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PREFACE.

HE term Evangelical is used in this volume as a
convenient and well-understood designation. Its
origin, as a name given to the leaders of the revival in
the eighteenth century, is uncertain. “When and by
whom the term was first used to describe the move-
ment it is difficult to say. Towards the close of the
century it is not unusual to find among writers of
different views censures of ‘ those who have arrogated
to themselves the exclusive title of Evangelical,” but
it is very unusual indeed to find the writers of the
Evangelical school applying the title to their own
party, and when they do, it is generally followed by
some apology, intimating that they only use it
because it has become usual in common parlance.
There is not the slightest evidence to show that the
early Evangelicals claimed the title as their own in any
spirit of self-glorification.”* No doubt it expressed at
first a broad, and in the main a true distinction. It

* “ The Church of England in the Eighteenth Century.” By
the Rev. C. J. Abbey and the Rev. J. H. Overton. London,
1878. Animportant work, which appeared while these sketches
were in preparation.
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vi Preface.

was the preaching of the Evangelical leaders which, to
use Dean Merivale’s expression, “awakened the
Church of England from its philosophical pride or
lethargy.” * But if in those days they were not
forward to claim for themselves the title in any spirit of
exclusiveness, still less would they have done so in the
present day. “I venture boldly to affirm,” says Canon
Ryle, “that the success of many clergymen of other
schools than my own arises mainly from the fact that,
wittingly or unwittingly, they often preach the very
same doctrines that we do. Sixty years ago they
would have been called downright Evangelicals. We
have no longer any monopoly of Evangelical truth.”
In these simple sketches no attempt has been made
to give an impartial estimate of the men whose noble
lives are briefly related—to weigh and balance their
merits and defects. This has been done again and
again by abler pens than mine, and to me the task
would be as impossible as it would be distasteful.
Their names have been to me, from my earliest years,
the names of Fathers in the Church. They did not
all hold spiritual office, nor did they all attain to
venerable age, but their lives were fruitful, and they
all left spiritual successors and sons, to whom the
examples of Thornton and Wilberforce, the con-
secrated gifts of Cowper, and the heroism of Martyn,
no less than the wisdom of Cecil and the labours of
Simeon, are a valued inheritance. )

# “Four Lectures on some Epochs of Early Church History.”
By Charles Merivale, D.D., Dean of Ely. London, 1879.
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THE

LATER EVANGELICAL FATHERS.

CHAPTER 1.

INTRODUCTION.

HE following series of biographical sketches has
a unity of purpose which may not at first sight
be apparent ;' for the selection has not been made at
random, without reference to time or place. The re-
markable men whose careers and whose labours it is
designed to place in as concise a manner as possible
before the general reader were, in fact, in a sense,
workers together, not by any pre-arrangement of
their own, but very evidently in the arrangement of
the providence of God ; and they occupied prominent
places in a very extraordinary period in the history
both of our Church and of our country ;—a period
covering some eighty or ninety years; that is, the
end of the last, and the beginning of the present
century.

The history of the Church of Christ has not been, by
any means, one of steady progress. It has not regu--
larly gone on advancing towards the position in which
it finds itself to-day. There have been great and
glorious times, when all seemed to indicate a speedy
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2 Introduction.

triumph ; and, again, there have been times when the
general prospect seemed to be only of decay and
death. It was in an age of promise and of advance,
however, that these spiritual heroes—for such they
were—found themselves called to run each one his
course.

The eighteenth century, in fact, was, like our own,
one of progress ; but it differed from the nineteenth
in this important point, that while this opened in the
very midst of a renewal of life, both moral and
spiritual, that began with a great collapse. Strange—
yes, passing strange—it must appear to those who re-
collect the glorious ending of the seventeenth, and the
doughty deeds of those who then did battle for their
liberties and their faith, that such should have been the
case. As giants we are accustomed to regard those
men, and giants indeed they were ; but then we must
remember that in the next generation those giants
were represented in England by but the puniest of
their offspring. For the best and boldest, those who
could not keep silence, driven away by the persecu-
tions under the Stuarts, had gone to found the colonies
of New England and Virginia, where they might wor-
" ship God according to the light of His Word ; and
had left behind them, for the most part, those of
slighter build, and more easy faith, who, it would
appear, sat quietly down to enjoy the liberty gained
for them by their sires and grandsires; whilst they
indolently left the fruits of their victories all unreaped
and unharvested.

Once on a time, indeed, had old Bishop Latimer
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cheered his brother-martyr at the stake by the pre-
diction that such a candle should that day be lighted
in England as by God’s grace should never be put

~out. But at the period of which I speak that candle

had certainly burnt so low that grave fears were by
some entertained that it was about to expire altogether.
That was, perhaps, the worst period in our modern
history ; and little need would there have been to
marvel had our nation then been left to eat the fruit
of its own ways, and had found itself cast off like
many another which had despised its privileges.

But we are a favoured people; and little as such
long-suffering mercy was deserved, it was just then,
when things seemed all but desperate, that He who
doeth all things after the counsel of His own will, saw
fit to make His power and His presence known and
felt; and both our country and our Church were
saved.

Then began the great revival of the eighteenth
century, a passage in the history of Christianity as
remarkable as any that in the whole course of it can
be found, and one in which the proofs of the action of
one great Master Mind, impelling, directing, control-
ling the whole, are strong enough to satisfy any candid
inquirer after truth. Even a careless student can
see, and will confess, that a great and most marked
change for the better had somehow or other come
over the land ere the first hour of 1800 had struck ;,
but it is worth the inquiry how and by what means
that change was wrought. And, standing as we do
now on the vantage-ground of a certain distance from
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the time of action, that inquiry may be pursued with
a calmness which perhaps during the conflict was im-
possible ; while surely the proofs of design and of a
Great Designer must thus appear too manifest to be
mistaken. My object here, however, is not to tell the
story of that great movement—a story which may be
studied in the various memoirs of the times, as well as
in works devoted especially to that subject.* Those of
whom I have to tell, for the most part lived and flou-
rished when the season of buds and blossoms was over,
and when the early fruit began to appear. They were
those who, when the Church was in a measure aroused,
were appointed to set her to work, and particularly to
urge her onwards into “ the regions beyond.” At the
same time, so different were the circumstances of those
times, and the consequent positions of these honoured
labourers from those of the present day, that in order
to understand what they did, and to appreciate their
labours, together with the results, it seems necessary
to begin by taking a cursory and bird’s-eye view of the
whole century from its very beginning.

For while we all well know what England now is,
there are certainly but few who realize her condition
some hundred and eighty years back, in the time of
that terrible collapse, of which I have already spoken;
when politically, as well as morally and spiritually,
the country was in a far lower condition than it is at
present. )

Let us try to picture it to ourselves.

* Especially in Canon Ryle’s “Christian Leaders of the
Eighteenth Century.”
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Going back, then, to the year 1702, we find a female
sovereign just seated on the throne, and the country
about to engage in a war with France, which was then
aspiring to universal dominion under the * Grand
Monarque,” Louis XIV. In the course of that war
the power of France was, however, broken; and
England then, through the prowess and victories of
Marlborough, made a considerable advance towards
that high standing which she has since attained
amongst European powers.

Meantime internal changes took place, and, very
notably, the union of the Scottish with the English
Parliament was effected ; whilst the northern kingdom
was quieted by the recognition of the Presbyterian
Kirk as the Established Church of Scotland. This was
a particularly happy event; for it put an end to the
constant struggle which had hitherto gone on there
between the Church and the people, and which was
so injurious to the nation. Moreover, it was followed
by an Act for establishing schools in every parish in
that land, and by other measures by which Scotland
was rapidly raised from a miserable and turbulent
country into the industrious and peaceable one which
she now is. In the matter of schools,indeed, Scotland
seems to have been by this Act placed in advance of
England; yet during this reign many parochial schools
were also founded in England, especially in London,
and that by the personal influence of Queen Anne
herself. Moreover, many of the endowed schools
throughout the country date from this period.

Queen Anne did also another very good deed
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when she gave up a large revenue in tithes for the
purpose of augmenting the incomes of the poorer
clergy.

All these were steps in advance, and excellent
preparatory measures also for something higher.
Nor should it be forgotten that even before Anne’s
reign an important move had been made, as early as
1696, by the formation of the Society for the Pro-
motion of Christian Knowledge, through the efforts
of a few private gentlemen, and a little later, in 1701,
by the origination out of this of the Society for the
Propagation of the Gospel. Through the agency of
these two societies some efforts were made for the
evangelization of our colonies, and many thousands
of Bibles and Prayer Books were circulated through
the country. We see plainly therefore that Chris-
tianity had not utterly perished out of the land.

But then Queen Anne’s was by no means the worst
period.

All through her reign we have to remember that
there was the struggle going on to secure the Pro-
testant succession, with the Pretender always on the
watch to regain what he considered to be his own
rightful inheritance—a terror to some and an object
of chivalrous devotion to others.

After a reign of twelve years Anne died, and
George I. of Hanover succeeded. Cold, un-English,
and unloved, neither he nor his son, George II, ever
gained or tried to gain the affections of the nation ;
and their reigns continued to be disturbed by in-
vasions, or threatened invasions, of the self-styled
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James II1, and of his son. Much bitter political
feeling was the consequence; and unhappily this
feeling, which was either for or against the divine
right of kings, largely took the place of true religious
principle. So things went from bad to worse through
both these reigns, so far as what we may call the
upper wave of feeling was pérceptible.

We had not then our great manufacturing and
mining interests; for our natural riches in coal and
iron were scarcely yet suspected. Our navy was
inferior to that of the Dutch; and our colonial pos-
sessions comparatively small; Australia and New ’
Zealand being, so far as we were concerned, but lands
of the future, and India still remaining a matter of
dispute between the French and ourselves, until the
battle of Plassy was fought and won.

Of course we had our American colonies ; but, to
our shame be it spoken, we largely used these for the
worst of purposes; namely, for the encouragement of
the abominable slave trade, in which then lay our ckief
source of wealth* That atrocious traffic in human
flesh and blood had begun, as far as England was
concerned, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and was
inaugurated by Sir John Hawkins. It was in 1562
that he first seized and transported some 300 negroes
from Sierra Leone to Hispaniola ; and then, having
obtained his sovereign’s approval and patronage, he
assumed for his crest a manacled negro, and with his
second ship, blasphemously named the “ Jesus,” he

* See “History of England in the Eighteenth Century,”
by Mr. Lecky.
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made another and more extensive raid on the coast
of Guinea.

Thus patronized, the trade henceforth went on,
and attained to its height in 1713, when, by one
provision of the Treaty of Utrecht, England secured
a monopoly of the supply of slaves to the Spanish
colonies. The traffic was protected by law, and
became thoroughly ingrained into the spirit of the
nation, all heedless as the people were of the blood-
guiltiness which was thereby incurred. Lord Dart-
mouth’s words, on a remonstrance from America
" reaching him, are a proof of this : “We cannot allow
the colonies,” said he, “to check or discourage in any
way a traffic so beneficial to the nation.”

So, while rejoicing in their own liberty, Englishmen
went on capturing and transporting the poor blacks,
as if they had been brute beasts, until the time came
for a great change of public opinion.

But tuming from this melancholy picture to our
own social position and to the then condition of the
arts and of civilization, we find again a vast difference
between the condition of England at that time and
its present state. Neither steamboats nor steam car-
riages were then thought of, much less the electric
telegraph. Good stage coaches were only just begin-
ning to run, while yet the roads were but very indif-
ferent. And, of course, as a rule, people did not
travel ; at least, a journey of any kind was an event ;
and if got over witxut an attack from highwaymen,
or any other misadventure, there was real matter of
congratulation. No penny postman knocked at any
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one’s door in those days, no newspapers were hawked
about the streets, and but few existed. No gas-lights
were seen in the streets; no policemen guarded
them ; no tram-cars or omnibuses ran to and fro ; but
travellers went on foot, on horseback, or, may be, in
hackney-carriages or post-chaises; and by night
armed watchmen patrolled the streets and announced
the passing hours by their calls. There were no
sanitary arrangements or sanitary inspectors; no
such thing as vaccination was known; many of our
modern hospitals were not built ; medical science
was but in its infancy, and when any epidemic
occurred there was little beyond private benevolence
for the poor to depend on. As for education, it was
not then reckoned as a thing for the masses at all;
there were no ragged or Sunday schools, and in rural
districts frequently no school at all, though in others
the old dame school supplied in some measure the
want ; but, as has been stated, the idea of educating
the poor was only just beginning to gain ground; as
is proved by the erection of parochial schools in some
of the larger towns.

To counterbalance all these deficiencies it must be
remembered, however, that the population in those
days was far, very far below its present mark, and
that probably private responsibilities were sometimes
more vividly realized than now, when so many depend
on the action of societies ; and there can be no doubt
that domestic order and discipline were unquestion-
ably far more strict.

We have advanced in the various matters just enu-
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merated, and in many others left untouched ; yet for
all that, there are many old people, as we know, who
still mourn over the good old times of their own or
of their parents’ youth. But it is a golden haze which
covers the past, and drapes it in illusions ; and it needs
only a comparison between the light and liberty of the
present and the ignorance and slavery of the past, to
convince any calm, dispassionate thinker that, as has
been well observed, no times in the history of our
world were ever equal in advantages of all kinds to
those in which we live. Truly, how many so ever of
good isolated examples in the time of which I speak
we may be able to recal, we have only to look into the
literature of the period to discover how low were the
morals as well as the religious feeling of that age.
 Learned men, no doubt, there were in sufficient num-
bers during Queen Anne’s reign to cause that to be
denominated “ the Augustan age of Britain;” but yet
the tone of light popular literature, and of the works
of fiction and romance, in this and the succeeding
reigns, was so lamentably debased, that few indeed
were the works of that description that could have
conduced either to good morals or good breeding.
We turn to the theology, and we find that to consist
almost entirely of defences of the faith. It was, in
fact, a defensive and not an offensive warfare against
the powers of evil that was then carried on ; and this
just because infidel writings so largely abounded.
Infidelity indeed then prevailed to such an alarming
extent that timid Christians really trembled for the
very existence of Christianity. And as the century
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advanced things seemed, up to a certain point, to
grow worse instead of better. But even as early as
the days of the “good Queen Anne” we have Bishop
Burnet bemoaning the imminent ruin hanging over
the Church; which, he said, arose as much from inter-
nal decay as from external dangers. And, a little
later, Archbishop Secker tells us that “an open dis-
regard for religion had become the distinguishing
character of the age ;” while Bishop Butler adds his
testimony that “ it had come, he knew not how, to be
taken for granted by many that Christianity had been
at length discovered to be fictitious, and that nothing
remained but to set it up as a principal subject of
mirth and ridicule.”

