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GOD PROTECTS ELISHA

“And when they came down to him, Elisha prayed
unto the Lord, and said, Smite this people, I pray
Thee, with blindness. And He smote them with
blindness according to the word of Elisha. And
Elisha said unto them, This is not the way, neither is
this the city: follow me, and I will bring you to the
man whom ye seek.” 2 Kings 6:18-19.
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ELIJAH FED BY RAVENS

“Thou shalt drink of the brook; and I have
commanded the ravens to feed thee there.”
1 Kings 17:4
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Chapter Eleven

“Hide thyself by the brook Cherith, that is before
Jordan. And it shall be, that thou shalt drink of the
brook; and I have commanded the ravens to feed thee
there.”—1 Kings 17:3-4.
The attitude of thoughtless unbelief toward the
records of providential care in Holy Scripture was wellillustrated by an advertising card once displayed on a
Western inter-urban electric line. Presenting some business offer, the card declared:
“If Elijah were alive today, there would be no ravens
to feed him. That brand of ravens has gone forever.
The only bird that will feed you today is the eagle on
the American dollar.”
It was more than an irreverent treatment of a sacred story; it was the expression of a sentiment that
obtains too generally in these days, of which Christ
asked, “When the Son of man cometh, shall He find
faith on the earth?” We need a revival of faith in the
God who actually does things on earth for His children. Inspiration puts on the lips of those living in
these latter days the prayer:
“Awake, awake, put on strength, O arm of the Lord;
awake, as in the ancient days . . Art Thou not it which
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hath dried the sea, the waters of the great deep; that
hath made the depths of the sea a way for the ransomed to pass over?” Isaiah 51:9-10.

God does not work always in the same way. His
wonders are not repetitions for display. But He who
made the depths of the sea a way in ancient times is
still making ways for His children; and He who fed
the prophet by the ravens so long ago is still able to
provide for men in trouble.
Many a man draws back, in unbelief, from the path
of righteousness because he can see no means of livelihood in the narrow way that leads to life while the
foot of faith presses into that path and finds that God
is truly the living God. Whether His care is manifested
in the ordinary or the extraordinary way, it is His loving providence. Here, however, is the story of a providence, a raven being an actual agent in the deliverance.
A RAVEN, AGAIN THE MESSENGER

It was in the seventeenth century that Paul Gerhardt, a Lutheran pastor, wrote the blessed hymn,
“Give to the winds thy fears.” The familiar English
translation renders two stanzas:
“Give to the winds thy fears,
Hope and be undismayed;
God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears,
He shall lift up thy head.
“Through waves and clouds and storms,
He gently clears thy way;
Wait thou His time, so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.”

It was amid trial and persecution that Gerhardt’s
trust had grown strong; and the hymns of faith and
hope that poured from his soul have blessed and

Strange Agents of Deliverance

169

helped many another heart waiting through dark hours
for God to “clear the way.”
One lover of Gerhardt’s hymn of trust was a Polish
peasant named Dobry, who lived near Warsaw, in the
days of King Stanislaus (1764-1795). Dobry experienced a remarkable deliverance by a raven’s visit, in
which he recognized the direct intervention of the Lord.
The story is told by S.W. Duffield, in his standard History of English Hymns (page 166):
“He had fallen into arrears with his rent, and his
landlord was about to eject him from his home. It was
the dead of winter; and the poor man had thrice appealed for mercy, but in vain. The next day was to see
himself and his family homeless and hopeless in the
midst of the snow. But Dobry kneeled down and
prayed, and then they all sang this hymn. At length
they came to the words. ‘Dein werk kann niemand
hindern:
“Nothing Thy work suspending,
No foe can make thee pauce
When Thou, Thine own defending,
Dost undertake their cause.”

“There was a rap at the window. Dobry went to it,
opened it, and a raven which his grandfather had
trained and set at liberty popped in with a valuable
jeweled ring in its beak. The peasant took it at once to
his minister, who identified it as the property of King
Stanislaus, to whom he restored it.
“The king sent for Dobry and rewarded him handsomely. The next year he built him a new house and
gave him cattle from his own herds. Over this house
door, on an iron tablet, appears still, it is said, the
effigy of a raven with a ring in its beak. Underneath
are the first four lines of the stanza which was being
sung: ‘Weg’ hast do allerwegen; etc., which are thus
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rendered in the admirable version of Mrs. E. Charles:
“All means always possessing,
Invincible in might;
Thy doings are all blessing,
Thy goings are all light.”

It is good to know that our Father in heaven is never
at a loss for means by which to send the deliverance
from trouble or perplexity, when He sees best. And
when the trouble must be borne, His sustaining, comforting grace amid trial never fails His dear ones who
put their trust in Him.
We give two stanzas of Gerhardt’s hymn (in this
translation by Mrs. E. Charles); so full are they of the
spirit of trust in the living God, who can make ways
where there are no ways:
“Commit thy way to God,
The load which makes thee faint;
Worlds are to Him no load;
To Him breathe thy complaint.
He who for winds and clouds
Maketh a pathway free,
Through wastes or hostile crowds,
Can make a way for thee.
“Hope then, though woes be doubled,
Hope and be undismayed;
Let not thine heart be troubled,
Nor let it be afraid.
This prison where thou art,
Thy God will break it soon,
And flood with light thy heart
In His own blessed noon.”
SEQUEL TO THE STORY
OF THE RAVEN AND THE RING

