But what was his surprise and dismay when, be-
fore he left the room, a young man living at Dresden,
sixteen miles away, came to his door and said his
father had sent him to have Mr. Miller come to present
his views at a meeting of believers in their house the
next day. He was so overcome, he left the boy without
a reply and retired to a grove in great distress. “There,”
said he, “I struggled with the Lord about an hour,
endeavoring to release myself from the covenant I
had made with Him; but I could get no relief. It was
impressed upon my conscience, ‘Will you make a cov-
enant with God and break it so soon?’ and the ex-
ceeding sinfulness of thus doing overwhelmed me.”

At last he yielded and went to the appointment.
The house was well-filled, as might be expected. As
soon as he commenced speaking, his embarrassment
was gone. He was requested to remain and lecture
during the week; and a revival was begun in which
thirteen families, except two persons, were converted.

He returned home only to find a letter to come to
another point, from one who did not know he had
gone to Dresden. Then invitations poured in upon
him, more than he could fill. His labors became ex-
tensive; and he defrayed his own expenses. Up to
1836, two half dollars placed in his hand by a woman
in Canada was the only contribution he received.
Touching this point, he wrote to a friend: “How good,
my brother, it is to preach, having God for paymas-
ter! He pays down! He pays in souls!”

Of an eight days’ meeting held in Lansingburg,

William Miller
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New York, he wrote: “Infidels, deists, Universalists,
and sectarians were all chained to their seats, in per-
fect silence for hours, yes, days, to hear the stam-
mering old man talk about the second coming of
Christ and show the manner, object, time, and signs
of His coming. O my brother! it makes me feel like a
worm—a poor, feeble creature; for it is God only who
could produce such an effect on such audiences.”

Of the results following lectures in Portsmouth,
New Hampshire, the pastor of the Christian Church
published the following: “Never, while we linger on
the shores of mortality, do we expect to enjoy more of
heaven than we have in some of our late meetings
and on baptizing occasions. At the waterside, thou-
sands would gather to witness this solemn institu-
tion in Zion, and many would return from the place
weeping.”

The following is from a notice appearing in the
Fountain, of New Haven, Connecticut. After lectures
there, “we were utterly disappointed—so many ex-
travagant things have been said of the ‘fanatics’ in
the public prints, and such distorted statements pub-
lished in reference to their articles of faith. . . . In
justice to Mr. Miller, we are constrained to say that
he is one of the most interesting lecturers we have
any recollection of ever having heard.”

Those who have followed the footprints of our he-
roes in previous chapters are not surprised to know
that, like them, Miller received his full share of the
world’s scorn. Some of it came from without the
church; some of it from within. In self-defense he
finally published an appeal:

“Dear Brethren: We would ask, in the name of our
dear Master, Jesus Christ, by all that is holy, by the
fellowship of the saints, and the love of the truth,
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why you cast us off as if we were heretics. What have
we believed that we have not been commanded to
believe by the Word of God? . . . Is it heterodox to
believe that Jesus Christ will come again to this earth
to receive His saints to Himself and to reward all
men as their work shall be? If so, then our fathers,
and our ministers, our creeds, and our Bibles have
taught us heresy. . . . Do tell us what mean a class of
texts like these: John 14:3; Acts 1:11; 1 Peter 1:7,
13; Rev. 1:7. . . . Are we not all commanded to watch?
. . . If so, will you tell us how a man can watch and
not expect the object for which he watches? . . . If we
are to be cut off for honestly believing in the exact-
ness of prophetic time, then Scott and Wesley, and
the Newtons, and Mede, Gill, and others should all
be excommunicated for the like offense.”

There were not a few, however, whose honest words
should have put to shame all those who heaped con-
tumely upon his devoted head. Witness the following
from the Sandy Hill Herald, a paper published in
Mr. Miller’s home county:

“Certainly all who have ever heard him lecture, or
have read his works, must acknowledge that he is a
sound reasoner. . . . Mr. Miller is now, and has been
for many years, a resident of this county, and as a
citizen, a man, and a Christian, stands high in the
estimation of all who know him; and we have been
pained to hear the gray headed, trembling old man
denounced as a ‘speculating knave.’

“Speculating, indeed! Why need he speculate? . . .
Who that has witnessed his earnestness in the pul-
pit, and listened to the uncultivated eloquence of
nature, which falls in such rich profusion from his
lips, dare say that he is an impostor? We answer
without fear of contradiction from any candid mind,

William Miller
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None! . . .
“Mr. Miller certainly goes to the fountain of knowl-

edge—revelation and history—for proof, and should
not be answered with low, vulgar, and blasphemous
witticisms.”