So he wrote his famous work on natural religion;
Sir Isaac Newton produced his book on the “ Fulfilled
Prophecies,” and Nathaniel Lardner his ¢ Credibility
of the Gospel History ;” whilst Berkeley, Sherlock,
Dr. Samuel Clarke, and others, composed defensive
treatises which are still standard works in our own
day.

But none of these affected the condition of the
mass of the people.

The churches in London and the large cities con-
tinued to be all but empty, and of those who did
attend the services, but few indeed by any stretch
of charity could be regarded at all as worshippers,—
so utterly indecorous and unseemly was the general
conduct of the congregations.

In some country villages, especially where there
was a good squire, things might be better; but so
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far as can be gathered from the testimony remain-
ing, a good conscientious pastor, either in town or
_ country, either in the Church of England or out of it,
was then a great rarity.

Addison pronounced it to be an unquestionable
truth that there was then less appearance of religion
in England than in any neighbouring state, whether
Protestant or Catholic. And Montesquieu declared
that “there was no religion in England,—that the
subject if mentioned in society excited nothing but
laughter, and that not more than four or five
members of the House of Commons were regular
attendants at church,”—words which, if somewhat
exaggerated, as it is clear they were, at least had a
good foundation in truth. And what was the
practical result ?

Sir James Stephen, in one of his lectures makes
the following remark :—* The theology of any age at
once ascertains and regulates its moral stature ; and
at the period of which we speak the austere virtues
of the Puritans, and the meek and social, though not
less devout spirit of the worthies of the Church of
England, if still to be detected in the recesses of
private life, were discountenanced by the geneval habits
of society.”

And Canon Ryle in plainer terms declares that
“ duelling, adultery, fornication, gambling, swearing,
Sabbath-breaking, and drunkenness were hardly
regarded as any vices at all. They were the fashion-
able practices of people in the highest ranks of
society.”
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Yet whilst such was the condition of the nation,
and whilst, as we see, it was mourned over by a few
pious souls both among Churchmen and Dissenters,
we look in vain through the first quarter of the
century for any who with the unclouded faith of the
Hookers and Baxters, the Howes, Donnes, Taylors,
Halls, or Bunyans, of other days, should raise their
voices as men who knew what the only remedy was,
and who felt that it was theirs to wield unflinchingly
the sword of the Spirit, which is the Word of God.

Such men, however, or rather men of their spirit,
and men prepared for the times, were about to
appear. It was like the darkness that precedes the
dawn ; but the dawn was nevertheless at hand. While
infidelity still stalked abroad, while doubt and dread
hung over many a mind, and a kind of despair took
possession of others, then the Lord who ruleth on
high at length made His presence to be felt. It had
seemed as though His remembrancers had cried to
Him in vain, and as if their prayers were all unheeded;
but now, “like a giant refreshed with wine, God
seemed,” in the words of the Psalmist, “to awake
out of sleep,” and by His own instruments, pre-
pared each one apart—one here, another there—to do
what none as yet had seemed able even to attempt.

Let those who say that they would fain believe
in the truth of revelation and Christianity, but
cannot find a satisfactory proof that their origin is
divine, read the memoirs and ponder well the history
of that great revival, making what deductions they
" will for the shortcomings of the men, but marking
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the real unity of the whole work, and then the vast
and enormous results ;—going, as it were, backwards
and forwards in their minds, contrasting what Eng-
land was at its beginning with what these men left
her, and further what she has become under all the
following extensions of that spiritual awakening;
and then ask themselves what but a Divine Power at
work could have wrought the change?

I must pause, to do little more than name those
who were really the apostles of the movement; and
they were only some eleven or twelve.

~And first the two Wesleys, but, of course, princi-

pally John, and about the same time Whitefield,
began the work. The former were the sons of a
country clergyman and the latter of an innkeeper.
They were awakened by no sudden means; but
gradually, especially John Wesley, doing the will of
God as far as they knew it, they came to the know-
ledge of the Saviour. In Christ Church, Oxford, they
and one or two others used to meet and study their
Greck Testament ; and while they studied, they also
laid down such strict rules for their daily lives that
they were soon surnamed the “ Methodists.” From
the first also they tried to evangelize, by visiting the
prisons, and among the poor.

But when they really discovered the Gospel to be the
only panacea for evils of all kinds, and also their own
powers in the way of preaching, then they gave them-
selves to that work, as but very few indeed had ever
done before; and great was the impression which
they everywhere produced. Men and women of all
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classes came together in immense crowds to hear
them, and with such blessed results that eternity
alone can reveal how many shall be their crown of
rejoicing.

Meanwhile, all apart, Rowlands, the apostle of
Wales, was aroused, and he too went to work, and’
these three, though attached members of the Church
of England, soon found themselves cast out of her
bosom on account of the doctrines which they taught.

A few others, however, retained their positions ;
and Grimshaw, and a little later Henry Venn, in York-
shire, evangelized all round the north; Fletcher of
Madeley, in Shropshire and its neighbourhood ; the
eccentric Berridge of Everton, in six or seven of the
eastern counties ; while Toplady, best known now as
the hymn-writer, laboured in Devonshire, and Walker
in Cornwall.

It was a revival, especially in the Church of England,
and evidently by means of our church the country
was to be aroused. This is said without any idea of
disparagement to other bodies, who equally needed
and who shared in the blessing and soon joined in the
great work. But the change began in the Established
Church, which but for these zealous men might
have remained still in state of torpor.

I have only here named the chief of them, but must
not forget to make special notice of Romaine, the
‘one of the whole band most evidently fitted for city
work, and the one who found himself quite early in
life called to occupy a post in London, where he was
the most noted preacher for many a year ; and where,
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after patiently standing his ground against the most
desperate opposition, he at length came to be so
highly esteemed that at his death it was found utterly
impossible to give him a private funeral.

Meantime, though these were the men of per-
haps greatest renown, yet here and there one and
another were taking up their ministry in downright
earnest, and the names of Robinson of Leicester,
and Riland, of Birmingham, were far from being
unknown in their day and generation; and the
labourers, being but few, were as a rule much drawn
together in brotherly love, as they met and mutually
discovered that it was one work which they were
doing. God Himself had indeed worked ; and each
one individually felt and acknowledged His hand ;
nevertheless there had been no haste in the working,
for in most of these cases the personal change in the
minister had been wrought very gradually, and the
process had covered in some instances a space of
years. Worthy of note, too, was the way in which
their centres of action were arranged, so that about
the same time the whole country should be acted
upon, or, in the strong language of old Bunyan,
“stormed by the mighty ones of Emmanuel.”

In this arrangement we may see one of the clearest
-proofs of design somewhere, but certainly not in them-
selves ; for it came about in each case through some
peculiar circumstance, and generally without com-
munication with any other. Then, too, the work
was to be done, as of old, through the “ foolishness of
preaching,” and very considerable appear to have

’
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been the powers of most—perhaps of all—of them as
public speakers. Whitefield, doubtless, was the prince
among them ; for he possessed a voice and power
of elocution perfectly marvellous. He was really the
originator of the important institution of open-air
preaching ; but Rowlands must have been in ‘this
matter a giant too, for he was a centre of attraction
to the whole principality. Fletcher would have been,
in the opinion of Wesley himself, but for the want of
physical strength, the first preacher in England;
while Romaine had all those qualities’ which could
draw and retain large congregations of business men
and men of thought, sometimes of learning.

True, some of the others were eccentric; they had
gifts differing one from another, and some were fitted
for rural districts, others for town life ; but that the
good hand of the Lord was with them all who shall
dare to doubt ?

In labours most -abundant,* in journeyings oft,
they laboured not for themselves; for through
love to Christ and to perishing souls, they scorned
positions which their powers might easily have won
them, and .as for the silver and the gold, these were
counted by them as dross.

We are often tempted now-a-days to discuss coldly
the respective merits of these great men, or perhaps
their failings ; but let us, instead, pause here to con-
sider the results of their work.

Beforehand, we had England cold, dead, indifferent,

* In the course of the thirty-four years of his ministry White-
field is said to have preached 18,000 times.
C
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aland of empty churches’and irreligious people. A few
years pass over, and the whole country is roused ; and
then we may picture to ourselves the two travelling
evangelists, Whitefield and Wesley, continually ad-
dressing enormous multitudes, and seeing almost
each time that they did so, many conscience-stricken
and crying, “ What shall we do to be saved ?”

We may think of Grimshaw, with his ten or a
dozen weekly services in church, in cottage or in barn,
about his own parish, and often called hither and
thither to preach elsewhere, not only in Yorkshire,
but in Lancashire, Cheshire, and Derbyshire ; then
of Rowlands, and of the crowds singing their Welsh
hymns as they travelled to hear him, or on Sacra-
ment days thronging to the Lord’s table to the
number of 2,000.0r 3,000 communicants. We pass
on to Walker and his Cornish miners, across to
Everton with its eccentric pastor Berridge, ever on
the move, ever at work ; and then to the metropolis,
where laboured that studious city preacher, William
Romaine.

The face of the country and the prospects of
religion are altogether changed.

Frequent irregularity there had been through all
that time; for the condition of the people required
strong and out-of-the-way measures. It would not do
for clergymen in our days to be preaching “by their
leave or against their leave” in other men’s parishes.
But then, all over the land the pastors had forsaken
their flocks, the people were perishing for lack of
knowledge, and these Elijahs and Elishas who sud-
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denly appeared, urged on to the rescue by the mighty
fire that burnt within them, could not be bound, and,
what is more, the word of the Lord had free course
and was glorified. In a short space of time the few
evangelists were multiplied to hundreds; and then
gradually did order resume its sway.

There had been a great quickening ; and hencefor-
ward the living Church began to move—not the
teachers only, but the people, the great body of
those who composed the Church. On all sides there
began a questioning, What can I do? What shall I
do? and the prayer, “Thy kingdom come,” went up
day by day from no unmeaning lips, but with deep
longing and desire; and thus mighty works began
to be attempted in the name of the Lord.

Still the awakening went on; still, thank God, the
life continues, though into the midst of the great
harvest-field the old enemy has since then cast his
tares.

But among the many workers there were still
needed, and there were happily still found, some
who deserved to be called chiefs, some whose names
stand out as those of men who should be held
in everlasting remembrance, as the originators of
great designs, as the abolishers of long-standing evils,
as great teachers of the people. Such were those
nine of whom the following chapters treat, every
one of whom having passed away before the year
1850, and most of them much earlier, there is
already danger of their fading from the remem-
brance of the present generation,



CHAPTER IL
JOHN THORNTON.

1720—1790.

¢ Thou hadst an industry in doing good,
Restless as his who toils and sweats for food.”

Cowper.
“ HERE is a history yet to be written which
will declare that amongst the mightiest forces
for good in this land have been the social and
religious enterprises of the Christian Church.”

So most truly remarked a speaker at one of
our recent anniversaries; for in ordinary histories
how little do we find respecting such matters? And
yet to write such a history might prove a somewhat
difficult task, inasmuch as the materials are in some
cases rather difficult to obtain. Biographies, it is
true, abound in our day; but there was a time when
such works were not common. Instances, in fact,
occur where of some great benefactor of his species
no memoir has ever been written, and where particu-
lars of his work are therefore scarce and often
obscure ; and, so far as now appears, it was so in the
case of the ** ever-memorable John Thornton,” who, on
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account of his early date, and the position which he
occupied with reference to other workers, must, albeit
that he was a layman, stand first in our series. It
was in a very critical period that he was appointed to
occupy his peculiar position. He lived before the
birth of our great societies, before our erphanages
were built, before many of our hospitals were even
projected. He lived in times when, generally speak-
ing, if good was to be done, it must be done by
private exertions, and through private means. And
yet he lived when there was a growing conscious-
ness of past neglect, and of the need for action—
when, in short, many were planning and attempting
works. for the good of their fellow-creatures and for
the glory of God. .

In the present day no sooner is an evil recognised
than men and women combine to combat it. They
appeal to the public, they form a society, and soon
the needed supplies come in. Now, we are accustomed
to hear the complaint that the multiplication of
societies is an evil of our times, that the demands on
the public are too great, and the calls too many. This
is the state of things to-day; but then it was very
different,—~so entirely different indeed that without
some extraordinary supply of means the willing
workers must in many cases have stood still, and a
large portion of the work which they planned must
have been left untouched. But the silver and the
gold, quite as much as the hearts of men, are in the
hands of the Lord, and just at the time when they were
needed He provided a dispenser as well as a purse.
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This dispenser was John Thornton ; and the purse
He put into his hands. .

It was a time, as I have said before, when God
Himself was doing great things by means of single
individuals. He was calling out one here and one
there, to stand in some great gap. Each one was, as
it would appear, to be a marked man, and thus often
to do the double work of occupying a certain post,
and of serving as an example to others.

I am speaking generally (for some certainly served
the latter purpose more evidently than others), but
still especially with reference to the subject of the
present chapter.

The duty of giving is one that needs to be con-
stantly brought before the Church of Christ, and
perhaps never more so than in a time of religious
fervour ; and therefore, we cannot doubt, a bright
example was to be given to it at that particular crisis,
in John Thornton, on whom were liberally bestowed
both the means and the ready mind.

Few indeed of all the human race, or in any period,
ever set before themselves so high a standard, or
pressed forward so persistently towards the mark of
perfect stewardship, as did John Thornton ; and yet for
all that, though we meet his name at every turn, in
reading the history of the times in the biographies of
his contemporaries, we have to content ourselves with
these reminiscences, and with such few notices of him
as were published after his death.

From these, therefore, the best idea that can be
formed of him must be obtained, and from these the
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following sketch is drawn, for it certainly is not fitting
that such a one should be forgotten, or suffered to
pass out of memory.

John Thornton was born, then, in 1720,—that is, in
the sixth year of King George I, and just as John
Wesley was approaching manhood. If any record of
his childhood and early youth exists, it seems to be
unknown ; and so is the history of his early spiritual
life. This one fact is, however, left on record, that
when he attained his majority, and set out in life, it
was with a fortune of £100,000 that he began; and
this, it should be remembered, was really a far larger
sum in those days than it would be accounted at
present.