It is a far cry, as the saying is, from eighteenthcentury Poland and Dobry’s raven, to Japan and our
own times. But here is a Japanese sequel to the story
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of the raven and the ring:
In 1887 George Müller, founder of that monument
of faith, the Bristol (England) orphanages, visited Japan. Asked one day to sit for a photograph to leave as
a memorial of his visit, he said: “No; let one of your
Japanese Christians found an orphanage. That will
be my photograph.”
Mr. J. Ishii, a young student in the Okayama medical school, took up the suggestion. He had no income;
but by faith he began the work. The year 1889 was a
year of disasters in Japan. Food was scarce and high;
and, in the drain upon Christian benevolences, the
orphanage enterprise was forgotten by outside helpers. In An American Missionary in Japan, Dr. M.L.
Gordon tells of Mr. Ishii’s perplexity:
“The supply of food grew less and less, until on
September 24 only a very little rice remained. At the
five o’clock supper Mr. Ishii made a speech to the children, telling them the food was nearly all gone, and
there was no money to buy anymore. For supper they
must be content with a little rice gruel, and even that
would not last very long. Then he related the story [of
the raven and the ring] . .
“ ‘Now, children,’ said Mr. Ishii, ‘that happened
many years ago; but the same kind heavenly Father
still watches over His children. And I believe He will
help us. As many of you as think the same will please
go with me, when you have finished your supper, to
the little graveyard back of the house; and there we
will pray in faith for help.’
“Nearly thirty of the children volunteered to go,
some of them without tasting even a mouthful of the
scanty meal. Mr. Ishii opened the little service of prayer.
And, after offering a very urgent petition himself, he
started supperless and probably dinnerless, to attend
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the church prayer meeting, leaving the children praying in the temple graveyard.
“While they were in the act of prayer, there came a
call at the door of the orphanage; and a missionary
lady, who had that day come to Okayama from another city, entered, bringing thirty-one dollars sent
through her to the asylum from a mission band in the
State of New York. Mrs. Ishii, to whom she handed
the money, seemed dazed; so overwhelmed was she
with joy at their unexpected relief from distress and
at the striking coincidence. She sent word immediately to Mr. Ishii, at the church; and a few minutes
later the whole story was told in the church prayer
meeting.”
So fully had Mr. Ishii laid the burden of need upon
God alone, that not even his associates in the church
knew how closely pressed the orphanage enterprise
had been. But the Lord heard the calls for help, and
sent relief.
HOW THE PURSE WAS BROUGHT

One of the characters of the Scottish Reformation
was John Craig, associate of John Knox. He was converted in a Dominican convent, in Bologne, France,
through getting hold of one of Calvin’s books. He was
in an enemy’s country. John Whitcross, of Scotland,
in his Anecdotes of the Assembly’s Shorter Catechism, wrote thus of Craig’s trials and wonderful deliverances:
“He was seized as a heretic soon after, and carried
to Rome, where he was condemned to be burned; but
on the evening preceding the day of execution, the
reigning pontiff died. And, according to custom, the
doors of all prisons were thrown open. All others were
released; but heretics, after being permitted to go outside the walls, were reconducted to their cells. That
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night, however, a tumult was excited, and Craig and
his companions escaped. They had entered a small
inn at some distance from Rome, when they were overtaken by a party of soldiers sent to apprehend them.
“On entering the house, the captain looked Craig
steadfastly in the face, and asked him if he remembered having once relieved a poor wounded soldier in
the neighborhood of Bologne. Craig had forgotten it.
‘But,’ said the captain, ‘I am the man. I shall requite
your kindness; you are at liberty. Your companions I
must take away with me; but for your sake I shall
treat them with all possible lenity.’ He gave him all the
money he had, and Craig escaped.
“But his money soon failed him; yet God, who
feedeth the ravens, did not. While Craig was lying at
the side of a wood, full of gloomy apprehensions, a
dog came running up to him with a purse in his teeth.
Suspecting some evil, he attempted to drive the animal away, but in vain. He at length took the purse,
and found in it a sum of money which carried him to
Vienna.”
WHY THE HORSE BALKED

A New England minister, years ago, wrote out for
the late H.L. Hastings, of Boston, this story of deliverance:
“His father was a man of faith, regularly committing the lives of all the household to God at the family
altar. One day, in 1850, he started for the mill at
Rockland, R.I., with a bag of rye to be ground into
flour for the family bread. On the way the staid old
family horse unaccountably balked on a bridge over a
stream, and began to turn and back up. He kept on
till the rear wheels of the wagon went over the log
guard, along the edge of the planks. The farmer jumped
out and the horse stood still, holding the front wheels
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catching on the log guard; so that the wagon did not
go over, but the contents were thrown into the water.
Neighbors helped to right the wagon up; and the grist
was fished out. The minister says:
“There was a mystery about the transaction. The
horse had showed no signs of fright, and had never
acted so before. My father was perplexed. He had earnestly prayed, only that morning, that the angel of the
Lord might encamp round about us that day, and here
was this unaccountable accident.
“He returned home; and we went to work to dry
our grain and prepare it for grinding. But, when we
spread out the rye upon a cloth in the sun to dry, we
noticed, scattered through it all, fragments of a fine,
glittering substance, which, on examination, proved
to be glass. Thousands upon thousands of fine fragments mingled with those two bushels of rye—enough
to cause the death of all the family if the grain had
been ground and baked and eaten.
“We were amazed at this revelation; and with what
grateful hearts we knelt around the family altar and
thanked God for His wonderful providence which had
so strangely preserved our lives.”
He says they found on investigation that the rye
had been kept for a time in an open barrel; and that
above this workmen had been smoothing ax handles,
using pieces of glass to scrape and polish the wood.
In this way, particles of glass had been ground off,
and fallen down through and into the rye. This was
unnoticed when the grain was emptied into the sack,
to be taken to the mill when bread was needed.
ANSWER TO A CHINESE CONVERT’S FAITH