This paper then quoted from an exchange as fol-
lows: “To treat a subject of such overwhelming maj-
esty and fearful consequences—a subject which has
been made the theme of prophecy in both Testaments,
the truth of which occurs when it will, God has sealed
it, by His own unequivocal affirmation. —We repeat
it: To make puns and display vulgar wit upon this
subject is not merely to sport with the feelings of its
propagators and advocates, but is to make a jest of
the day of Judgment, to scoff at the Deity Himself,
and to criticize the terrors of His Judgment-bar.”

The editor of the Gazette and Advertiser, of Wil-
liamsburg, Long Island, referred to an interview with
him as follows:

“Our curiosity was recently gratified by an intro-
duction to this gentleman, who has probably been
an object of more abuse, ridicule, and blackguard-
ism (low and contemptible behavior) than any other
man now living. . . . When our interview closed, we
were left wondering at the cause of that malignant
spirit of slander and falsehood with which a man
has been assailed, who has spent his time and sub-
stance, ‘to flee from the wrath to come.’ ”

The words of one who has learned to look be-
neath the surface are very applicable here:

“God’s prophets must not be disobedient to the
heavenly vision, though others see not the form and
hear not the voice. . . . The men that are the martyrs
to the hatred and violence of one age are the saints
that a succeeding age canonizes. Would that we might
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not slay God’s prophets, leaving a wiser generation
to pay its too tardy tribute at their sepulchers!”

Mr. Miller never went where he was not invited;
and the invitations usually came from the ministers
of the different denominations. Conversions and re-
vivals almost invariably followed his ministrations.

The manner in which he met an intended slight
was shown at Lowell, Massachusetts. A minister there
had heard of the great success attending his lectures,
and invited him to come to his church. On meeting
the train, he saw no such fashionably dressed gentle-
man as he expected, but a plainly clad old man, shak-
ing with palsy. He feared this might prove to be the
man, and if so, regretted having invited him to his
fashionable church. He stepped up to him, however,
and whispered in his ear, “Is your name Miller?”

The old gentleman nodded assent.
“Well, follow me,” he said, walking on, leaving Mr.

Miller to get along as best he could. He was much
chagrined that he had invited a man of such appear-
ance to speak in his church, concluding that he could
know little of the Scriptures and would discourse
upon fancies of his own.

After tea he remarked that he supposed it was
about time to attend church; and again leading the
way, he left Mr. Miller to bring up the rear. After show-
ing him to the pulpit, he himself took a seat in the
congregation.

The trembling old man read a hymn, which was
sung. He then led in prayer and read another hymn,
which was also sung. Opening with reverence the Book
of God, which had now for long years been his con-
solation and support, he took for his text, “Looking
for that blessed hope, and the glorious appearing of
the great God and our Saviour Jesus Christ.” Like

William Miller
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the man of God that he was, rising on the wings of
his theme, far above the chilling atmosphere of pride
and prejudice, as one illumined with light from on
high, the speaker launched forth upon his subject to
picture the glories of “that hope” that leads to the
better land.

The minister listened while there poured forth
from once unwilling lips (now touched, as it were, by
seraphim’s fingers) such words of burning eloquence
as lifted the thoughts far from the plain dress of the
speaker. Forgetting the difference in outward adorn-
ing, and rising from his place in the audience, the
pastor walked onto the pulpit and took his seat. The
lectures were continued for more than a week, while
over the parapets (walls) of prejudice and unbelief,
charge after charge was made and the crimson col-
ors were unfurled above the crumbling walls of infi-
delity. The minister embraced Mr. Miller’s views in
full, baptized forty converts, received sixty members;
and still others were moved to seek the Lord.

The poet Whittier attended a camp meeting where
Miller delivered a course of lectures and wrote a vivid
description, where the speaker followed the music
with an earnest exhortation on the duty of preparing
for the great event. Occasionally he was really elo-
quent, and his description of the last day had all the
terrible distinctness of Anelli’s painting of the End of
the World.

When Lafayette visited America, Mr. Miller met
him and dined with him, and wrote a pleasing de-
scription of that “friend of freemen” and “terror to
tyrants.”

While Mr. Miller was lecturing in Philadelphia, a
friend gave the following of him:

“There is a kindness of soul, simplicity, and power,
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peculiarly original, combined in his manner; and he
is affable and attentive to all, without any affectation
of superiority. . . . His countenance is full and round,
while there is a peculiar expression in his blue eyes,
of shrewdness and love. . . . In his social relations,
he is gentle and affectionate, and ensures the esteem
of all with whom he mingles.”