Then, in the memoir of the life of the Rev. Henry
Venn, of Huddersfield, and afterwards of Yelling, it
is mentioned that soon after entering on his first
curacy at Clapham he became acquainted with a
young man of deep piety, whose views of divine truth -
soon became congenial with his own. '

This young man was no other than John Thornton,
who soon came to be known as the richest merchant
in England, and, with one exception, in Europe,
and by far the most liberal.

It was of this same man that Mr. Scott said, in his
funeral sermon after his decease, that “he was com-
monly regarded rather as a prodigy to be wondered
at, than as an example to be followed ;” and yet by
some that example was followed, and the lesson
thus afforded has done infinite good.

If ever there was a man of one idea, it may con-
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fidently be affirmed that it was this rich merchant.
And what a splendid idea it was! We do not know
how it was introduced into his mind ; yet on his entry
into life it seems to bave been firmly rooted there,
—that these good things of which he found himself
possessed were not gifts, but loans; and that as he
was not his own, but a purchased slave of his Re-
deemer, so neither were his riches his own property,
but just the talents committed to his care as a
steward.

“ How hardly shall they that have riches enter into
the kingdom of God !” had said the Saviour ; and can
we doubt that those words had made a deep impres-
sion on his youthful mind; and that very early in
life he had resolved to try the power of that grace
which renders all things possible ?

Be that as it may, whether a mother’s voice first
found the willing ear, or that of a father, or whether
it was by means of preaching, or of the simple reading
of God’s word, the result was soon made manifest;
and no sooner did he enter upon life than he began
to be known as one of the most liberal of men.

“ His charities,” said a writer in the Gentleman's
Magasine, * transcended belief, and reached even the
remotest parts of the globe. Generally the half of
his income was devoted to these purposes.”

But the fact really was that no one could possibly
tell how much John Thornton gave away, because he
was not like many men, who reckon upon public c/at
and public praise. To him, how to give and when to
give, were a life study. His property must be laid out
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to the very best account in his great Master's, service,
and therefore ke kearkened to His calls. Those calls
were a part of his daily work, and troublesome as
they might be, he never seems to have contented
" himself with turning to them a deaf ear, or a cold,
unsympathizing heart and voice.

It is well, indeed, to hear of thousands glven when
thousands are needed ; yet the Lord looketh not on
the amount, but on the heart of the giver.

This was never forgotten by John Thoraton.

Most evidently did he regard himself only as a
steward responsible for the use made of a large pro-
perty. And he had his reward even here ; but it was
not the reward of seeing his good deeds in print. No;
it was the reward #z Aimse/f. Having accustomed
himself not only to give but to listen, his heart became
indeed a heart of flesh. The various cries of distress
entered there ; and so he learnt the luxury of giving.

“ He was,” says Sir James Stephen, “one of those
rare men in whom the desire to relieve distress
assumes the form of a master passion.” “To form
and execute plans of usefulness,” said Mr. Scott, “to
select proper agents to carry on carrespondence for
these ends—these and such concerns were the main
occupations of his life, nor did he think his time well
spent if not so employed.”

And what he next adds is worthy of thoughtful
attention. “He observed a strict frugality in his
personal expenses. He had no relish for magni-
ficence.”

“ His dinner-hour,” we learn from Mr. Wilberforce,
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“was two o'clock; and on several evenings in the
week he attended service at some church or chapel in
the neighbourhood, often sitting up afterwards to a
late hour in his private apartment, engaged in religious
exercises.”

Here, indeed, we have the secret of this good man’s
life, and see that he was not merely one of a kind
disposition, but that he was a Christian, feeling
himself in the midst of temptations, pressing
towards the mark of his high calling, and with an
eye open to sorrows wholly invisible to the merely
benevolent worldling. “ His bounties,” as Cowper
said, “were all Christian ;” and his eye was over the
land to see what others were doing, and to note
where he could help. He watched whilst England was
awakening from north to south, from east to west ;
and watched in order to see what he could do.

The multitudes had not stood in vain to hearken
to the burning words of Whitefield, of Wesley, of
Rowlands, of Grimshaw, and others. God’s Spirit
had been and was still over them, and many were
they who believed. When Romaine first began his
course, he could count but six or seven of the clergy
like-minded with himself; but before he died he
could reckon over five hundred whom he regarded as
fellow-labourers in word and doctrine. And all these
men, as they awoke to a sense of their responsibilities,
naturally strove to overtake the heavy arrears of the
past; to say nothing of the thousands among the
laity who were likewise pressing into the vineyard.

Mr. Thornton anxiously watched, as far as he
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could, what all these people were doing, and was
never better pleased than when he could give any
one a helping hand.

He was concerned in the very first plan—and that

*was originated, like many another good one, in a
meeting of a society which will often be mentioned
in this volume, the Eclectic—in a plan for sending
a chaplain to Botany Bay.

The Rev. R. Johnson, the predecessor to the Rev.
Samuel Marsden, was the person chosen, and through
the influence of Mr. Wilberforce he was appointed.

In 1786 the Rev. Henry Venn wrote to a friend,
“I have received a letter from dear Mr. Thornton,
saying that he, last Sunday, introduced Mr. Richard
Johnson to 250 of his future congregation aboard the
hulk at Woolwich.”

Thus was he ready to seize any possible oppor-
tunity of doing good abroad ; but in those days there
were not many such occasions, while the work at
home was so overwhelming.

In those days livings had not been “augmented ;”
there were no “additional grants for curates;” no
Pastoral Aid Society, or London and Town Missions
then existed. There was no Tract Society or Bible
Society as yet, even for home work.

What then could these many workers, often with.
small means, do?

The fact is, as we have remarked, that it is impos-
sible to say what they could have done, if God had
not called out and prepared a John Thornton. But itis
evident that he was just the provison for the necessities
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of the times ; and, as may easily be seen, he answered,
for that particular period, a thousand times better
than any organizations of which we can conceive.
With nearly all the benevolent schemes of the
times we find his name connected in some way;
and those who knew him testify how earnestly he
entered into those good works for which he gave
. his money, as well as how cheerily he gave whenever
he felt that it would serve a good purpose. He was
the almoner-general ; and his purse was the common
resource to which all the good people fled when they
wanted supplies for their work; while at the same
time many a widow and orphan, and many a needy
pastor worn out with anxiety and pinching poverty,
found in him a ready and sympathizing friend.

Here, indeed, lay one great distinction between
himself and many another well known as a liberal
almsgiver,—that people had access to him, that they
could go and tell him of their pinching poverty
or pressing need, and find in him a ready listener
and a compassionate sympathizer. And he would
be as liberal where but a small sum was needed
as where a large one might be asked of him. For
with him, we see plainly, it was not merely a question
as to the amount—* Do I give the right proportion? ”
but also as to the manner, and the channel into
which his bounty was to flow—*“Do I listen for the
Lord’s voice?”

No wonder that Sir James Stephen should speak
of him as “a merchant renowned in his generation.for
a munificence more than princely.”
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The following instances will show the manner of
the man.

The Welsh apostle, Daniel Rowlands, was a poor
man all his life ; yet he might have had a good benefice
had he not preferred to remain with his flock at
Llangeitho. One was offered him by John Thomton,
and when it was declined this message was sent through
the son,—*“The reasons your father assigns are highly
creditable to him. It is not usual with me to allow
other people to go to my pocket, but tell your father
he is fully welcome to do so whenever he pleases.”

On one occasion Mr. Thornton paid a visit to the
Rev. J. Newton at Olney. When he left the vicarage,
he put into Mr. Newton’s hands a sum of money for
hospitalities and for the poor, saying, “ Help the
poor and needy. Keep open house for such as are
deserving. I will allow you statedly £200 a year,
and will readily send whatever you may have occa-
sion to draw for more.” .

Mr. Newton once said that in this way he be-
lieved he had received from Mr. Thornton more
than £3,000.

A fortune, no matter how large, might soon thus be
spent; but one scheme on which he expended very
many thousands of pounds remains to be mentioned.

It was difficult in those times to get faithful men
appointed to important and influential positions; so
strong in high places was the feeling against evan-
gelical doctrine, and so common was the practice in
cases of private patronage—a practice, alas! still far
too common—of regarding a cure of souls only in
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the light of a piece of valuable property, and of
giving it away accordingly.

Mr. Thornton therefore devoted large sums to the
purchase of livings which he might have at his own
disposal, as in the case of the offer made to Daniel
Rowlands.

These livings were after his death known as “ The
Thornton Trust,” and secured, as far as was possible,
to be given only to evangelical persons.

A man who spent his money in this manner
might well value its possession, and yet would he
be one who might be expected to bear losses well,

. One anecdote has been preserved which shows that
this was the case.

On opening his letters one morning, he found one
which gave him tidings of the wreck of a valuable
ship and cargo, by which he suffered a heavy loss. He
looked in serious mood for a few moments, and then,
turning to other letters, which, as was daily the case,
besought his aid for some charitable and religious
purposes, his face brightened, and he took out his
.cheque-book and began to write, cheerily saying,
“Let us try to do a little good while we have still
the means of doing so.”

And it has been often related how on another
occasion, when he had been listening to a tale of dis-
tress told him by a poor clergyman who was weighed
down by the expenses of a large family, and had just
gladdened his heart by a cheque for £75, a letter was
put into his hand. He took it and read it, and
then said, “ My dear sir, I have just received tidings
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of so heavy a loss that I must ask you to return my
cheque.” _

The poor man did so, naturally with a very heavy
heart, when Mr. Thoraton immediately took his pen,
and having added another figure, gave it back to his
astonished visitor, who quickly discovered that he
had now in his bands a cheque, not for £5, but for
£so.

Mr. Thornton, no doubt, had his failings, though,
as he had no biographers, these have not been told to
us. It has somewhere, however, been hinted that he
was somewhat eccentric, and possibly he showed his
eccentricities something in the manner just related.
“ Conscious of no aims but such as might invite
scrutiny,” says Sir James Stephen, “he pursued them
after his own fearless fashion, yielding to every
honest impulse, choosing his associates in scorn of
mere worldly precepts, and worshipping with any
fellow-Christian whose heart beat in unison with his
own.”

It would, perhaps, have made the Church too little
independent had such a fund of wealth been long at
its command without the necessity for taking trouble
in collecting it; and no doubt when, in 1790, John
Thornton was taken to his rest, just one year before
John Wesley departed, there must have been a kind
of orphaned feeling in a very wide circle indeed.

But the example had been given; and in the next
ten years there was a vast expansion of earnest feeling
and of growth. That Christ’s kingdom might come, not
only here in our own little isle, but everywhere, in all
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countries of the habitable globe, became increasingly
the yearning desire of many a Christian heart. And
it would seem as if even then the vision of the angel
spoken of in the fourteenth chapter of Revelation was
about to receive a wider fulfilment than had yet been
seen, in the carrying of the everlasting gospel through
all the world.

John Thornton did not, however, live to see the
commencement of the age of missions. He died just
as it was beginning, and his old friend Mr. Venn thus
wrote of the event :—*“I have very sensibly felt the
loss of my old and affectionate friend John Thornton,
after an intimacy of thirty-six years, from his first
receiving Christ till he took his departure with a
convoy of angels to see Him who had so long been
all his salvation and all his desire.” Few of the fol-
lowers of the Lamb, it may be truly said, have ever
done more to feed the hungry, clothe the naked, or
to spread the knowledge of Christ crucified.

His children asked him at the last hour whether
he was happy .““Yes,” he said, “happy in Jesus; all
things are as well as they can be.” The last words
were “Precious, precious”—Jesus, he would have
added, but his breath failed.

“While I was in town,” said one of his friends, ¢ it
was pleasing to hear only one subject talked of, ‘the
beloved Gaius’ and his goodness, and the grace from
whence it all flowed.”

The testimony of his young connection, Mr. Wilber-
force, may here be added :—

“In Bath died all that was mortal of John
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Thornton. It was by living with great simplicity of
intention and conduct as a Christian, more than by
any superiority of understanding or of knowledge,
that he rendered his name illustrious. He devoted
large sums annually to charitable purposes, especially
to the promotion of religion. He assisted many
clergymen, enabling them to live in comfort and
practise a useful hospitality. His personal habits
were remarkably simple. He died without a groan,
in full view of eternal glory.”

“ Poets attempt the noblest task they can,
Praising the Author of all good in man ;
And next, commemorating worthies lost,
The dead in whom that good abounded most.

% Thee, therefore, of commercial fame, but more
Famed for thy probity from shore to shore,
Thee, Thornton ! worthy in some page to shine,
As honest, and more eloquent than mine,

I mourn ; or, since thrice happy thou must be,
The world, no longer thy abode, not thee,
Thee to deplore were grief misspent indeed ;
It were to weep that goodness has its meed ;
That there is bliss prepared in yonder sky,
And glory for the virtuous when they die.

“ What pleasure can the miser’s fondled hoard,
Or spendthrift’s prodigal excess afford,
Sweet as the privilege of healing woe,
By virtue suffered, combating below ?
That privilege was thine : Heaven gave thee means
T’ illumine with delight the saddest scenes,
Till thy appearance chased the gloom, forlorn
As midnight, and despairing of a morn,
D
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Thou hadst an industry in doing good,
Restless as his who toils and sweats for food.
Avarice in thee was the desire of wealth

By rust imperishable or by stealth ;

And if the genuine worth of gold depend

On application to its noblest end,

Thine had a value in the scales of heaven,
Surpassing all that mine or mint had given.
And though God made thee of a nature prone
To distribution boundless of thine own,

And still by motives of religious force
Impelled thee more to that heroic course,

Yet was thy liberality discreet,

Nice in its choice, and of a tempered heat ;
And though in act unwearied, secret still,

As in some solitude the summer rill
Refreshes, where it winds, the faded green,
And cheers the drooping flowers, unheard, unseen.

“ Such was thy charity ; no sudden start,
After long sleep, of passion in the heart,
But stedfast principle, and, in its kind,
Of close relation to the eternal Mind,
Traced easily to its true source above,
To Him whose works bespeak His nature, love.

“ Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make
This record of thee for the gospel’s sake ;
That the incredulous themselves may see
Its use and power exemplified in thee.

Nov., 1790. COWPER.

“Yet was thy liberality discreet.”

This was very true, for John Thornton had a
family ; he had sons to establish in the world ; and if,
amidst all his other charities, he had neglected to
provide suitably for them, he would have been very
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culpable. But it was not so. He did not hoard for
his children ; he did not seek to make them richer
men than their father had been, as is the wont of
wealthy men, but he put them into suitable positions,
and gave each enough to make his own way in life.
At his death, in fact, he left to be divided amongst
them a sum about equal to that which he himself
had inherited.