In emphasizing her testimony to the truth that
God is still the living God, who does things on earth,
Mrs. Howard Taylor, of the China Inland Mission, gives
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the experience of an elderly convert named Li, who
did gospel work in the Yoyang district and conducted
a refuge for opium-smokers who were seeking deliverance from that evil habit.
Soon after his conversion from idol worship, he
found the text, “Covetousness, which is idolatry.” Determined not to fall into this kind of idolatry, he gave
away all his property and lived from day to day by the
simple hospitality of those among whom he labored.
In the opium-relief work he often saw hard times, but
his trust was in the God who fed Elijah by the ravens.
At one time, says Mrs. Taylor, the old man had come
to the end of his resources.
“Quite near by, in the large temple of the village,
lived a cousin who was priest in charge, and who, when
he came to see his relative from time to time, would
bring a little present of bread or millet from his ample
store. The old man, on receiving these gifts, would
always say, ‘T’ien Fu tih en tien!’ (My heavenly Father’s
grace!), meaning that it was through the care and kindness of God that these gifts were brought. But the priest
did not approve of that way of looking at it, and at last
remonstrated.
“Where does your heavenly Father’s grace come in,
I should like to know? The millet is mine. I bring it to
you. And if I did not, you would very soon starve for
all that He would care. He has nothing at all to do with
it.’
“But it is my heavenly Father who puts it into your
heart to care for me,’ replied old Li.
“ ‘O, that is all very well’ interrupted the priest. ‘We
shall see what will happen if I bring the millet no more.’
And for a week or two he kept away, although his better nature prompted him to care for the old man, whom
he could not but esteem for the works of mercy in
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which he was constantly engaged.
“As it happened, this was just the time in which
dear old Li was especially short of supplies. At last
there came a day when he had nothing left for another
meal. The refuge was still empty; and he had not cash
to buy a morsel of bread. Kneeling alone in his room,
he poured out his heart in prayer to God. He knew
very well that the Father in heaven would not, could
not, forget him. After pleading for blessing on his work
and upon the people all around him, he reminded the
Lord of what the priest had said, asking that, for the
honor of His own great name, He would send him that
day his daily bread.
“Then and there the answer came. While the old
man was still kneeling in prayer, he heard an unusual
clamor and cawing and flapping of wings in the courtyard outside, and a noise as of something falling to
the ground. He rose and went to the door to see what
was happening. A number of ravens, which are common in that part of China, were flying all about in great
commotion above him; and, as he looked up, a large
piece of meat fell at his very feet. One of the birds,
chased by others, had dropped it just at that moment
on that spot. [In the Orient one is accustomed to the
sight of flocks of crows hovering over the marketplace,
watching for a chance to seize a piece of meat from a
butcher’s stall.]
“Thankfully the old man took up the unexpected
portion, saying, ‘My heavenly Father’s kindness!’ and
then, glancing about him to see what had fallen before
he came out, he discovered a large piece of Indian
meal bread, all cooked and ready for eating. Another
bird had dropped that also; and there was his dinner
bountifully provided. Evidently the ravens had been
on a foraging expedition; and, overtaken by stronger
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birds, they let go their booty. But whose hand had
guided them to relinquish their prize right above his
little courtyard?
“With a wondering heart, overflowing with joy, the
dear old man kindled a fire to prepare the welcome
meal. And while the pot was still boiling, the door
opened. And to his great delight his cousin, the priest,
walked in.
“ ‘Look and see,’ said the old man, smiling, as he
indicated the simmering vessel on the fire.
“For some time the priest would not lift the lid,
feeling sure there was nothing boiling there but water;
but at length the savory odor was unmistakable; and
overcome by curiosity, he peeped into the earthen pot.
What was his astonishment when the excellent dinner
was revealed! ‘Why,’ he cried, ‘where did you get this?’
“ ‘My heavenly Father sent it,’ responded the old
man, gladly. He put it into your heart, you know, to
bring me a little millet from time to time; but when
you would do so no longer, it was quite easy for Him
to find another messenger.’ And the whole incident,
his prayer, and the coming of the ravens, was graphically told.
“The priest was so much impressed by what he
saw and heard that he became from that time an earnest inquirer; and, before long, he confessed his faith
in Christ by baptism. He gave up his comfortable living in the temple for the blessed reality that now satisfied his soul. He supported himself as a teacher and
became a much-respected deacon in the church; and,
during the Boxer troubles of 1900, he endured terrible tortures and finally laid down his life for Jesus’
sake.”
The story was told by Mrs. Taylor at an annual
meeting of the China Inland Mission, and reported in
China’s Millions, the organ of that society.
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A PROVIDENCE OF
EARLY MATABELELAND MISSION DAYS

Speaking of some of the earlier experiences in the
planting of the Somabula Mission, in southern Rhodesia, Missionary F.B. Armitage, of the Seventh-day
Adventist Missions in South Africa, tells how one problem of food supply for the mission school was solved
by timely provision in an unlooked-for way:
“At a time when our mission school was growing,
and food had to be supplied for forty or forty-five students, the milk problem became a difficult one. There
had been a dry season; and a weedy growth which the
African boys are accustomed to use for greens, of which
they are very fond, had been destroyed. This left the
mealies, or Indian corn, as practically the one article
of food, without change. Milk was needed to eat with
the corn.
“We began hunting for cows. If only two or three
could be secured, we knew it would be a great help to
the school. But no cows could be found. We sent runners out in various directions, and all returned unsuccessful. This need was made a matter of prayer to
our heavenly Father; that in some way, beyond our
unaided power, our wants might be supplied.
“About this time, as I was working about the station, I heard one of the native boys calling out, ‘Teacher,
come and see! come and see!’ Going out at his call, I
saw coming across the country a string of oxen. Thirtytwo we counted, traveling as fast as they could go.
Thirty-two oxen mean two span; for in Africa sixteen
oxen count as a span for hauling. Their heads were
up; and they were running as animals do in fright.
“ ‘Lions have been after these oxen,’ I said to the
boys. ‘There is a loaded wagon somewhere, passing;
and the lions have frightened these oxen away.’ I sent
the boys out to steer the fleeing animals into our
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herd yard. They succeeded; and immediately the panting oxen lay down as if at home, lying still and resting long in their exhaustion. We cared for them and
fed them; and, on the second day, the owner appeared
in search of his animals. He was highly pleased, indeed, and grateful to find that we had taken them in
and cared for them.
“The oxen had been frightened by the lions away
to the northward of our mission, and had fled to the
southwest. But the wind had veered round, and the
frightened animals changed their course.
“When pursued by lions, oxen never run with the
wind; for they know that the tactics of the lions are to
get in ahead of the fleeing animal. The oxen pursued
always keep the wind in their faces, so that they can
scent the approaching enemy. Thus the veering of the
wind turned the oxen in our direction and guided them
to us.
“In talking of our need with the owner, we inquired
if he knew of anyone who had cows to sell. ‘No,’ he
said, ‘ I do not know of even one.’ But after standing
silent for a few moments, looking down in earnest
thought, he said: ‘I will tell you what I will do. I do not
know of any cows for sale in this whole country; but I
will send you several for you to keep for a time.’
“He appointed a time for our boys to come down to
the police camp and get the cows, adding, ‘You can
keep them as long as you like.’ We sent down to the
camp at the time appointed, and back came the
herdboys driving seventeen cows in splendid condition; and these we had the use of for several years.
They not only gave an abundance of milk, but were
good butter makers, an important item in our effort
to develop self-supporting industries in the school,
butter at that time fetching a high price.”
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“We felt,” said Missionary Armitage, in recalling
the experience, and all must agree with him, “that
the Lord’s own providence had brought to us this
splendid additional means of support for the new
mission.” Thus again the Lord had spread “a table in
the wilderness.”
JEHOVAH-JIREH: “THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”