Only two years after Mr. Miller began to present
his views publicly, there occurred a striking fulfill-
ment of prophecy. When Jesus was with His disciples,
they came to Him and asked, “What shall be the sign
of Thy coming and of the end of the world?” He did
not rebuke them, nor say, “Of this you can know noth-
ing;” but in answer He gave them three great signs
which were to be hung out in the heavens,—the dark-
ening of the sun and moon, and the falling of the
stars. The first two took place May 19, 1780; and
the latter, November 13, 1833, in the great display of
falling meteors. From two o’clock in the morning un-
til broad daylight, over all North America, the whole
heavens seemed to be in fiery commotion. Many in-
teresting descriptions have been recorded. One wrote
of it: “It seemed as if the whole starry heavens had
congregated at one point near the zenith and were
simultaneously shooting forth, with the velocity of
lightning, to every part of the horizon, and yet were
not exhausted—thousands swiftly followed by thou-
sands, as if created for the occasion.”

Thus occurred the third of the great signs of which
Jesus said, “When ye shall see all these things, know
that it (“He,” margin) is near, even at the doors.” Many
looked upon the event at the time as a herald of the
coming Judgment—“an awful type, a sure forerun-
ner, a merciful sign, of that great and dreadful day.”
It seemed as if, in this great sign, heaven would dis-

William Miller
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play its celestial splendors in confirmation of its
movings upon the hearts of men. Many beheld the
scene with terror; others with calm confidence that
God was fulfilling His word, that He was setting His
seal to the spiritual work He was leading His ser-
vants to perform.

As if evidence would be given mountain high, un-
til the world would stand in awe and without excuse,
in the year 1840 the pencil of history was compelled
to trace another wonderful fulfillment of prophecy. In
1838, a minister named Josiah Litch, who had united
with Miller in the work, published an exposition of
verses 10 and 15 of Revelation 9, reckoning a day as
standing for a literal year, and predicting the very
year and month in which the Turkish government
would surrender its independence; namely, August
11, 1840. Referring to the termination of the com-
bined periods of those two verses, his words were:
“In A.D. 1840, sometime in the month of August.”
And before the event occurred, he published the very
date, August 11, 1840.

What is the testimony of history? Thousands
watched to see if such a thing would come to pass. In
1839, the Turkish army was defeated by Mehemet
Ali. England, Russia, Austria, and Prussia, seeing
that he was about to triumph over the sultan of Tur-
key, stepped in to prevent it and to settle the diffi-
culty. They drew up an ultimatum, which was to stay
Mehemet’s course. This was placed in his hands Au-
gust 11, 1840!

A note was on that very day addressed by the sul-
tan to the powers, inquiring what course he should
pursue in case Mehemet should refuse to accept the
ultimatum. They replied to the effect that they would
attend to that. Thus the independence of the Turkish
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empire was ended on the very day predicted in the
prophecy. And to this day, the government of “the
sick man of the East” stands only by the sufferance
of those nations, as is well-known to every student of
their history.

This striking fulfillment of prophecy, and its ex-
act interpretation, coming in just at the right time,
gave a mighty impetus to the work in which Miller
was engaged.

Invitations more than he could possibly accept
poured in upon him from the ministers of other de-
nominations, and vast audiences listened as if a spell
from heaven had fallen upon them.

All these mighty evidences are just as potent to-
day as in the day of their fulfillment. They are mat-
ters of history and a part of God’s everlasting truth;
and it is a great wonder that they have been so lost
from sight. Let His messengers, everywhere, hurl them
against the efforts of the “higher critics” and the lower
critics who try to overthrow God’s Word.

A very interesting and convincing feature of that
stirring period was that, in different countries, the
proclamation of the near coming of the Master was
made without any knowledge of the work of Miller.
Indeed, it began in England as early as 1826. It was
taught in Germany, France, Switzerland, and in South
America. It was heard in Scandinavia; and, as it was
opposed by the state clergy there, an authentic record
of its progress says: “God was pleased to send the
message, in a miraculous manner, through little chil-
dren. As they were under age, the law of the state
could not restrain them, and they were permitted to
speak unmolested. . . . Some of them were not more
than six or eight years of age; and while their lives
testified that they loved the Saviour and were trying

William Miller
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to live in obedience to God’s holy requirements, they
ordinarily manifested only the intelligence and abil-
ity usually seen in children of that age. When stand-
ing before the people, however, it was evident they
were moved by an influence beyond their own natu-
ral gifts. Tone and manner changed. With solemn
power they gave the warning of the Judgment, em-
ploying the very words of Scripture: ‘Fear God and
give glory to Him; for the hour of His Judgment is
come.’ . . . The people heard with trembling. The
convicting Spirit of God spoke to their hearts!”