Of course, it followed that no one of them was as
wealthy as the father had been ; yet, so far as appears,
they were quite content, and this, no doubt, because
he had made them the sharers of his benevolent
schemes; because he had judiciously taught them
the right use of money and the happiest way of
spending it.

There are abundant proofs that the virtue of
liberality did not expire in the family when the head
of it was called to his reward ; but we know most
about his third son, Henry Thornton, who was richly
endowed with it.

Just as his father had been throughout his life the
friend of Henry Venn, so was he closely united in
friendship and in sympathy with the son of that
venerable man—John Venn, the rector of Clapham.
And perhaps in some respects these two younger men
of the second generation were alike in character.
Their fathers had been distinctly Jeaders ; but neither
of the sons could be exactly so described. Of Henry
Thornton Sir James Stephen says, that “apart, and
sustained only by his own resources, he would neither
have undertaken nor conceived the more noble of
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those benevolent designs to which his life was
devoted ;” and this because, “though possessed of a
fine, almost fastidious taste, he was yet destitute of all
creative imagination, and had not that moral courage
which exults in struggle with danger.” In short, he
had not his father’s enterprise, nor his enthusiastic
nature, though he had many other excellent qualities
—and qualities which were, perhaps, to be read in
his rather striking countenance, his scrutinizing eyes,
beneath brows serene and capacious, and in his
lips, which always seemed prepared to speak, and
yet to speak wisely. He, too, was one of the
Clapham worthies ; but he was also for thirty years a
member of Parliament; where, like Wilberforce, he
sat as an independent member, and never once gave
a party vote. He was a Whig and a supporter of
Reform and Toleration ; but he did not often speak.

He wrote, however, a good deal; and amongst
other things, a volume of family prayers ; but nothing
likely to descend to posterity. A deeply pious,
but a somewhat reserved man as to religious matters
was Henry Thornton; and he was blessed with a
peaceful and happy domestic life, into which, in his
own family circle, though he had nine children, death
never entered during his life-time. But he, like his
father, thought only of providing things honest and
suitable; and whilst he aimed not to diminish; he
made no effort to increase the patrimony which had
come to him.

So, whilst a single man, the poor received about
six-sevenths of his income ; and when he became the
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head of a family he decided that one-third of it was
"the right proportion for him to give away.

But his heart, like that of his father, was ready for

noble deeds. He had but to perceive where by liberal
help he could do real good, and at once, and without
grudging, he came forward to the necessary extent.

An instance of this occurred in connection with the
ministry of his father’s old friend, Mr. Newton. At
his church there was present one Sunday a young
man who was in considerable anxiety of mind, and
who was soon led to open his heart to Mr. Newton.
This was Claudius Buchanan, a man afterwards
well known in connection with Christian work in
India. And when, some time after, he felt a desire
to enter the ministry, but had not the means to carry
him through college, Mr. Henry Thornton took the
whole expense upon himself.

Sir James Stephen relates the following instances
of his disinterested generosity :—

“Tidings of the commercial failure of a near kins-
man embarked him at once on an inquiry how far
he was obliged to indemnify those who might have
given credit to his relative in a reliance, however
unauthorized, on his own resources; and again the
coffers of the banker were unlocked by the astute-
ness of the casuist.

“A mercantile partnership, which without his
knowledge had obtained from his firm large and
improvident advances, became so hopelessly embar-
rassed, that their bankruptcy was pressed on him as
the only chance of averting from his own house the
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most serious disasters. He overruled the proposal,
on the ground that they whose rashness had given to
their debtors an unmerited credit, had no right to call
on others to divide with them the consequent loss.
To the last farthing, therefore, he discharged the
liabilities of the insolvents, at a cost of which his own
share exceeded £20,000.”

That one who so remembered the claims of the
poor and needy, whose sense of justice and of mercy
was so high, should be blessed with a home which his
presence always sufficed to render happy, is a fact in
which most persons will rejoice.

Henry Thornton, moreover, seems to have been a
man who was thoroughly mixed up with almost every
good cause, and who was a friend of all those excellent
men of the day who were bound together by religious
sympathies. It may be mentioned here that he was
travelling with Cowper’s friend, young Mr. Unwin,
when the latter was taken ill with fever at Win-
chester, and died.

His was truly a saint-like character, and the ex-
ample which he had witnessed in his father he handed
down to his children,—an inheritance far richer than
that of any amount of silver and gold.

As a “lover of good men,” as a worker together
with Wilberforce, Buchanan, Venn, and many other
worthies, who were wont to meet in the library in his
Clapham villa, and discuss plans for the reformation of
abuses, and for the diffusion of the gospel of Christ,
they would ever think of him; and blessed are such
memories.



CHAPTER IIIL

JOHN NEWTON.
1725—1807.

“One of the most devoted and single-hearted of Christian
ministers.”—ZLecky.

MAN far better known to later generations, on
account of his very remarkable story and the
nature of his talents, was Mr. Thornton’s friend, John
Newton, his junior only by five years, but his survivor
by many more ; and while we know next to nothing
of the childhood and youth of that faithful steward of
this world’s goods, we know a great deal—we seem,
indeed, to know everything about the life of the much-
loved old John Newton, from its very beginning to
its close ; so fully has he himself told us of the changes
and chances of his eventful early years, with all their
follies and sins, and the subsequent reformation, as
well as the most interesting parts of what followed;
and so many were there to testify of the rest.

Those of us whose fortune it has been to have
aged relatives and friends, are probably familiar with
his name; for though the fellow-labourer of most
of the excellent of the last century, he yet lived on for
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seven years into this wonderful nineteenth, in which
we are so largely reaping the benefits of the earnest
labours of such as he. He was born in.172s, living,
therefore, in the time of which Sir William Black-
stone wrote, when he said that, “ having a curiosity
to know how matters stood in regard to religion, he
went to every London church of note, but did not
hear one discourse that had more Christianity in it
than the writings of Cicero; so that he could not
have discovered from what he heard, whether the
preacher were a follower of Confucius, or of Mahomet,
or of Christ.”

But John Newton had a pious mother, one of those
hidden ones whose very existence proved that vital
Christianity had not wholly perished out of the land,
and the desire of whose heart it was that her darling
and only child should grow up to be a minister of the
everlasting gospel. She was a Dissenter, it is true,
yet could she have seen him some half-century later,
standing in a Church of England pulpit, as one of
the only two evangelical clergymen in London having
churches of their own, and there holding forth the
word of life to an audience that hung upon his lips,
she would doubtless have given God hearty thanks
on his behalf,

During her life-time we may think of her son as a
pleasing child, always happy in his dear mother’s
society, and caring for no other ; a forward child, too,
who could read at four years old, and one whose mind
was stored with many a simple piece of poetry, many
a hymn, and many a passage of Scripture. He was
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learning Latin before she died, and that, in her mind,
with a view to the ministry ; but she went to her rest
before he was seven, and the warm-hearted little fellow
perhaps never knew what it was to love or to be loved
again, until he met with and conceived that strong
and romantic affection for her who eventually became
his wife, which proved in God’s providence just the
one thing which kept him from utter ruin.

He was cared for, it is true, by his stern-mannered
and austere father as well as by his step-mother; and
if the seed sown in his mind by his own mother had
sunk into his heart, he would have possessed that
which would have enabled him to stand ;—to find his
way through all the difficulties of his childish world,
and to win love to himself.

But it had not; and therefore, though her words
long proved a check, and in some measure a safe-
guard, yet that very love which had drawn out his,
left him more subject to strong impulses, and in that
way more open to temptation than many another.

Soon, poor child, he is the little schoolboy, crushed
and disgusted with learning by a harsh and severe
schoolmaster, until, a new and kinder usher coming to
the school, he takes again to his Latin.

School days end for him, however, at the early age
of ten; and next we see him the young sailor boy,
going frequent voyages with his father, until he is
placed with good prospects at Alicant in Spain, and
might there have spent his life but for his unmanage-
able temper.

And then he is the youth, who causes perplexity to
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his father, but who, through the interest of a friend,
gets an appointment in the West Indies, whither he is
just about to sail, when, while waiting for his ship, he
is despatched on business into Kent, and visits some
distant relatives but intimate friends of his mother ;
amongst whom he meets with and becomes des-
perately enamoured of that very girl whom his mother
and hers had long ago, all unknown to “him, destined
to be his wife; and then, unable to bear the thought
of so long a separation from her, he purposely stays
in Kent too long, and lets the ship sail without him.

A voyage to Venice succeeds, and then another
‘long visit to his beloved ; and the next turn is that he
gets impressed into the navy, just as war is about to
break out, suffers great hardships, but soon, by his
father’s interest, is made a midshipman, and in a way
to do well, had he not again ruined his prospects, and
made an enemy of his commander, by overstaying his
leave on two different occasions, when he had been
suffered to land ere the coasts of his native land are
lost to sight; so that on the second occasion he is
pursued, brought back as a deserter, stripped, publicly
whipped, and afterwards made weary of his life by
constant harshness.

But another chance offers.

He one day sees a man preparing to leave the ship
for the coast of Guinea,—vehemently craves, and to
his delight obtains leave to go with him.

His idea this time is to make his fortune by buying
and selling slaves ; but he mismanages his own affairs,
and soon finds himself instead in the service of a hard
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master, and still harder and more brutal mistress.
In after years he spoke of himself as having been then
a very servant of slaves, and of his sufferings at that
time as almost past belief. He is starved and ill,
neglected and mocked in his sickness and misery ;
and yet, singularly enough, he even then finds a solace
in the study of a Euclid which he has brought with
him.

At length, when nearly two years had thus passed,
an opportunity occurs of sending a letter to his father,
and soon a ship calls to bring him off. Meantime,
however, he has changed masters, and actually does
not wish to return. In fact, he is only induced to do
so by some fictitious tales of money left him by a
relative; and then, with this revival of hope, there
came a yet stronger one, that of again meeting his
dear Mary Catlett, and so the young man sails with
his friend.

So ends that sad chapter of John Newton’s life, so
far as regards outward things.

But it remains to trace his inner history, and see
what sort of person that once loving and promising
child had become.

During his boyhood, he says, he had many serious
thoughts ; and at four or five different times he could
remember earnestly setting about to reform, and
fancying himselfreligious. The last of these struggles
continued for two whole years, during which he lived
the life of an ascetic, praying, fasting, and continually
mourning over his failures. But the then famous
“ Characteristics ” of Shaftesbury falling in his way,
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his old ideas were all upset, and he sank into a con-
templative, indolent, and dreamy mood, caring to do
nothing for himself ; and in this state he continued
until, on board ship, he met with one who soon
became his intimate companion, a professed infidel,
through whose conversation all his principles were
undermined, and every sentiment broken down which
could have proved any sort of restraint.

In fact, from the time of his degradation after his
desertion, all care for what was good, all fear of God,
all hope in life, seem to have left John Newton ; and
sinking lower and lower in vice and profanity, he
became the ally of the evil one, by making it his chief
study to drag others down with him into the mire of sin.

And the only thing not criminal which he appears
to have desired—to see and possess the object of his
affection, that young girl in Kent—seeming quite out
of his reach, he sometimes thought of self-destruction,
and his life was preserved more than once in a won-
derful way.

Such a reprobate has very seldom been recovered ;
yet the ‘old African blasphemer,” as in after-years
he used to call himself, was not to perish, It was
the will of God to bring him to himself, and to make
him a monument of His long-suffering grace, that he
might testify to others of His boundless mercy; and
in his rescue from the coast of Africa we have seen
the first step in the course of God’s providential
dealings for his recovery.

Men might have said, “ Get him away, get him
away at any cost from the scenes of his wickedness,”
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and they might have tried to rescue him—as, indeed,
they did try. But had he returned to England with
his moral nature all unchanged, his friends could
scarcely have rejoiced at his return; and most cer-
tainly it was beyond the power of man to change
him. The change was, however, at hand, and it
began before he left that ship.

We must dwell a little on that story.

It was a trading vessel collecting gold, ivory, dyer’s
wood, and bees-wax, in which he found himself a
passenger, and one bound for a long voyage before it
turned homewards. “I had no business to employ
my thoughts,” he tells us, “but sometimes amused
myself with mathematics. Excepting this, my whole
life, when awake, was a course of most horrid impiety
and profaneness. I know not that I have ever since
met with so daring a blasphemer: not content with
common oaths, I daily invented new ones; so that
I was very seriously reproved by the captain, himself
a very passionate man, and not at all circumspect
in his expressions.”

This captain, he adds, would sometimes tell him
that, to his great grief, he found he had a Jonah on
board, and would attribute all his subsequent misfor-
tunes to him.

Yet, on this voyage, and before the storm which
proved the turning-point of his life, John Newton had
experienced some marvellous preservations from death.
It was only the day before that event that he carelessly
took up one of the few books on board, Stanhope’s
“Thomas 3 Kempis,” and as he read a few pages to
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pass the time, the thought suddenly occurred to him,
“What if all this should be true !” But he shut the
book in haste, concluding that whether true or false
he must abide the consequences ; and easily banishing
his apprehensions, he went to bed that night in his
usual state of indifference, only to be awakened, how-
ever, by the force of a violent sea filling his cabin,
and a cry from the deck that the ship was sinking.

In his own words, “the sea had indeed torn away
the upper timbers, and made a wreck of her in a few
minutes. With a common cargo she must have sunk,
of course, but we had a quantity of bees-wax and wood
on board, which were specifically lighter than water ;
and, as it pleased God that we should receive this
shock in the very crisis of the gale, towards morning
we were enabled to employ some means for our relief,
which succeeded beyond all hopes.”

All that night, however, were they working, in very
cold weather, almost naked at the pumps, and using
most of their clothes to stop the leaks; and whilst
so occupied Newton had once tried to animate a
comrade by remarking that in a few days this would
be an adventure to talk over with a glass of wine;
but the man addressed answered, “ No, it’s too late
now.”

About nine o’clock that day John Newton’s first
prayer was uttered. “If this will not do,”” he said to

“the captain in reference to some fresh expedient, “ the
Lord have mercy upon us!” “ Why, I have not used
words like those for years,” he suddenly thought;
yet as alone through many hours he worked at his
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pump, the crust of his hardness began to give way,
while the fear of death and what would follow stole
over him.

Next day, the 10th of March, it was the same. His
whole life seemed to pass before him, with his old
impressions and professions, the calls and warnings,
the many deliverances, and his heaped-up guilt.