In a sermon or paper prepared by John Flavel, a
minister of Dartmouth, England, and published in
1820, are some references to deliverances illustrative
of his text, “Abraham called the name of that place
Jehovah-jireh: as it is said to this day, In the mount of
the Lord it shall be seen.” Gen. 22:14.
“How remarkable was the relief of Rochelle [the
Huguenot city of France, besieged by Catholic forces]
by a shoal of fish that came into the harbor when they
were ready to perish with hunger, such as they never
observed either before or after that time . .
“A spider, by weaving her web over the mouth of an
oven, shall hide a servant of Christ (Du Moulin) from
his enemies, who took refuge there in that bloody Parisian massacre.”—Flavel’s Works, Vol. IV.
BROUGHT BY A BIRD

In the days of persecution in Bohemia, one Matthias
Dolanscious was arrested for heresy. Cast into prison
in the city of Prague, he endured much suffering by
cruel neglect. But the same God who fed Elijah by the
ravens was watching over His children in Bohemia.
We cannot question the ways of Providence. Ofttimes
the servants of the Lord were strengthened to bear
witness by martyrdom to the glory of God. But the
work of Dolanscious was evidently not finished. The
extraordinary manner in which relief came to him at
this time is thus related:
“One day, when he was on the point of starving,

Strange Agents of Deliverance

181

he cast his eyes toward the grate of his prison windows, and saw a little bird, perhaps a carrier pigeon,
sitting there with something in his bill. His curiosity
led him thither. The bird flew away, but left a bit of
cloth, in which, when he took it up, he found a piece
of gold; with this he found means to furnish himself
with bread until he obtained full deliverance.”—
American Tract Society Primer, No. 2.
A TINY GUIDE TO SAFETY

In his journal, May 9, 1796, Bishop Asbury, the
first bishop of the Methodist Episcopal Church, tells
the story of a Methodist sister in Tennessee, who
prayed for direction when lost in the wilderness, and
who was indeed strangely guided into the right path.
She had been carried far away into captivity by the
Indians, and after terrible privations was making her
way back. Lost and bewildered, she says, “I poured
out my complaint in fervent prayer that He would not
forsake me.” The Bishop quotes her story of the crisis
in her experience, as she was able to go but little farther:
“ ‘I traveled on till I came to a little path, one end of
which led to the inhabitants, and the other to the wilderness; I knew not which end of the path to take.
After standing and praying to the Lord for some time,
I turned to the wilderness. Immediately there came a
little bird of a dove color to my feet. It fluttered along
the path which led to the inhabitants. I did not observe this much at first, until it did it a second and
third time; I then understood this as a direction of
Providence, and took the path which led me to the
inhabitants.’
“Immediately after her safe arrival she embraced
religion, and lived and died a humble follower of
Christ.”
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BY THE HAND OF GOD

Here is a narrative of Reformation times, taken
from the life of Johannes Brenz, of Würtemberg (14991570):
“Of the many persecutions which Brenz had to
suffer from the emperor on account of his steadfastness in the Protestant faith, the most perilous one to
befall him occurred while he was a guest of Duke Ulric
at Stuttgart.
“The emperor had learned of the whereabouts of
Brenz, and commissioned a colonel to produce him,
dead or alive. The duke, being apprised of this, warned
Brenz, and let him go with the consolation, ‘If God is
pleased with you, He will deliver you.’
“Brenz, as if anticipating the peril, had already sent
his four children to his friends. In the seclusion of his
room he fell on his knees, and prayed to God for counsel and help. And he seemed to hear a voice saving:
‘Take a loaf of bread, and go up through the Birkenwald
[the upper part of the city was so called at that time];
and where you find an open front door, go in and hide
yourself under the roof.’
“Benz did so. All the doors in that part of the city
were closed until he came to the Landhouse [later the
reformed church]. Here the door stood open. He entered without being seen by anyone. Under the roof
was a large pile of wood, behind which he hid himself.
“The next day the imperial officer, with his Spanish soldiers, arrived in Stuttgart. Soldiers were at once
stationed at all city gates, even at the exit of the duke’s
palace. They searched every house in the city; and
finally the soldiers came to the Landhouse. Brenz perceived the clang of arms, and heard their loud talking
and cursing as they went from room to room. They
also came to his hiding-place under the roof, and
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thrust their spears through the woodpile behind which
Brenz lay. But they did not find him; and two weeks
later they left Stuttgart.
“ ‘Now they are gone; and, praise the Lord, they
have not found him,’—thus Brenz heard the people
talk on the street below.
“But how was Brenz able to sustain his life during
that long time? On the first day of his concealment,
toward noon, about eleven o’clock, came a hen and
laid an egg behind the woodpile. This she did every
day till the end of his stay there. This egg served to
quench his thirst while the loaf of bread satisfied his
hunger. The hen ceased coming on the day on which
the soldiers departed.”
THE HUGUENOT PASTOR’S DELIVERANCE

In his Rise of the Huguenots of France, Baird says
that it was noted as a remarkable circumstance that
but two of the Huguenot pastors in Paris perished on
the night of the Massacre of St. Bartholomew. “It is
certain,” he says, “that no lives were more eagerly
sought than theirs. But several Protestant pastors had
wonderful escapes.” Of one experience he says:
“In the case of Merlin, chaplain of Admiral Coligny,
the divine interposition seemed almost as distinct as
that of the prophet Elijah. After reluctantly leaving
Coligny, at his earnest request, and clambering over
the roof of a neighboring house, he fell through an
opening into a garret full of hay. Not daring to show
himself, since he knew not whether he would encounter friends or foes, he remained for three days in this
retreat, his sole food an egg which a hen laid daily
within his reach.”—Vol. 11, p. 477.
KEPT BY A SPIDER’S WEB