Of that time, when it was expected that the Saviour’s
coming was at hand, Mr. Miller wrote: “There is no
great expression of joy; that is, as it were, suppressed
for a future occasion, when all heaven and earth will
rejoice together with joy unspeakable and full of glory.
There is no shouting; that, too, is reserved for the
shout from heaven. The singers are silent; they are
waiting to join the angelic hosts, the choir from
heaven. The general expression is, ‘Behold, the Bride-
groom cometh! Go ye out to meet Him!’ ”

The great prophetic watchtower upon which Miller
built his brightest beacon was Dan. 8:14, “Unto two
thousand and three hundred days; then shall the
sanctuary be cleansed.” When the movement had
been making wonderful progress, it was discovered
that the commandment of Dan. 9:25, which fixes the
beginning of this period, was not executed until part
of the year 457 B.C. had expired. Therefore 2,300
full years would extend into the year 1844. But the
years 1843 and 1844 came and went; and the One
whom Miller loved and served came not to earth. Like
Mary, who stood at the rent sepulcher, so Miller and
his fellow laborers were deeply disappointed; but they
loved their Lord no less. Mary was mistaken, but she
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was no fanatic.
“Were I to live my life over again,” wrote Mr. Miller,

“with the same evidence that I then had, to be honest
with God and man, I should have to do as I have
done . . . I still believe that the day of the Lord is
near, even at the door; and I exhort you, my breth-
ren, to be watchful, and not let that day come upon
you unawares.”

And now, in view of the superabundance of evi-
dence that the movement was of God, what about
the disappointment? Ah, though this was bitter and
hard to bear, it was not so keen and cutting as was
that of the first disciples when the throne of their
King was a cross, His scepter a reed, His crown a
wreath of thorns! But both disappointments are ex-
plained by the same infallible Word. Let us “be not
faithless, but believing.”

The prophecy whose time period ended in 1844
had said, “Then shall the sanctuary be cleansed.” A
careful study of the subject of the sanctuary reveals
the fact that “the sanctuary,” “the true tabernacle,” is
in heaven, where Christ is now our High Priest; and
that its cleansing is a work of judgment, blotting out
of sins, and appointing of rewards.

With this agrees the announcement in that sol-
emn hour, placed even upon the lips of children, “Fear
God, and give glory to Him; for the hour of His Judg-
ment is come.” Rev. 14:7. Thus since 1844, it has
been, and now is, court week in heaven. Before that
great and decisive tribunal the destiny of each indi-
vidual will be determined. When the rewards for His
children are all appointed, then Christ will come, to
give to every man as his work shall be (Rev. 22:12),
and to take His people to the mansions He has gone
to prepare.

William Miller
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Revelation 10 is clearly prophetic of the opening
of “the little book” of Daniel, which had been “closed
up and sealed till the time of the end.” Dan. 12:9.
The foundation pillar of Miller’s work is found in that
book. The feeding upon that book, the sweet satis-
faction that came from it, and the bitter disappoint-
ment as well, are all pointed out in the 10th chapter
of Revelation, verses 8-10. And that all this was to
be followed by a further preaching of prophecy, is
evident from verse 11, “Thou must prophesy again
before many peoples, and nations, and tongues, and
kings.”

The great God intends that the world shall hear
His word proclaiming the event of the ages—the com-
ing of His Son, the “King of kings, and Lord of lords.”
And this sublime announcement stands as a mighty
prelude to the great closing drama, as an index fin-
ger pointing to the Saviour’s signboard—“This gos-
pel of the kingdom shall be preached in all the world
for a witness unto all nations; and then shall the end
come.”

The last and longest prophetic period has ended.
The Saviour’s sign is significant and sufficient. With
this understanding of the prophetic word, how ap-
propriate and indispensable was the work of Miller!
How many more ought to labor, and ever since have
been laboring, as he did! And what new motives for
missions awake in our hearts as we enter the mines
he explored and disclosed!

Until 1849 this devoted man lived to labor and
long for his Master’s coming. Near the close of life he
wrote: “On recalling to mind the several places of my
labors, I can reckon up about six thousand instances
of conversion from nature’s darkness to God’s mar-
velous light. . . . Of this number I can recall to mind
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about seven hundred who were, previously to attend-
ing my lectures, infidels; and their number may have
been twice as great.”

From his dying pillow he sent forth the message,
“The coming of the Lord draweth nigh; but we must
be patient and wait for Him!” How different the retro-
spect of such a life from that of one who knows not
God! And if God would take such a one—an infidel,
who knew not and loved not Him—and make of him
such a mouthpiece for Himself, will He not make of
us what He would have us be, that our hearts may
become as sacred harps to sound His praise to earth’s
remotest bounds?

William Miller
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