“No hope, no hope, for such as 1,” was then his
feeling, supposing the Scriptures to be true,—and
several passages of the Bible which recurred to his
mind seemed so exactly to suit his case that they
appeared a presumptive proof of their divine original.

But with the first gleam of hope of being saved
from drowning came the first gleam of a better hope.

Then he began to pray, to think of the Lord Jesus
whom he had often mocked, though, as he now
remembered, He died not for Himself, but for those
who in distress should put their trust in Him. But
now his old infidelity stood in the way, and he rather
wisked than believed that these things might be true.

However, he began to search the Scriptures; and
the promise in St. Luke xi. 13, of the gift of the Holy
Spirit to all who ask, was his first comfort. He put
it to the test by asking; and then the words in
St. John vii. 17, “If any man will do His will, he
shall know of the doctrine whether it be of God,”
encouraged him.

For four or five days, whilst the disabled ship
sailed slowly on, the young man’s whole leisure time
was devoted to searching the Scriptures and to
prayer. At one time there was a delusive appear-

¢
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ance of land, on seeing which they left off stinting
themselves, and freely consumed the food that was
on board. But the hope vanished ; and they had to
go on again with scarcely any victuals. The very
last morsels were actually boiling in the pot, when at
length the ship cast anchor in an Irish port.

Once the most hardened creature in the vessel,
John Newton landed in an awakened state ; and while
no one else seemed to have received any abiding im-
pressions, this was to him the beginning of a new life.
He began to attend public worship, and became a
communicant, though he himself tells us that he
could not consider himself a believer in the fullest
sense of the word until some time after. In his case,
as in those of nearly all the leaders of the great
revival, the passage from darkness to light was a
gradual one, though, of course, there was a time when
first the will was changed.

The vile African slave was now a reformed and
respectable character; and one of his father’s friends
had no difficulty in getting him the offer of a ship to
command; but he wisely preferred for the present
the post of mate.

On landing after this eventful storm, he immedi-
ately wrote home to his father, who replied in two or
three very kind letters ; but as he was on the point of
going out as Governor of York Fort, Hudson’s Bay,
the father and son never met again, though the father
did all that he could for the son’s happiness by
. paying a visit to Kent, and leaving his consent to
the long talked-of union.
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Nor was it long before the young man himself
found means of renewing the old acquaintance, though
few persons will wonder when he tells us, that after all
that had passed he felt awkward in pleading his own
cause. Just before sailing again for the coast of
Africa, in his new capacity, however, he wrote, and
though framed with “abundance of caution,” the an-
swer satisfied him. God had interposed, and his own
and his mother’s prayers were answered now; and yet
there was to come one more fall. Going back in easy
circamstances, and courted instead of despised, this
much-forgiven sinner yet became a backslider. But
even then he was not left to perish. God spoke this
time through a fever, in the agonies of which his mind
was struck afresh with terror and conviction of sin,
“Surely, surely, for such a one there could be no
hope!” ) '

But once more comes the hope of mercy, and
the peace after prayer. He was restored, to de-
cline again in that manner no more. During his
convalescence he took up his Latin and other
studies to occupy his mind. Several wonderful
escapes from sudden death succeeded; but at
length he reached home and the beloved spot in
Kent once more; and, to conclude this part of the
story in his own words, “ Every obstacle was now
removed ; my interest was established, and friends on
all sides consenting, the point was now between our-
selves, and after what had passed, was easily con-
cluded. Accordingly our hands were joined on the
1st of February, 1750." And so, after all his seven or

E
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eight years of waiting, John Newton became a mar-
ried man at only five-and-twenty ; and the union thus
effected proved one of very unusual affection.

With a history like his, men would in our days
have been for hurrying him into the sacred ministry,
either with or without holy orders. Buz God never
hurries. 1t was fourteen years from that time before
he was called to preach that gospel which once he
had derided and blasphemed; and at this particular
time the idea had not even occurred to him.

He had to get his living and to maintain the long-
desired wife, who had brought him no fortune ; and
in order to do so he followed his seafaring life.
That seafaring life was, inconceivable as it may
now appear to any reader, one connected with the
slave-trade, in which very few people saw any moral
wrong in those days. In after years, he bore his
testimony against this horrible traffic; but at that
time he felt no scruple, and only prayed to be
placed in a more humane calling.

He was a young Christian, and though, as he after-
wards said, “the first faint streak of early dawn had
broken on him,—with her, young, cheerful, and sur-
rounded by acquaintances, he believed it was not then
daybreak.” Several times he made voyages after
his marriage, and though the separations were to
him as bitter as death, they yet gave him time for
thought and for much study.

The prayers just spoken of were answered, though
in a way which he had neither desired nor anticipated.
An apoplectic fit,—the only one that he ever had,
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put an end to his seafaring life; and after some
anxiety he obtained a situation as tide-surveyor.

The shock of his alarming seizure proved the
beginning of a dangerous illness and of much sub-
sequent indisposition to his wife; and so through
anxiety and sorrow he was led onwards.

At sea he had read a good deal of Latin; he now
began to study Greek and Hebrew, and to devote his
life to the pursuit of spiritual knowledge. And
thus, without ever going to college, John Newton
was uawittingly becoming trained for the ministry,
which now at length some Christian friends sug-
gested to him.

The idea was wholly new to him, and at first he
was startled ; but by and bye he came not only to
fall in with his friends’ wishes, but very earnestly to
desire the sacred office for himself. He at first felt a
difficulty about subscription, and thought of joining
the Dissenters, but Mrs. Newton always opposed that
plan ; and his doubts disappearing after mature reflec-
tion, he applied to more than one bishop for orders.

His applications were, however, refused ; and a
weary six long years of waiting intervened before he
attained his heart’s desire; during which time, how-
ever, he cultivated the gift of utterance which he had
begun to feel that he possessed, by expounding in
private houses, or by preaching in any chapel that
was opened to him. Meantime he continued to wait
on the Lord; and at length the way was opened.
Through the influence of Lord Dartmouth, the
Bishop of Lincoln was at length persuaded to ordain
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him to the curacy of Olney, where in the year 1764
the long and much-blessed ministry of John Newton
began.

To his wife’s influence, under God, we should
remember that we of the Church of England owe it
that it was exercised within her pale.

“The influence of my judicious and affectionate
counsellor,” he wrote after her death, “ moderated my
zeal, and kept me quiet till the Lord’s time came,
when I should have the desire of my heart. Had it
not been for her I should have precluded myself from
those important scenes of service to which He was
pleased to appoint me. ., . . This was one of the
reasons I have to praise God for the partner He has
mercifully allotted me. She was useful to me through
life, but perhaps in no one instance more essentially
so than in the prudent use she made of her affection
to me, and of mine to her, at this period.”

John Newton was in the thirty-ninth year of his age
when he entered on the Olney curacy, of which place
he had sole charge, on a stipend of £60 per annum;
resigning for it his much more lucrative situation in
Liverpool, at which city he preached his first six or
seven sermons, when he returned to fetch his wife.

But how did he live on £60 per annum? Well,
with a delicate wife, all unaccustomed to roughing it,
the thing was almost impossible even in those days.
At least on that stipend alone they must have lived
so poorly and privately that Mr. Newton would have
been greatly restricted in his means of doing good ;
and indeed his faith was tried. However, by the
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grace of God he was made willing to put his wife’s
case and his own into God’s hands, saying, “I see all
I want in His promise, and though I see not the way
of communication, He can find it.”

We have seen in the last chapter how the excellent
John Thornton became the instrument of relief, and
how he supplied his friend with £200 per annum in
order that he might be free to exercise hospitality
and take care of the poor.

After all it was but a quiet sphere to which he had
been called ; and almost directly, friends wanted to
get him away. Perhaps a younger man, and one less
modest, would have easily yielded to the suggestion
of a wider sphere at Hampstead. But by this time
John Newton was no novice. He had learned to
follow instead of trying to lead—if one may so speak
—the providence of God.

“ I sometimes imagine myself changing my place,”
he said, “ possessing a good provision in a genteel
neighbourhood,—many friends to smile upon me,
perhaps some persons of distinction to take notice of
me ; and I think again that this is the very situation
the devil would wish me in ; for then he would bring
many new batteries to play upon me. If the Lord
calls me into danger He can preserve me in it; but I
inust be well satisfied that it is His will and His doing
before I think seriously about it.”

So for fifteen years he laboured on in the quiet
country town of Olney, where he could soon write
to his friends of growing congregations, of many
awakened, and of larger and yet larger numbers of
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communicants. The church became too small for the
people, and the new pastor had to plan and collect for
a new gallery. With the children also he took much
pains, for he was ever a lover of children. He set up
a weekly service for them especially, something of a
catechetical nature; and very soon the number
amounted to as many as a hundred and seventy, with
some lookers-on. He was an extempore preacher,
and, as he told his friends, by no means one who
never broke down. His occasional failures he took,
however, as part of the discipline good for him;
and on one occasion, when his mind became so
confused that he could only talk nonsense, he
said, “I thought it my duty to tell the people that
I could not preach, because the Lord had sus-
pended His assistance. When I had made this ac-
knowledgment I had liberty again, only I could not
resume the subject I had been upon, but I spoke
freely on what had happened ; and perhaps it was
one of our best opportunities. It was so to me. My
pride was kept down, my mind perfectly composed ;
and I went home as easy as if the whole parish had
admired my sermon.”

Mr. Newton had been known as a writer before he
went to Olney, having published a volume of sermons
at Liverpool, and also his “ Letters of Omicron,” His
“ Narrative” came out soon after his ordination, and
through it, as would appear, he became acquainted
with Mr. Thornton, to whom he sent a copy, and
who accompanied his reply with a handsome
cheque, and soon after paid him the visit already
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alluded to, when on leaving he promised £200 per
annum to enable the pastor of Olney to exercise
hospitality and benevolence to the poor. And thus
was Mr. Newton’s faith justified to all, and doubtless
greatly strengthened.

One reason for which he seems to have been sent
to Olney was, that he might be the friend and com-
forter of the poor afflicted poet Cowper, as well as his
coadjutor in the composition of the well-known
Olney Hymns. But the publication of the work was
delayed by the poet’s second serious mental attack:
and before he had fully recovered Mr. Newton had
accepted the rectory of the united parishes of St.
Mary Woolnoth and St. Mary Woolchurch, pre-
sented to him by Mr. Thornton.

This is perhaps the best place for introducing one
or two specimens of Mr. Newton’s hymns.

“ One there is, above all others,
Well deserves the name of friend !
His is love beyond a brother’s,
Costly, free, and knows no end :

They who once His kindness prove,
Find it everlasting love,

“ Which of all our friends to save us
Could or would have shed their blood ?
But our Jesus died to have us
Reconciled in Him to God ;
This was boundless love indeed !
Jesus is a friend in need.

“ Men when raised in lofty stations
Often know their friends no more ;
Slight and scorn their poor relations,
Though they valued them before :
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But our Saviour always owns
Those whom He redeemed with groans.

“ When He lived on earth abased,
Friend of sinners was His name ;
Now, above all glory raised,
He rejoices in the same :
Still He calls them brethren, friends,
And to all their wants attends.

“ Could we bear from one another
What He daily bears from us ?
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother
Loves us though we treat Him thus :
Though for good we render ill,
He accounts us brethren still,

“ Oh for grace our hearts to soften !
Teach us, Lord, at length to love ;
We, alas ! forget too often
What a Friend we have above :
But when home our souls are brought,
We shall love Thee as we ought.”

And this other is very characteristic :—

“Joy is a fruit that will not grow -
In nature’s barren soil ;
All we can boast till Christ we know
Is vanity and toil.

“But where the Lord has planted grace,
And made His glories known,
There fruits of heavenly joy and peace
Are found, and there alone.

“ A bleeding Saviour seen by faith,
A sense of pard’ning love,
A hope that triumphs over death,
 Give joys like those above.
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“ To take a glimpse within the veil,
To know that God is mine,
Are springs of joy that never fail,
Unspeakable, divine !

“These are the joys that satisfy,
And sanctify the mind ;
‘Which make the spirit mount on high,
And leave the world behind.

¢ No more, believers, mourn your lot ;
But if you are the Lord’s,
Resign to them that know Him not
Such joys as earth affords.”

We have not space to give many specimens, but
any who care to look into the matter will find that John
Newton was the author of many favourite hymns.

When the offer of the living of St. Mary Woolnoth
came to him, he was in a state of much per-
plexity and distress, in consequence of a desperate
outbreak of opposition from a large party in the
town who had always given him much trouble; and
putting the two circumstances together, Mr. Newton
felt that the hand of God was in the matter; and
therefore with a sore heart he quitted the first sphere
of his ministerial labours, and left his people to learn
in some other manner the lessons which they had
refused from him ; grieving greatly, however, that the
man appointed to succeed him was an Antinomian,
and therefore sure to do much harm to people of
such a temper.

London, as he said, was the last place that he
would have chosen for himself; for, like his friend
Cowper, he was a lover of rural scenes; and perhaps
also, he did not feel himself suited to city life.
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But there are cases in which, whatever we may
think of ourselves, the great Shepherd and Head of
the Church so evidently speaks, that His servants
have no choice in the selection of their own path
of life.

Mr. Newton felt this to be one of them. Accord-
ingly we have now to follow the subject of this sketch
through the most important part of his career.

It was at a time when God was visiting London
with many calls and messages of mercy, that he was
summoned thither to take a prominent part in the
work going on. And when we look back on that
period we see that words such as Sir William Black-
stone had used awhile before, would by that time
have been scarcely appropriate.

Already had Romaine lived down the opposition
which was so bitter in his early ministry—already was
he the honoured rector of St. Anne’s, Blackfriars;
while at the Lock, and in a Church of England chapel
in Westminster, as well as by several lecturers in
various parishes, the truth was faithfully preached.

Those were the days, too, in which the Tabernacle
and Tottenham Court Chapel, which were in the
hands of Whitefield’s trustees, were served by what-
ever evangelical men offered, whether Churchmen,
Dissenters, or laymen. Lady Huntingdon’s very
large chapel was always well supplied, and old John
Wesley often ministered in his chapel in the City
Road. .

This is Newton’s own account on coming up to be
the second evangelical rector: he did not entertain a
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very high opinion of the Nonconformists of the day,
but spoke well of some of the Moravians; and
remarked in conclusion, that the number of evan-
gelical clergymen in the country was every year
increasing.