An old work, Baxendale’s Dictionary of Anecdotes,
preserves the following record of the times of 1662.
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The experience is almost the same as one recorded
of a French Huguenot, in the days of the St.
Bartholomew Massacre.
“A story is related—in connection with the ejectment of the two thousand ministers from the Church
of England—of Henry Havers, of Catherine Hall, Cambridge. Being pursued by enemies who sought to apprehend him, he sought refuge in a malt house and
crept into the kiln. Immediately afterward, he observed
a spider fixing the first line of a large and beautiful
web across the narrow entrance. The web being placed
directly between him and the light, he was so much
struck with the skill of the insect weaver, that for a
while he forgot his own imminent danger; but by the
time the network had crossed and recrossed the mouth
of the kiln in every direction, the pursuers came to
search for him. He listened as they approached, and
distinctly overheard one of them say: ‘It is of no use to
look in there; the old villain can never be there. Look
at that spider’s web. He could never have got in there
without breaking it.’ ”
DELIVERED ON THE BATTLE FIELD

It was from the man’s own lips in Europe, shortly
after his conversion, that the writer heard this story.
The narrator was a plain, practical, intelligent man of
middle life. Asked for the story of his deliverance and
conversion, he said:
“Before the war I had been an irreligious man. I
had been drawn to listen to the lectures on prophecy
of a Seventh-day Adventist evangelist in my town; but
not having a mind to be a Christian, I put away all
thought of what I had heard. Then came the Great
War. I was called to service, and was on the field in
the battles on the Somme, in 1915.
“One day, crossing the open fields with my com-
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pany, I was stricken down by shrapnel. My comrades
had gone on; and there I lay, bleeding and helpless, in
a bit of a hollow. The battle was on; and I could hear
the humming of bullets in the air above me. No Red
Cross people could come on the field.
“Next morning I was faint from loss of blood and
hunger. I had a little food in my knapsack, but was
too weak to turn over or to unbuckle my straps to get
it. There I lay in my blood, helpless and giving myself
up to die.
“Just then a hen came out from a farmhouse and
laid an egg next to me. I reached out my hand and
took it and ate it.
“Next morning the hen came again, and laid another egg by me. I took it.
“Next morning again it came; and the next, and the
next—five days, and every morning an egg that just
kept life in my body.
“Then the storm of battle had passed; and the sanitary corps were out on the field to search for any living. I saw them, and had just life enough to cry out, to
let them know that I was alive.
“I was taken to the hospital, and began to recover.
As I found my life was evidently spared, I thought of
my remarkable deliverance. I felt that surely God had
been merciful to me a sinner. I began to thank Him,
and gave Him my heart. And when I was sent to my
home, I hunted up the people whose lectures I had
attended, gave myself to the study of the Bible, and
now I am rejoicing in the ‘blessed hope.’ ”
As the man told his story, there was not a note or
suggestion of the visionary about the narration. He
had been baptized into Christ, was giving himself
earnestly to systematic Bible study in preparation
for gospel work, and hoped to become sufficiently
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strong and well to engage in soul-winning service for
others in the colporteur field.
“Ye shall serve the Lord your God . . and I will take
sickness away from the midst of thee.”
—Exodus 23:25
“The Lord God is a sun and shield: the Lord will give
grace and glory: no good thing will He withhold from
them that walk uprightly.”

—Psalm 84:11
“The Lord preserveth the simple: I was brought low,
and He helped me.”

—Psalm 116:6
“In God will I praise His Word . . In God have I put my
trust; I will not be afraid what man can do unto me.”
—Psalm 56:10-11
“Believe in the Lord your God, so shall ye be
established; believe His prophets, so shall ye
prosper.”
—2 Chronicles 20:20
“Be perfect, be of good comfort, be of one mind, live
in peace; and the God of love and peace shall be
with you.”

—2 Corinthians 13:11
“To do good and to communicate forget not; for with
such sacrifices God is well pleased.”

—Hebrews 13:16
“I will look unto the Lord: I will wait for the God of my
salvation: my God will hear me.”

—Micah 7:7
“But know that the Lord hath set apart him that is
godly for Himself: the Lord will hear when I call unto
Him.”
—Psalm 4:3
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LIVINGSTON PROTECTED FROM LIONS

David Livingston (1813-1873) in Africa was
repeatedly protected from wild animals.
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YOUNG DAVID PROTECTS HIS SHEEP

“Thy servant kept his father’s sheep, and there
came a lion, and a bear, and took a lamb out of the
flock. And I went out after him, and smote him, and
delivered it out of his mouth: and when he arose
against me, I caught him by his beard, and smote
him, and slew him.” 1 Samuel 17:34-35.
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Delivered from
Beasts and Serpents

“Is thy God, whom thou serveth continually, able
to deliver thee from the lions?”—Daniel 6:20.

Of the experiences awaiting His messengers at the
hands of wicked men, Jesus said: “They shall put you
out of the synagogues: yea, the time cometh, that whosoever killeth you will think that he doeth God service.” John 16:2.
And history records the fulfillment. The blood of
the martyrs was the seed of the church.
In the missionary advance also, in modern times,
many a life has been laid down at the hands of violent
and fanatical men. Always, it seems, God has overruled such violence to His glory; and the testimony
sealed with death has opened the way for the progress
of the gospel among the persecutors.
But a different word was spoken by Jesus as to
perils by violence from animal enemies in the wilds.
He declared that His messengers were to be given
power over these things, to tread on serpents and scorpions, etc.; and the promise was, “Nothing shall by
any means hurt you.” Luke 10:19. This was a promise to the seventy sent out before the crucifixion; but
the promise of special deliverance from perils of this
nature was also a part of the great commission for the
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carrying of the gospel to all the world. Mark 16:1518.
It would not be legitimate to interpret this as meaning that under no circumstances was a missionary of
the cross ever to suffer death from an attack of beast
or reptile in the wilds, but it does suggest a special
providential protection amid such perils. And it is a
plain fact of missionary history that the hand of God
has been over the missionary frontier force, who are
exposed to dangers in the jungle and the wilderness.
Miss Belle M. Brain, author of books and writer on
missionary topics, has been a close student of the history of missions. She says of the century and more of
modern missions:
“So far as the writer has been able to discover, in
an investigation covering more than ten years, there
is not on record a single case of a missionary attacked
by snakes or animals in which God did not interpose
to save His servant from death. The promises in Luke
10:19 and Mark 16:15-18 did not, apparently, cease
with apostolic times.”
Shortly after that was written, in 1914, newspaper
dispatches reported the death of a missionary in Central Africa as the result of injuries received some time
before in an attack by a lion. But, so far as we have
been able to learn, this is the only instance reported;
although wild beasts in Africa slay thousands, and the
missionaries have ever been pioneers in piercing the
wilds.
Thousands of missionaries are at work in India,
where many people die from the bite of poisonous
snakes every year. Yet no missionary has ever perished
of the bite of a serpent there, so far as recorded.
WILD BEASTS RESTRAINED

“From all parts of the mission field,” says Miss
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Brain, “come stories of deliverances so great that they
would seem to be miracles.” We quote two illustrations given by this writer:
MRS. SCUDDER IN THE TIGERS’ LAIR

“While on a long journey across India, Dr. John
Scudder, the first medical missionary from America,
contracted jungle fever; and it was thought he could
not live. When word reached Mrs. Scudder, she borrowed a tent, laid in a stock of provisions, hired the
necessary bearers, and started to him at once, taking
her little son with her.
“The way led through a dense jungle infested by
wild beasts. All went well until night came on, when
the bearers became so terrified at the growling of the
tigers that they suddenly fled.
“With no human arm to protect her, the defenseless woman spent the long hours of that lonely night
in prayer. Again and again she heard the tread of wild
elephants and the low, menacing growls of tigers not
far away. ‘All night long,’ says her brother, ‘they seemed
to be circling around the spot where she knelt, ready
to spring upon her and her child. But God held them
back.’
“In the morning the bearers returned; and the journey was resumed. At its close, Mrs. Scudder found
the crisis past and her husband convalescent.”
DELIVERED FROM LIONS AND RHINOCEROSES

“During his first years in Africa, Mr. Willis R. Hotchkiss, of the Friends’ Africa Industrial Mission, had many
dangerous encounters with lions, rhinoceroses, and
snakes.
“One morning, while crossing a ravine with a small
party of natives, five lions were discovered on a rocky
platform jutting out from the hillside about two hundred and fifty yards away. A clump of trees at the crest
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of the ridge offered protection, but the ascent must
be made in full view of the lions.
“As the men started up, the lions began to pace to
and fro, and give vent to low, menacing growls that
meant danger. Escape seemed impossible; nevertheless, keeping their eyes on the lions, the men made
for the trees as fast as they dared. Presently, to their
great relief, the lioness trotted off, taking her full-grown
cubs with her. As she was the most dangerous factor
in the situation, Mr. Hotchkiss now dared to turn for
an instant to see how near they were to the trees. To
his dismay he found two huge rhinoceroses blocking
the way. To add to the peril, an instant later the lioness reappeared; and, with blood-curdling roar, she
came bounding down the hillside toward them.
“The first impulse was to run; the second, a wiser
one, to fire. But the lioness proved an uncertain target; and the men did not aim very well. One bullet
took effect, slightly wounding her; but soon the ammunition gave out. In this extremity Mr. Hotchkiss
turned to God.
“ ‘With empty rifle in one hand and hunting knife
in the other,’ he says, ‘I lifted up that mightiest of all
weapons,—prayer.’ Not a nicely formulated prayer,
there was not time for that, but just the wordless expression of a desperate need. But it was enough. The
infuriated beast had come within seventy yards, when,
without apparent cause—but God—she suddenly
turned at right angles and dashed away.
“ ‘The day of miracles past? Never!’ ”
“When it was all over, they turned to look for the
rhinoceroses. But they, too, had disappeared, having
been frightened, doubtless, by either the charging lioness or the noise of the rifles.”
DELIVERED FROM THE SERPENT’S COILS
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Very early in the history of the Moravian movement, those early pioneers of missions had pressed
into the Guianas of South America. The lowlands
were fever traps; and the forests were infested with
wild beasts and deadly serpents. Sir Walter Raleigh
had explored the rivers of the country in pursuit of
the fabled “El Dorado,” where the very sands of the
lake were to be golden, and the city to be of gold and
precious pearl. It was not for love of gold that the
Moravian pioneers entered the unknown lands beyond the coast plantations. They loved the souls of
men; and they plunged into the wilderness to bring
the gospel feast to the Arawaks and Caribs, and the
equally fierce Bush Negroes of the interior.
One day, while alone in his station on the river
Corentyn, the missionary Dahue had an experience,
thus told in his own language:
“One evening, not being well and going to lie down
in my hammock, upon entering the door of my hut, I
perceived a large serpent descending upon me from a
shelf near the roof. In the scuffle, the creature stung
or bit me two or three times on the head; and, pursuing me very closely, it twined itself several times round
my head and neck.
“Supposing that this would be the occasion of my
departing this life, I, for the satisfaction of my brethren, wrote the cause of my death with chalk upon the
table. ‘A serpent has killed me,’ lest they should charge
the Indians with the deed. But on a sudden that promise of our Saviour to His disciples was impressed upon
my mind, ‘They shall take up serpents; and . . it shall
not hurt them’ (Mark 16:18); and, seizing the creature with great force, I tore it loose and flung it out of
the hut. I then lay down to rest in the peace of God.”
Although for years denied Christian companion-
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ship, beset by perils from the hostile Indians, and
weakened by illness, the simple faith of the missionary made real the companionship of the One who
has promised, “Lo, I am with you alway;” and he declares that he passed his time “in happiness and
peace.” The hearts of the natives were touched at
last; and hundreds were baptized.
HOW PROVIDENCE GUIDED
IN THE LION COUNTRY