It was at the close of 1779 that Mr. Newton began’
his work in London; that is, just ten years before
the French Revolution, Most terrible times were
therefore at hand ; but we can see now that it was
the will of God to preserve England from joining in
the sins, and suffering from the political earthquake
which was about to shake all Europe ; and still more
we see that it was the will of God that our country
should be singled out as His chief instrument for
freeing the slave, for leading the way in many a
reform by which the human race was to be benefited ;
and above all, to be the herald of peace through the
blood of Christ’s cross, in many of the dark places
of this earth.

In all these things England was to stand out as an
example to other lands ; many of which indeed soon
followed in all these great projects.

No one could have guessed, in 1779, where England
would stand to-day ; but any observing eyes might
have seen that, especially in London, which was the
very heart and soul of the nation, a vast machinery
for good was being called into operation.

Is it too much to say that it was through this
machinery that our land was saved, and what is
more, gradually moulded into what she has since
become ?
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After all it was as yet only a few men who were
employed in this mighty work ; but then each one was
aman of mark. We may criticise their characters
now, and if so disposed, try to find out the blemishes
in each ; just as we may criticise the twelve who once
on a time, some eighteen centuries back, were set to
work out such a revolution as the world had never
before seen ; yet in each case the great fact remains,
that a marvellous change was wrought.

London, at the end of the eighteenth century, was,
be it remembered, no more than about a fifth part of
its present size, and therefore men were far less lost
in it than they are now-a-days. So when John
Newton came to town, he was in some sense an
influence throughout the metropolis. And what is
more, he was just the man there wanted. A John
the Baptist London had in old Wesley, who had’
not only his one large chapel, but also several
smaller ones; a learned and accurate preacher it
still had in Romaine; but a genial, approachable,
familiar, and loveable man was yet greatly needed
for other and still larger classes of men; and so
John Newton, that man with a history strange
enough to draw attention of itself, was brought to
St. Mary Woolnoth, a church in the very heart of
the City, close to the Royal Exchange and close to
the Bank of England ; and for his parishioners he
had wealthy merchants and substantial tradesmen,
who lived, for the most part, according to the custom
of those times, at their own houses of business,

A man with learning, but not the learning of the
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college, a self-taught man, a man with plenty of
literary tastes, yet one who had known rough life in
the world, and who understood, too, what business
was,—a man who had been recovered from a very low
condition indeed, yet who had been given full time to
make proof of his recovery, and who himself could
stand forth therefore as a manifest e¢vidence of the
grace of God ;—all this was John Newton.

Romaine’s peculiar talent was not in parochial
visitation, but Newton’s was. He was a sociable
man, and one who loved to have personal intercourse
with his people.

Romaine was abrupt, sometimes almost repelling
in his manner. When asked a question he would
perhaps answer, “I have said all that I have to say
on that subject from the pulpit.”

But Newton loved to have troubles and difficulties
brought before him. “Being,” says one of his bio-
graphers, “of the most friendly and communicative
disposition, his house was open to Christians of all]
ranks and denominations. Here, like a father among
his children, he used to entertain, encourage, and
instruct his friends; especially young ministers or
candidates for the ministry.”

But he never, to his dying day, forgot what he had
been; and he would sometimes dwell upon the
remembrance in characteristically energetic language.
“That one,” said he, “of the most ignorant, the most
miserable, and the most abandoned of slaves, should
be plucked from his forlorn exile on the coast of
Africa, and at length be appointed minister of the
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parish of the first magistrate of the first city in the
world, is a fact I can contemplate with admiration,
but never sufficiently estimate.”

It had not been his wish to come to town; for, like
his friend Cowper, he delighted in rural scenes and
country life. “I am now in London,” he wrote to
a friend, “the last place I should have chosen for
myself ; but the Lord, who led me hither, has
reconciled me so far, that I seem now to prefer it to
the country. My apparent opportunities for useful-
ness are doubtless much enlarged, and here, as in a
centre, I am likely to see most of my friends who are
fixed in different and distant places, but who are, upon
one occasion or other, usually led to London in the
course of the year.”

But it was matter of distress to Mr. Newton that
so few of his more wealthy parishioners came to
church at all. They were too much intent upon their
wealth and merchandise to pay much regard to their
new minister ; but, as they would not come to him,
he determined to go to them, by means of a printed
address, in which he reasoned with them on the sub-
ject. “My concern,” he said, “does not arise from a
want of hearers. If either a numerous auditory or
the respectable character of many of the individuals
who compose it could satisfy me, I might be satisfied.
But I must grieve while I see so few of my own
parishioners among them.”

His church was indeed crowded on a Sunday
evening, and his congregation made up of persons of
all parties. “I say little to my hearers of the things
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wherein they differ, but aim to lead them all to a
growing and more experimental knowledge of the
Son of God, and a life of faith in Him,” he wrote to
a friend.

In the morning he preached shorter sermons, and
perhaps more cautious ones. “I suppose I may have
two or three bankers present, and some others of my
parish, who may have been strangers to my views
of truth. I endeavour to imitate the apostle. ‘I be-
came,’ says he, ‘all things to all men ;’ but observe the
end : it was ‘that I might by all means save some.’”

The circumstances of those awful times led some
of his brethren to diverge into public matters. This
Mr. Newton would never do. “When a ship is
leaky,” he said, “and a mutinous spirit divides the
company on board, a wise man would say, ‘My good
friends, while we are debating, the water is gaining on
us. We had better leave the debate and go to the
pumps’ Looking at his ministry as a whole, how-
ever, it was Mr, Cecil’s opinion that he appeared to
least advantage in the pulpit, as “he did not generally
aim at accuracy in the composition of his sermons,
nor at any address in the delivery of them. His
utterance was far from clear, and his attitudes
ungraceful” But then he was so full of zeal and
affection for his people that his regular hearers
scarcely noticed those defects. And besides, he had
such a happy way of illustrating his subjects, and
such a power of adapting his preaching to the trials
and experience of his people, that many preferred
him to any other preacher,
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His heart went forth to all good men, whether
Churchmen or Dissenters ; but he loved order, and he
loved his own church, so that he could not always act
with some whom he esteemed as excellent persons.

He preached a great deal—three times a week in
his own church, and often for his friends, even when
past seventy years of age ; sometimes as often as six
sermons in the week. He continued his regular
course when past eighty, and when he could no longer
see to read his text, it used to be remarked that he
was nowhere so collected, clear, and lively as in the
pulpit.

~ His ministerial visits were full of instruction,
comfort, and liveliness. He had a rich fund of in-
formation and of anecdote, and he knew how to turn
everything to the best account. But “his talents,”
says Mr. Cecil, “did not lie in the discerning of
spirits,” and he was sometimes greatly deceived ; for
he could not bear to think ill of any one. “‘He is
certainly an odd fellow, and has his failings; but he
has great integrity, and I hope he is going to
heaven, he said of one;—whereas all who knew
the man thought he should go first into the pillory.”

At the same time he never hesitated to speak
plainly to all within his influence. “You are in
danger,” he would say. “The world is gaining upon
you ; beware.” But then he would do it in such a
way as seldom to give offence.

In his book entitled “ Letters of Omicron,”
Mr. Newton described the three stages of growth
in i’eligion; from the blade, the ear, and the full corn
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in the ear, distinguishing them under the letters
A, B, and C. He one day got a letter from a
conceited young minister, telling him that he read
his own character accurately drawn in that of C.
Mr. Newton" wrote in reply, that he had forgotten
till now to add that C never knew his own face.

On one occasion Mr. Newton paid a visit toa friend
who prided himself on extreme accuracy in his ser-
mons. He heard him preach ; and on that occasion
the good man spent nearly an hour in insisting on
several nice and laboured distinctions in his subject.
Afterwards, having a high opinion of Mr. Newton’s
judgment, he asked him whether he thought that
these distinctions were full and judicious. Mr. New-
ton replied that he did not think them full, as a very
important one had been omitted. “What can that
be ?” asked his companion ; “I had taken more than
ordinary -pains to enumerate them fully.” I think
not,” replied Mr. Newton, “for when many of your
congregation had travelled several miles for a meal, I
think you should not have forgotten the important
distinction which must ever exist between meat and
bones.”

Another time, in coming out of church, a lady
stopped him to say, “ The ticket, of which I held a
quarter, is drawn a prize of £10,000. I know you
will congratulate me.”

“Madam,” said he, “as for a friend under tempta-
tion I will endeavour to pray for you.”

Another time, hearing that a friend had met with
great success in business, he went to call on him, and

F
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told him plainly his fears for his spiritual welfare.
Making no reply, his friend called down his wife, who
came with her eyes suffused with tears, having just
been sent for to a child out at nurse, supposed to
be dying. Clasping her hand, he excldimed, ¢ God
be thanked! He has not forsaken you. I do not
wish your babe to suffer; but I am glad to find
that He gives you this token for good.”

Mr. Newton was a man of many friends, and per-
haps those only knew him well who knew him in
his home. That was indeed a house of love; for such
was his nature that he could live no longer than he
could love; and he welcomed every one who was in
trouble or perplexity, all young ministers who wanted
counsel, all brother ministers who sought Christian
fellowship, into this inner circle of his life.

His devoted attachment to his wife, and her’s for
him, continued unabated up to the last day that they
remained together upon earth.

Yet we read nothing of any special personal
- attraction about Mrs. Newton, in the eyes of people
in general; but that she, like himself, must have
possessed a kindly nature, seems evident from the
fact that their servants were so well cared for, and
that so much interest was taken in them that they
never thought of leaving.

They had two nieces also living under their carg,
having no children of their own; and towards these
girls Mr. Newton’s heart was so drawn out that few
children under a father’s roof enjoy so much affection.
One of them died young, leaving a very sad blank in the
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house ; but before her death she had given very
decided evidences of grace; and during her last
illness, such was her peace of mind and her sweetness
towards every one,that Mr, Newtonsaid, that he felt as
if he would]like to set the door of his house open, and
invite people to come in, that they might see how a
young Christian could die.

Mrs. Newton died of a cancer seventeen years
before her husband ; and it was mercifully ordered
that a good deal of interesting work was brought
before him soon after this sad bereavement. “When
my wife died, the world seemed to die with her,” he
said. “I see little now but my ministry and my
Christian profession to make a continuance in life for
a single day desirable. . . . The Bank of Eng-
land is too poor to compensate me for such a loss
as mine. But the Lord, the all-sufficient God, speaks
and it is done. Let those who know Him and trust
Him, be of good courage. . . . Though I believe
she has never been, and probably never will be, five
minutes out of my waking thoughts, . . . I have
not had one uncomfortable day nor one restless night
since she left me.”

In this strain he wrote to all his friends, of the way
in which God comforted him. But, as he said, it
was to work only that he henceforth cared to live;
and he was soon much engrossed in a young con-
vert, who eventually became one of the greatest
benefactors to India with which that dark land has
ever been favoured. This was Claudius Buchanan.

Something of Mr. Newton’s influence over this
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young man, as well as of what through his repre-
sentations Mr. H. Thornton was led to do for him,
has been related in the preceding chapter; but this
is the proper place in which to tell the whole story.

Claudius Buchanan, then, was the son of the rector
of the grammar school at Falkirk, and destined in
his parents’ fondest dreams to be a minister of the
Church of Scotland ; but he himself had very dif-
ferent ideas. He would be a second Dr. Goldsmith,
and travel through Europe, supporting himself by
playing, not on his flute, but on his violin ; so, pre-
tending that he had been engaged by a gentleman to
accompany his son to the Continent, he left home
and wandered about for a considerable time, main-
taining himself as he. had proposed—sometimes
treated to refreshment by common people, at others,
entertained in gentlemen’s houses. “ Sometimes,” he
said, “I had nothing to eat and nowhere to rest at
night ; but notwithstanding I kept steady to my pur-
pose and pursued my journey. Before, however, I
reached the borders of England, I would gladly have
returned ; but I could not ; the die was cast.”

He arrived at Newcastle, then embarked on board
a collier for London, and being caught in a storm,
began to reflect seriously on his situation.

Arrived in London, he suffered great misery, had
to sell his clothes, and sometimes to sleep just
wherever he could; till at length, in answer to an
advertisement for a clerk to an attorney, he applied,
got the situation, was liked, and made friends.

So once more he was able, by dint of extreme
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economy, to appear as a gentleman, and even to
enter into certain gaieties.

During this interval his father died. He had cor-
responded all the while at intervals with his mother,
as from abroad.

But at length he began to come to his senses, and
to write such words as the following in his diary : “I
have lived, I know not how, in a state of forgetfulness
or mental intoxication to this day ;” and this feeling
seems to have been strengthened by an attack of fever,
to which some thoughts of amendment succeeded. His
early habits caused him now and then to attend the
house of God, and on one occasion he went with a
young friend, who was so deeply impressed and alarmed
by the sermon, that he rose and left the church. To
this friend he afterwards believed he owed much.
The change in Buchanan, however, was very gradual.
Next year, in his diary, he mentioned a conversation
with a religious friend, and that he himself kept a
season of private prayer; but it was in the year 1790
that, as he believed himself, the turning-point came,
in consequence of a conversation with another
friend. Soon after he met with several of the best
religious books of the day, and afterwards arrived
at such a point as to write to his mother, requesting
her prayers.

In reply she mentioned a good minister of whom
she had heard,—Mr. Newton, of St. Mary Woolnoth ;
and on the receipt of that letter he very soon went to
hear him, and afterwards addressed to him an anony-
mous letter, telling him with what avidity he had
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listened in the hopes of being speedily relieved from his
burden ; “but,” he added, “you say many things that
touch my heart deeply, and I trust your ministry has
been in some degree blessed to me; but your subjects
are generally addressed to those who are already
established in the faith, or to those who have not
sought God at,all. Will you not, therefore, drop one
word for me? If there is any comfort in that word
of life for such as I am, O shed a little of it on my
heart. My sins do not affect me as I wish, All that
I can speak of is a strong desire to be converted to
God. O, sir, what shall I do to inherit eternal life ?*’
and much more to the same effect.

No address, however, was given, and therefore all
that Mr. Newton could do was to give an invitation,
in church, to the writer of the anonymous letter to
call at his home,

The. invitation was soon accepted, and Claudius
Buchanan wrote of his visit to his mother, that he
had experienced such a happy hour as he ought never
to forget. Perhaps some may ask, how did Mr.
Newton deal with that case? It was by putting the
narrative of his own life into the hands of the young
man. And after that a close intimacy began between
the pastor and the returned young prodigal, which
lasted for life.

Nor was it long before the desire of his parents re-
curred to his mind ; and was confided to Mr. Newton
—Buchanan’s strong desire to enter the ministry in the
Church of England ; but then, where were the means ?

Mr. Newton, however, found a way out of the
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difficulty. He introduced him to Mr. H. Thornton,
who soon resolved to send him to Cambridge at
his own expense.

The story of the young man’s subsequent career
is too long to be told here; but this must be added,
that after becoming curate to Mr. Newton for a while
Buchanan was appointed one of the chaplains of the
East India Company, and that in India as a pioneer,
and in heart a missionary, he did untold good, and
perhaps more especially as the originator of a regular
scheme of ecclesiastical organization, and as a leader
in the crusade against all the false gods of India;
added to which, it was his example and his writings
which first put the idea of undertaking similar work
into the mind of Adoniram Judson, one of the first
of modern missionaries. These various links in the
great chain of God’s dealings in the communication
of His grace should not pass unnoticed ; for they show
how one seed sown in a sermon, or in a conversation,
or by the loan of a book, or the writing of a letter,
may germinate. In this case we may trace several in-
fluences at work. The conversation with his religious
friend awoke, and Mr, Newton’s ministry fostered
and cherished, the new life in Claudius Buchanan
to whom India’s millions owe so much. His writings
moved the American Judson-to his work in Burmah.
The example of the latter drew many to follow him
in labours amongst the Burmese, and also among
those singular Karen tribes who dwell in the hill
country of Burmah, and amongst whom so great a
work has been accomplished.
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But this influence over young Buchanan was
just an example of the kind of work to which
John Newton seemed especially called; and in
London, where he so soon became a well-known
preacher, those who were in spiritual trouble or
anxiety generally found their way to him.

William Wilberforce, when he returned a changed
man from the Continent, just in the same way sought
his counsel ; so did Hannah More desire his friend-
ship, when feeling the nothingness of this world
amidst all the enjoyment of its choicest pleasures, and
longing for Christian society. It was not apparently
on account of any spiritual perplexity that she sought
him ; for in her the great change seems to have come
without the distress of mind which these young men
experienced ; but with the growth of the new life,
she felt a yearning for Christian friends and for
spiritual converse; and nowhere, it seems likely,
could these be more freely enjoyed than in Mr.
Newton’s home circle.

Nor was it very surprising that between two such
characters as those of Mr. Newton and Hannah
More a warm friendship should spring up; or that
the work which she and her sisters had taken up
in the neighbourhood of Cheddar should excite his
interest in the whole sisterhood.

In the course of their rambles, finding the poor of
the neighbourhood immersed in deplorable ignorance
and depravity, they resolved to supply their spiritual
needs. So they set about establishing schools, which
soont included 300 children; although the farmers
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strongly opposed the movement, declaring that the
country had never prospered since religion had been
brought into it by the monks of Glastonbury. Un-
dauntedly they persevered, and gradually they made
their way. Afterwards, recognising the hand of God
in the success of their undertaking, they extended
their efforts. Finding two mining villages at the
top of Mendip, even more ignorant and depraved
than those at Cheddar, and so ferocious that no
constable would venture into them to execute his
office, these brave ladies carried their operations
even into these; and soon, meeting with a good
measure of success, they went on until they had
established schools and simple services in ten
parishes where there were no resident clergymen,
—first obtaining leave from each incumbent,—until
they found themselves carrying on a great missionary
work

A remembrance of what he had seen at Cowslip
Green, perhaps drew from Mr. Newton the following
characteristic letter, written to Hannah More in his old
age, in which, after congratulating her on recovery from
a severe illness, he proceeds as follows :—* Before I
knew whether you were so far recovered as to bear a
visit from me, I heard that you had removed to Ful-
ham. Thus I missed the pleasure of seeing you, and
shall probably see you no more in this world. For
though, I thank the Lord, my health and spirits are
still good, I entered my seventy-fifth year almost a
month ago, and I feel that the shadows of the evening
are coming over me. However, I would be thankful
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that I ever saw you, and especially that I had the privi-
lege of seeing you at Cowslip Green. I remember that
among the happiest days of my life. The recollec-
tion of it will be present while I retain my memory;
and ere long I hope we shall meet before the throne,
and join in the unceasing songs of praise to Him who
loved us. There our joys will be unclouded, without
interruption, abatement, or end! O praclarum diem !
If old age gives me a prospect of death, sickness,
like a telescope, often presents a clearer view ; whilst
it is, as I hope, with you still at a distance. Perhaps
when you were ill you could perceive the objects
within the veil more distinctly than at other times.
I have known but little of sickness of late years.
I attempt to look through the telescope of faith,
which gives reality and substance to things not seen;
but the glasses are cloudy and my hands shake, so
that I can obtain but very imperfect and transient
glances; but a glance into the heavenly state is
worth all that can be seen here below in the course of
a long life. If the Lord be with us—and He has
promised that He will in the approaching transition
—we may go forward without fears. Guilt and igno-
rance have personified death; they represent him
with frowns on his brow and darts in his hand.
But what is death to a believer in Jesus? It is
simply a ceasing to breathe. If we personify it, we
may welcome it as a messenger sent to tell us that
the days of our mourning are ended, and to open
to us the gate into everlasting life. The harbingers
of death—sickness, pain, and conflict—are frequently
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formidable to the flesh ; but death itself is nothing
else than a deliverance from them all

“The apostle calls the body a tabernacle, or tent.
When a tent is taking down, the removal of the
boards or curtains will let in the light, quite new and
different from what was seen before. . . . . .
Before the moment of death great discoveries are
often made; and both the pious and the profane have
strong intimations whither they are going, and with
what company they will soon mingle. I have seen
many instances of this; my dear Eliza was a remark-
able one. Her animated language and joyful expres-
sions could not be the result of a long experience, for
she was a mere child; and I believe her knowledge
of the Lord and His salvation was not a year old;
but while the tent was taking down she appeared
to see invisibles and to hear unutterables, which
she certainly could find no words to express. How
wonderful will be the moment after death! . . . .
We use the word ‘intuition,” then we shall know
the meaning of it.”

Like his friend Cowper, Mr. Newton was a good
letter-writter ; and in his younger years he often
wrote with much vivacity ; and that he looked on the
writing of letters as one great channel by which he
might do good, is clear from the pains bestowed on
them, and from the certainly somewhat singular fact
of his afterwards publishing some of what he had
written.

For those to be found in his memoir alone, that
work must be considered valuable. It is the fashion
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of our day very much to decry Christian biography ;
and no doubt all biographies have a natural tendency
to a laudatory style which should be guarded against.
Moreover such works must, like other books, be read
simply as what they are—mere human productions.
Yet making all these deductions, from every well-
written volume which tells the story of a saint of God,
surely it must be true that lessons such as can be
found nowhere else may be obtained, as we follow
the narrative of one who has fought the fight and
finished the course, through the grace that abounded
in him or her.

After his great wound was healed by time, and
by the comfort with which he was sustained, Mr.
Newton’s life flowed on peacefully for some years
in the quiet exercise of his ministry, and it was
brightened by the then hopeful aspect of the prospects
of the Church. He was one whose heart was warmed
by all the opening efforts to extend the kingdom of
his dear Master, and naturally therefore he was one
of the first Church Missionary Committee; and
when the question of the slave trade was occupying
the public mind, Mr. Newton's evidence was willingly
given.

One who knew him well, the Rev. Richard Cecil, "
speaks thus of his personal character in his home :—
“ His conversation and familiar habits with his friends
were more peculiar, amusing, and instructive than any
I have ever witnessed.” And he has treasured up
for posterity some specimens of his “table talk.”

The following are a few of these detached remarks. .
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“A Christian should never plead spirituality for
being a sloven; if he be but a shoe-cleaner, he
should be the best in the parish.”

“What some call providential openings are often
powerful temptations. The heart, in wandering, cries,
‘Here is a way opened before me ;’ but perhaps
not to be trodden, but rejected.”

“When a Christian goes into the world because he
sees it is his call, yet while he feels it also his cross, it
will not hurt him.”

“ Worldly men will be true to #ke:r principles ; and
if we were as true to ours, the visits between the two
parties would be short and seldom.”

“ When we first enter upon the divine life, we propose
to grow rich ; God’s plan is to make us feel poor.”

“Don’t tell me of your feelings. A traveller would
be glad of fine weather; but if he be a man of busi-
ness he will press on.” _

« I measure ministers by square measure. I have
no idea of the size of a table if you only tell me how
long it is; but if you also say how wide, I can tell its
dimensions. So when you tell me what a man is in
the pulpit, you must also tell me what he is out of it,
or I shall not know his size.”

“Much depends on the way we come into trouble.
Paul and Jonah were both in a storm, but in very
different circumstances.”

“The men of this world are children. Offer a
child an apple and a bank-note, and he will probably
choose the apple.”

“The heir of a great estate, while a child, thinks
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more of a few shillings in his pocket than of his in-
heritance. So the Christian is often more elated by
some frame of heart than by his title to glory.”

One very heavy trial befel the good old man'in
his latter days. His niece, Miss Catlett, who after
his wife’s death had become the great object of his
affectionate heart, love, and care—who had watched
over him, walked with him, and visited with him
wherever he visited; who had, when his sight failed,
read to him, and even divided his food for him—she
who seemed so entirely necessary to him that he
could not do without her, was in the year 1801
attacked with a nervous disorder, which at length
compelled him to submit to be separated from her
for a time. Her complaint, in fact, for a little while
took something like the form of poor Cowper’s.
She thought herself a detected hypocrite, over whom
God’s judgments incessantly hung. This trial
lasted altogether a twelvemonth, and the weight
of it seemed almost to overwhelm her poor old
uncle. But at the end of that time Miss Catlett
returned home, and having gradually recovered,
she eventually married a member of her uncle’s
congregation.

It has been remarked by some persons as a fact
worthy of comment, that two persons who came
under Mr. Newton’s influence were thus affected ;
but after all, is it so very remarkable? Is it so
very uncommon that in the course of a long life
two cases of insanity stould be closely brought
before a Christian pastor
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Besides, Cowper had so suffered long before he
knew Mr. Newton. It was evidently in him a
constitutional disease; and after all, out of his
whole life, ten of the brightest years formed a part
of the period during which the two friends were in
close intercourse.

In Miss Catlett’s case we have not the particulars,
and are not in a position to judge; so all that can
be said, is, that there appears nothing either in his
theology or in himself that could have had any
possible connection with the trial; and there the
matter must rest. John Newton was no stern high
doctrinarian, but a practical common-sense Christian ;
and, moreover, naturally a very cheerful man; so
that it is simply a matter of injustice to charge
either of these cases on him.

It remains to notice the principal efforts of his
. pen. ‘While at Liverpool, and before he had suc-
ceeded in obtaining ordination, he published some
sermons with which he seems to have taken con-
siderable pains, and which, says Mr. Cecil, “did
credit to his understanding as well as to his heart;”
and he adds that the facility with which he acquired
the learned languages seemed to have been accounted
for, by his being able to acquire so neat and natural a
style in his own language.

He also wrote part of a “Review of Ecclesias-
tical History,” of which Cowper said that he had
always regretted that it went no further, and that
in his judgment the style was incomparably better
than those of either Robertson or Gibbon,
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He published one collection of his letters under
the title of “ Cardiphonia,” and this, from evidence
that came to him, he himself esteemed the most useful
of his works. Then there was his “ Apologia, or
Defence of Conformity ;” his “Memoirs of the Rev.
J. Cowper,” brother to the poet; and of the “Rev.
Mr. Grimshaw,” of Haworth, Yorkshire ; and last,
but not least, his “ Olney Hymns,” composed in con-
junction with his friend Cowper, but of which, owing
to the poet's illness, he was forced to write the
greater part.

Mr. Newton declined very gradually. When over
eighty years of age, some of his friends, fearing that
he might continue his ministrations too long, sug-
gested that he should consider his work of preaching
- as done. His answer was, “I cannot stop. What!
shall the old African -blasphemer stop while he can
speak ?

In his own words, ¢ satisfied with the Lord’s will,”
he departed this life on the 21st of December, 1807,
having written his own epitaph, and requested that it
might be placed near his vestry-door, and that no
other might be added.



CHAPTER 1V.
WILLIAM COWPER
1731—1800.

“ The representative poet of his age.”—Preface to the Claren-
don Press edition of Cowper's Poems, 1878.

“ I HE most popular poet of his time, and the

best of English letter-writers.” This is
Southey’s verdict on Cowper ; and when it is taken
into account that Cowper was really the evangelical
poet of the great evangelical movement—a move-
ment with which Southey did not altogether sym-
pathize, this verdict of his must be reckoned to be
one of a capable and an unbiassed judge.

Every age has its own poets, and so perhaps has
every religious movement; and Cowper had some
remarkable contemporaries. Southey himself came a
generation later ; but Thomson’s “ Seasons,” Young’s
“ Night Thoughts,” and Beattie’s “ Minstrel ” were all
new books, and largely read in Cowper’s time. They
are now comparatively neglected, but still his works
may be found in aimost every library in the kingdom,
whether great or small. Probably they will still be
read to some extent when the writings of certain

G
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later poets, which have had even a greater popu-
larity, shall be all but forgotten; and for this reason,
amongst others, that Cowper’s writings, though full
of thought, of feeling, and of faith, are not abstruse
or metaphysical. On the contrary, they are full of
common sense and common truths,—that is to say, of
truths which are common to all, and which have an
equal interest for peasant or for peer,—for the most
unlearned and most learned man.

Can we not see that this was just the kind of poet
who was needed in that day, that there was a par-
ticular niche which required filling, and that he was
just the man to fill it?

A revival of faith was taking place, and all classes
alike were feeling its influence. There was wanted
some one to put into words the thoughts that were
filling many minds, and to lead the songs of this
mixed multitude; and all this Cowper did.

He comes before us, then, as another living proof
of the divine origin of the whole great movement—
another evidence that one Master Mind was at work,
and moulding the workers according to His own great
will. Nor does the fact that a mystery, a painful mys-
tery, enveloped most part of poor Cowper’s life and
being, in the least militate against this assertion, but
rather the contrary. We cannot expect to under-
stand all that our God is doing. A child cannot
comprehend all his parents’ acts ; he naturally often
asks ‘Why?’ and is perplexed: and how much
more naturally must we expect to be sometimes con-
founded with the doings of the great Father of all!
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The mystery, and the sadness of it, however, cer-
tainly drew attention to the utterances of this His
messenger at the time when he spoke; and if so,
then a little glimmer of light comes to our aid.
Cowper was not inspired in the sense in which we
use the expression in speaking of the sacred Scrip-
tures. He had no new message from God to bring
us ; but God has other messengers besides those to
whom He appeared in visions and revelations in the
olden times ; and if he gave to Wesley a message to
deliver, and to Whitefield another, to Venn and
Newton again similar commissions, so surely did He
also give to William Cowper some words to speak
for Him.