The writer and the mission staff were sitting
around the table at the Somabula Mission (Seventhday Adventist) in Rhodesia. The conversation turned
to the subject of special providences in missionary
life. “I will tell you an experience,” said Superintendent John de Beer, “in which I realized the intervening hand of Providence.” Here is the story in his own
words:
“I was trekking from the Shangani outstation, on
the way home to Somabula. It is over a hundred miles.
I was driving with a full span,—sixteen oxen,—and
besides was bringing along some loose cattle for
Somabula. At night the cattle slept around the wagon.
“One of our outschool teachers, Oscar, was with
me. His wife was waiting for him in one of the villages
not far from the road along which we were to pass.
‘You go and get your wife from the village,’ I said to
Oscar that afternoon; ‘we will go on to the fountains
and outspan there tonight. Tomorrow morning you
and your wife will join us there, and we will go on.’
“At the place where I intended to outspan for the
night, there were a number of fountains surrounded
by bush. We were to reach the place before nightfall.
That afternoon I fell asleep in the wagon, and slept
soundly. It was the first time in my life, so far as I can
remember, that I ever slept in a wagon while on trek.
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Usually I cannot sleep when the wagon is going, nor
have I done such a thing since. But that afternoon I
slept soundly as we traveled on and on. When I awoke,
it was getting dark.
“ ‘Where are we?’ I called to the boys. ‘Haven’t we
got to the fountains yet?’
“ ‘Oh, yes,’ the driver said; ‘we passed the fountains two or three miles back.’
“ ‘Well, why didn’t you stop there?’ I said; for the
boys knew that I had planned to outspan at that place;
they heard me tell Oscar so. They did not know why
they had not stopped.
“ ‘Well,’ I said, ‘you knew we wanted to outspan
there. Now all we can do is to stop where we are and
wait here for Oscar.’
“So we outspanned there, and spent the night. Next
morning Oscar and his wife came. They went to the
fountains, but did not find us there. ‘Thank the Lord,’
he said, when he saw us, ‘that you did not stop at the
fountains. How did it come that you did not stop there?’
“I told him how it was, that I had fallen asleep, and
the boys had kept driving on until I woke up. ‘Thank
God for that!’ he said. ‘The people of the village told
me that the lions had been down to the fountains every night for a week. Every night their tracks were left
around the pools. If you had stopped there, the lions
would surely have made you trouble and taken some
of the cattle.’
“You see, with the loose cattle lying around the
wagon, a number of cows and calves among them, we
should have had little chance to escape loss to the
mission.
“ ‘Mfundisi’ [teacher], said Oscar, ‘the Lord surely
protected you last night. I did not sleep much last night
for thinking and praying. I thought about your staying
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at those fountains, when the village people told me
the lions were there.’
“Hearing this story from Oscar, I realized that truly
the Lord had guided us. It was the first and only time
in my life that I had gone soundly to sleep while traveling; and that sound sleep of hours had carried us
past the point of danger, all unknown to us, and
brought us to camp in a place of safety.”
SOME OF THE DAILY PROVIDENCES
IN MISSION FIELDS

In his book, The Cobra’s Den, Dr. Jacob Chamberlain, of the Telugu country, India, says that one day
a large cobra darted across the veranda of the mission house and disappeared among some flowerpots
in the yard. On looking carefully he found a hole in
the ground between two flowerpots in which were roses
that Mrs. Chamberlain carefully tended every day.
Throwing a ray of sunlight down the hole by a mirror,
he could see the bright scales of the cobra coiling only
a foot or so below the surface. Stopping the hole partially, and firing into it with a revolver, two great cobras were wounded and crawled out, to be quickly
dispatched. Dr. Chamberlain says:
“Their hole shows that they had evidently been living there right among the flowerpots that were daily
tended, and within six feet of our veranda, for weeks
or months.
“A short time after, some expert snake charmers
were summoned to rid our compound of serpents. In
half an hour, while we were intently watching, they
had, with their weird, enchanting music, charmed and
enticed from their holes (not noted by me before, in
the grass and under the shrubbery about our dooryard), and dexterously captured, one by one, five more
full-sized cobras. And though the cobra is the deadli-
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est serpent known, and thousands of persons die of
their bite yearly in India, no one in our mission has
ever been harmed by one. Verily, ‘He shall give His
angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all thy ways,’
is the unbidden exclamation of many a missionary in
such a time.”
In the same book the missionary tells of meeting a
spotted tiger early one morning on a mountain path.
Mr. Chamberlain was alone, and armed only with a
big white umbrella. The tiger was evidently hunting
something to eat, the author says; for only great hunger sends them out in broad daylight. Giving a great
war whoop, which he had learned as a boy among the
Indians of Michigan, and opening the umbrella, he
charged the tiger. The animal stood its ground for a
moment. But as the war cry was repeated, and as the
big umbrella was suddenly closed and raised to strike,
the tiger turned and fled. Dr. Chamberlain says:
“I am thankful to say that such incidents are not
common in our preaching tours. I have never known
of a missionary’s being seriously injured by ravenous
beasts or venomous reptiles. But such an incident forcibly reminds us of the protection promised in the last
few verses of the Gospels of Matthew and Mark, in
connection with the giving of the great commission;
and that promise is wonderfully fulfilled.”
When the Saviour sent forth the seventy, He said to
them:
“Behold, I give unto you power to tread on serpents
and scorpions, and over all the power of the enemy:
and nothing shall by any means hurt you. Notwithstanding in this rejoice not, that the spirits are subject unto you; but rather rejoice, because your names
are written in heaven.” Luke 10:19, 20.
The privilege of being counted a child of God, and
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of having a part in the work of the Lord, is the greatest thing of all. Yet, truly, with the missionary army
so continually subject to dangers in many places,
the special protection of the Lord alone accounts for
the immunity from harm.
THE COLPORTEURS AND SAVAGE DOGS