All poets who acknowledge a God at all, probably
consider themselves to be God-made ; and so, as far
as regards the possession of a power which He
has bestowed, they doubtless are. But it is in a far
different sense, and a far higher one, that the term
may be applied to Cowper; and that sense will
appear as the events of his life, and the manner in
which he came to be the poet that he was, pass
under review.

William Cowper, the handsome and well-born
young man, with tastes and manners that were
pleasing both to men and women, is generally known
as having been in particular the friend of John
Newton ; but a large portion of the lives of the two
men had passed before they met at all; and when
they did meet, Cowper was already one with his
future pastor and friend in most of his views of
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divine things. He was therefore not in any sense his
disciple.

Superior to him by birth, by educational advan-
tages, and in a certain way in mental powers too,
Cowper was, however, Mr. Newton’s junior by a few
years, and as regarded his spiritual life by very many;
so that there was really no bar to their friendship,
but the contrary.

And it is rather singular that in childhood both
passed through similar trials. Each lost his mother
—and a tender mother in each case—before he was
seven years of age; each had sharp sorrows in his
early schooldays,—Newton under a harsh school-
master, and Cowper through the cruel persecutions of
a brutal lad of fifteen, who was expelled when his
conduct was discovered.

Most of us probably have sorrowed with the little
boy who, looking back in after years on his first deep
grief, wrote,—

“ My mother ! when I learned that thou wast dead,
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ?
Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son,—
Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun?
Perhaps thou gav’st me, though unfelt, a kiss ;
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss.

Ah! that maternal smile !—it answers—Yes.
I heard the bell toll'd on thy burial-day,

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away ;
And, turning from my nursery window, drew
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu !”

But we have not so often pictured the little delicate
“and already melancholy child sitting all alone on his
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form, and ready to weep at the thought of what he had
suffered from his cruel persecutor, though he dared
not tell of the persecutions; and at last removed from
school with injured eyesight which compelled a long
course of treatment under an oculist.

. The sorrows of children are happily soon forgotten,
yet do they leave their mark much longer than is
sometimes supposed,—frequently perhaps, as it may
be in this case, for life.

Nevertheless Cowper’s next school experience, his
eight years at Westminster, seem to have been a
tolerably happy period. He tells us himself, in a
brief memoir which he wrote, that if at that time he
knew not what true happiness was, he was at least
unacquainted with its opposite. He must then have
had something like good spirits too, for in those days
he excelled in cricket and football. Judging by the
many tokens of a well-stored mind, he must have
worked with some energy at his studies also; and,
moreover, at Westminster he discovered to some degree
his poetic gift, for in his “ Table Talk ” he says,—

“ At Westminster, where little poets strive
To set a distich upon six and five ;
Where Discipline helps opening buds of sense,

- And makes his pupils proud with silver pence,
I was a poet too.”

Amongst his schoolfellows at Westminster, indeed,
was Charles Churchill, afterwards a poet of some
reputation, whose style Cowper much admired, and
from whom he declared that he gained his own manner
of versifying. At school, however, he did more than
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try his own skill in that direction, for he studied the
English poets with real enjoyment and delight, and
more especially Milton and Cowley ; and the former
he got almost by heart.

Cowper’s school-days lasted till he was eighteen ;
and we do not hear much of anything like real work
after that for many a long year. His father was
rector of Berkhampstead, and chaplain to George II.
He could reckon an earl and a baronet among his
connections, and some of his relatives were in Govern-
ment posts; so, though he was sent to London to
be in an attorney’s office, it seems to have been
rather with a view to picking up enough law to
enable him to take any good post that might be
got for him, than with the idea of his being a lawyer.
At any rate, instead of spending his days at Mr.
Chapman’s, he for the most part spent them at his
uncle’s house in Southampton Row, in the company
of his two young cousins, and of Thurlow, the future
Lord Chancellor, “giggling and making giggle,” and,
as might have been anticipated, becoming enamoured
of one of the girls,—the younger, Theodora, who was
then only growing into what she afterwards became,
an accomplished and attractive woman.

When the attachment was at length declared, how-
ever, the young lady’s father refused his consent, on the
ground that a marriage between cousins was not lawful
—which was an idea then largely prevalent ; yet per-
haps it was really from a conviction, resulting from
his own observation of the youth’s character, that the
match was not to be desired for his daughter.
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This seems to have been for her a real heart-break,
inasmuch as though then only about nineteen, she re-
mained faithful, and in secret attached to her cousin
through life. To him the disappointment was at the
time very bitter; and it wrung from him the first
verses which showed him to be a poet far beyond any
ordinary mark ; but in a few months he had greatly
shaken off his grief, as most young men do, and
though about the same time he lost his father, and
also his most valued friend Sir William Russell, who
was drowned while bathing in the Thames, yet none
of these sorrows produced insanity, as might have
been expected. They only drove him into a sort of
literary dissipation, and the usual occupations of an
idle Templar—for such he then was, having been
called to the Bar in 1754.

In short, it must be said that all the years of
Cowper’s early manhood were wasted years. He
spent them, perhaps, he hardly knew how, every now
and then contributing papers to the Nonsense Club’s
periodical, and to the St Fames's Chronicle, and in
the writing of halfpenny ballads ; certainly not in
earnestly following any profession.

So in his thirty-second year he had nothing but his
fast-diminishing little patrimony to depend on; and
no hope seemed to remain but that of getting some
appointment under Government. Yet even this was
_ only a sort of vague and indefinite idea; and after all,
it was not a kind of life for which he was fitted,—if
indeed at that time he could be said to be fitted
for anything.
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When at last his relative, Major Cowper, did give
him the choice of two appointments, Cowper at once
chose the more lucrative, but instantly after, he was
seized with such a morbid dread of responsibility that
he felt as if he had received a dagger into his heart.

It was this circumstance, in fact, which drove
William Cowper mad. In an agony of mind he very
soon resigned the first, and accepted the less lucra-
‘tive appointment, as the less responsible one. But
the right of his relative to appoint to either was soon
questioned ; and Cowper was summoned to prepare
for an examination as to his competency, at the bar
of a parliamentary Committee. At this his horror of
mind increased ; his intellect gave way, and he made
an attempt to strangle himself. So ended all idea of
~ Government employ ; but so.did not end his horror
of mind. “To this moment,” he says, “I had felt
no concern of a spiritual kind ; ignorant of original
sin, insensible of the guilt of actual transgression,
I understood neither the law nor the gospel ; the
condemning nature of the one, nor the restoring
mercies of the other. I was as much unacquainted
with Christ, in all His saving offices, as if His blessed
name had never reached me. Now, therefore, a new
scene opened upon me. Conviction of sin took hold
of me, especially of that just committed; the mean-
ness of it, as well as its atrocity, was exhibited to me
in colours so inconceivably strong, that I despised
myself, with a contempt not to be imagined or
expressed, for having attemptedit. . . . A sense
of God’s wrath, and a deep despair of escaping it,
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instantly succeeded. The fear of death became much
more prevalent in me than ever the desire of it had
been. My sins were now set in array before me. I
began to see.and feel that I had lived without God in
the world. As I walked to and fro in my chamber I
said within mysell. ¢ There never was so abandoned
a wretch ! so great a sinner!’”

His brother, hearing of his miserable condition,
came to see him about that time, and at once con-
sulted with some of his friends what was to be done
with him. So at length it was decided to place him
at St. Alban’s under the care of a clever and kind-
hearted physician, Dr. Cotton, with whom he had
already some slight acquaintance. :

. This was in 1763 ; and there, in this lunatic asylum,
lived for the space of eight months this poor young
man, this future poet, in constant expectation and
terror of instant judgment.

But at length, the sentence of condemnation
seeming to be deferred, he began to think that he
had better entertain a less horrible train of ideas, and
accordingly entered into conversation with the doctor
laughed at his stories, and told some of his own.

- The doctor was not slow to see the amendment,
and sent news to his brother at Cambridge, who very
soon came to visit him. As soon as they were left
alone together, John anxiously asked William how
he was ; but he only got for answer, ““ As much better
as despair can make me.” Then they went into the
garden; and the younger brother protested so ear-
nestly that it.was all a delusion, that his vehemence
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gave William a ray of hope. The glimmer increased ;
and very soon his servant perceived the change, and
expressed to him his great joy. So, from this visit of
his brother, Cowper dated his recovery. He awoke
next morning feeling quite a new creature, and many
of his delusions gone.

Still, as yet he knew nothing of the way of salva-
tion, and only thought that if God would but spare
him, he would lead a new life. Happily, however,
Dr. Cotton was a Christian man, and he took care to
leave Bibles about in his patient’s way. One day,
flinging himself into a chair, Cowper ventured to take
one up and look into it for comfort.

In a moment his eyes lighted on the words,
“Whom God hath set forth, to be a propitiation
through faith in His blood, to declare His righteous-
ness for the remission of sins that are past, through
the forbearance of God.”

“Immediately,” he said, “I received strength to
believe, and the full beams of the Sun of righteousness
shone upon me. I saw the sufficiency of the atone-
ment He had made, my pardon sealed in His blood,
and all the fulness and completeness of His- justifica-
tion. In a moment I believed and received the
gospel. Whatever my friend Madan had said to me
so long before, revived in all its clearness, with
demonstration of the Spirit and with power. Unless
the Almighty arm had been under me I think I
should have died with gratitude and joy.”

The whole interesting and remarkable account of
this conversion in a lunatic asylum, and simul-
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taneously, of the poor sufferer’s bodily cure, is too long
to give here. Suffice it to say that he remained with
Dr. Cotton for some months longer, and did not leave
until quite restored. During the interval he resumed
the use of his pen, and having experienced the
greatest of all changes himself, he was able to write
a little about it.

The following lines were composed under Dr.
Cotton’s roof :—

“How blest Thy creature is, O God,
When with a single eye
He views the lustre of Thy word,
The dayspring from on high !
“ Through all the storms that veil the skies,
And frown on earthly things,
The Sun of righteousness he eyes,
With healing in His wings.
¢ Struck by that light, the human heart,
A barren soil no more,
Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad
Where serpents lurked before.

“ The soul, a dreary province once,
Of Satan’s dark domain, '
Feels a new empire formed within,
And owns a heavenly reign.

The glorious orb, whose golden beams
The fruitful year control,
Since first, obedient to Thy word,
He started from the goal,

“ Has cheeted the nations with the joys
His orient rays impart ;
But, Jesus, 'tis Thy light alone
Can shine upon the heart.”
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William Cowper’s London life was now at an end.
He disliked the idea of returning to the scene of his
old temptations; and yet, as for some years he had
held one small post, the office of Commissioner of
Bankrupts, worth about £60 per annum, he might
have felt compelled to return to his duties, had not
his awakened conscience told him that, ignorant as
he was of law, he ought not to take the required
oath.

Consequently he resigned the post, and asked his
brother to seek some lodging for him in or near
Cambridge.

But his brother, perhaps secretly not wishing to
have a relation in his condition near him, could find
nothing suitable; but he found a home for him at
Huntingdon.

Thus, in the provxdence of God, was Cowper
guided to the family who afterwards came to
be to him far more than any of his own relatives,
and to the care of that admirable woman who, for
thirty years, proved his best earthly friend and
most affectionate nurse.

It was at Huntingdon that the Unwins then lived ;
in fact, Mr. Unwin, the father, was master of the Free
School there, and lecturer in two of the churches ;
and now John Cowper, having found suitable lodg-
ings for his brother, saw him settled there, and left
him with the man who had attended him at Dr,
Cotton'’s, and whom he ever afterwards retained in
his service.

It was not long before young Unwin, the son,
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struck with the stranger’s countenance, made his
acquaintance ; and to William Cowper’s great joy,
he found in him one who had lively and spiritual
notions of religion, and who was then preparing for
the ministry.

The young men, thus mutually attracted, opened
their hearts freely to each other; and Cowper was
soon introduced to the little home circle, consisting
of the father and mother, this son, and a daughter.

It was a friendship formed for life; and, in short,
it was not long before Cowper became an inmate
of that household, by succeeding to the vacant place
of a pupil who had just left. His own means were
so small, and his family ties so few, that this was
evidently a merciful provision for him; and more
especially as his own relations for the most part
drew off from him when they discovered the change

- in all his tastes and feelings.

Two years after this, the senior Mr. Unwin was
killed by a fall from his horse, Miss Unwin was
married, and her brother went to his ministerial
work. Mrs. Unwin then wished to leave Hunting-
don ; but thus deprived of her own family ties, she
had no desire or intention to be separated from
the lonely young man who had grown to be to
_her as a son.

It was just at that time that, through a brother
clergyman, Mr. Newton heard of Mrs. Unwin’s recent
bereavement; and at his request he called to see her.
This visit led to the removal both of the widow and
of Cowper to Olney, and to the beginning of the
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intimacy between the warm-hearted, devoted pastor,
and the now rejoicing Christian layman. Little
marvel indeed was it that each of these two men
felt himself strongly drawn to the other, considering
the wonderful private history of both, and the remark-
able character of their religious experiences. Very
naturailty would they take sweet counsel together
and walk into the house of God as friends; and
besides, Cowper at once threw himself heart and soul
into all Mr. Newton’s parochial plans; and he was
in many ways a great help to him, visiting the poor,
and helping to distribute Mr. Thornton’s bounty,
taking part in a weekly prayer-meeting, and even
entertaining thoughts of the ministry himself.

“The Lord brought him to Olney,” said Mr.
Newton, “ where he has been a blessing to many,
and a great blessing to myself.”

Cowper was, in short, during those few happy
years, a bright example of the comfort that Chris-
tianity can give, and of the way in which it drives
men to work for others. But Cowper had a warm
heart; and in it he had room for many friends; so,
on his full recovery, he had a strong desire to renew
his intercourse with some of the oldest of them ; and
whilst still at Huntingdon he had written to his
cousin, Lady Hesketh, Theodora’s elder sister, “ You
know not half the deliverances I have received ; my
brother is the only one who does; my recovery is
indeed a signal one, but a greater, if possible, went
before it. My future life must express the thankful-
ness I feel, for by words I cannot do it.” In sub-
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