A Christian colporteur in the South African colonies was out taking orders from house to house. Of
one experience, a personal friend of his wrote:
“In a certain community he was told by the people
to beware of a fierce dog kept at one house toward
which he was working. It was a big black dog, particularly vicious toward strangers, they said; and he was
told he better not go inside the gate unless the people
of the house were there to restrain the dog.
“The worker went to the place described. No one
appeared to be about, and he could see no signs of the
dog. He did not want to pass by the house, as the commission of the gospel colporteur is to make sure of
visiting every family on the route with the messagefilled books. With a prayer to God to keep him, he
opened the gate and went into the yard.
“He had closed the gate behind him and taken one
step when a dog—unmistakably the big black beast
described—came bounding out and rushed viciously
at him. There was no time for escape by the gate. But
the colporteur had asked God to care for him; and in
his heart was the prayer for protection.
“The dog reared up to spring upon him—and fell
over dead. Truly it was a deliverance; but quick with
the thought of deliverance came the thought, ‘What
am I to do? These people will think I killed the dog.’
But the owner of the house, it proved, had opened the
door just in time to see the dog fall back dead; and the
worker escaped all blame. He took the gentleman’s
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order for the book, went on his way rejoicing at the
deliverance, and feeling that God would surely bless
the placing of the literature in that home.”
Another colporteur experience comes to us just
now from Europe:
“Before one house appeared a small sign with the
warning: ‘Beware! a savage dog.’ Scarcely was I up the
steps of the veranda when out from a corner sprang
the savage beast. Instantly I sent up a murmured
prayer, ‘Lord, protect me!’ One pull upon the bell at
the door; and there came a servant, whose first question was, ‘How did you get in? Where is the dog?’
“Then he asked me about my business. With some
difficulty 1 succeeded in selling him a small book. Then
the servant must needs drive away the dog; and, under his guiding protection, I was let out of the gate
and left the place. Truly the Lord that once held the
jaws of the lions opens the doors before us; and He it
was who held back the savage dog in order that the
way might be prepared for the entrance of the truth.”
True, meeting a savage dog seems more of a commonplace to most of us than meeting a lion; but to
those who believe in a heavenly Father who notes the
sparrow’s fall and who watches over even minor details in the lives of His children, these experiences will
not be counted commonplaces.
AWAKENED TO PRAY,
AND DELIVERANCE BEYOND THE SEA

A story of earnest prayer in one continent and of
deliverance from peril in another is told by Samuel
Broadbent in his Narrative of the first mission to the
Baralongs, of Africa. It was in 1823, when the regions
of Bechuanaland being traversed were wilds indeed.
Messrs. Broadbent and Hodgson, of the Wesleyan Mission, with their wives, were in deep trouble. They were
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seeking a Baralong chief who had invited missionaries, but who had been driven from his town by invading Mantatee tribesmen. The land was full of peril.
The missionaries’ cattle had been stolen; so there
was no way of getting forward with their wagons. They
sought God “among the bushes,” Mr. Broadbent says,
and were cheered by the assurance that they would
not be left to perish.
It was decided that Mr. Hodgson, with a native boy,
should go forward on foot. He came to a river bed and
was going down to a place where growing reeds gave
promise of the presence of water. The boy, moved by
some impulse, turned aside and hastened toward a
point above the reeds. In a moment the boy raised a
cry of warning to Mr. Hodgson to turn back. Concealed
by the reeds were eight lions in the bed of the river, six
full grown and two cubs. The missionary was walking
straight into the midst of them. He wrote at the time
in his daily journal:
“I have been ‘in deaths often,’ but I cannot but regard this as a special instance of providential interference in my preservation; for had not the man changed
his course in which he was first going, and thereby, in
consequence of a bend in the river, reached a spot
which gave him a sight of the lions, we must have both
fallen a sacrifice. How good is the Lord! and how watchful over His servants! and how many circumstances,
in themselves trifling, lead, in the order of His providence, to the deliverance of His people!”
Just here Mr. Broadbent supplements the story of
his comrade’s journal:
“I shall be excused for interrupting Mr. Hodgson’s
narrative, by interposing the relation of an interesting
fact which has come to my knowledge since my return to England.
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“My esteemed colleague had labored very acceptably and usefully in the Ritford Circuit, Nottinghamshire. [Here he had been in close association with
a friend, Mr. Willey, in Christian work.] . . Mr. Willey
was a man of earnest prayer, and was much respected
by all who knew him. At the period referred to he was
remarkably impressed by a dream that his friend in
Africa was in some great peril. He could not account
for this dream and the impression it produced; and
he tried to compose himself again to sleep, but could
get no rest. So he rose from his bed and prayed, if his
friend was in danger, that God would be his shield
and protector. Several months after, when Mr. Hodgson’s journal was published, it was found, on comparing dates, that the time of Mr. Willey’s dream and
solicitude was the same as that of Mr. Hodgson’s danger and deliverance from the lions.”
THE DEADLY SERPENT
AND THE MOSLEM’S HORSE

How a poisonous serpent in the interior of
Sumatra, East Indies, came near bringing a fanatical Moslem mob upon a missionary, was told by Mr.
G.F. Jones, of the Seventh-day Adventist Mission,
while in America on furlough. He said:
“In May, 1908, I landed on the west coast of Sumatra, and made arrangements for the journey by horse
into the interior. Much of the way was through forest
and jungle infested with wild elephants and tigers and
large howling monkeys . .
“The rajahs [chiefs] were friendly and hospitable;
and finding that my diet was a restricted one, like
theirs, they preferred to class me more as one of themselves, different from the other Christians of their acquaintance. So I had many open doors among the
Mohammedans while they hailed me in every village
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as an alim; that is, in the Malay language, a ‘learned
man of God.’ I felt that to lose their confidence would
be a misfortune. But an incident occurred which was
a trial and a test.
“One day at noon, while we were resting and eating
and the horse was grazing, a large poisonous snake
attacked and bit the horse in its mouth. The owner
from whom I had hired the horse at once realized that
the animal would die, as horses seldom live after a
bite from this snake. The man began to weep and moan
for the loss of his means of gaining a livelihood. He
condemned himself for listening to and following a
man who was not a Mohammedan. The snake bite
was looked upon as a sign of God’s anger against the
man for allowing himself to be won over by a Christian. ‘Now God is punishing me,’ he cried and wailed.
“It was an ugly crowd that gathered. The sentiment
regarding my being an alim had suddenly changed.
Some were running hither and thither for medicines
to save the horse, which already was suffering the
symptoms of the venom.
“I was greatly distressed at this turn of affairs,
among a fanatical people, in a lonely country, and
wondered what I could do, when I remembered how
the Lord had helped others; and I believed that he
would, for His own honor, in some way help me and
send deliverance in the trying situation.
“As I stood about ten yards from the excited and
angry crowd, I prayed quietly, ‘O Lord, help me, and
show me what to do.’ Instantly the conviction came to
me as to God’s will, and I immediately walked toward
the crowd, and said, ‘The Lord will not let this horse
die; for He hears my prayers.’ Then I mounted the
trembling horse and rode away at a trot, with the
people staring after me in astonishment, and the
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guides meekly following to the end of the stage. The
horse was healed, and the men returned to their
homes; while I continued my journey, praising the
Lord for His loving care.”
“Did you ever hear any later report as to what the
villagers thought of the incident of the bitten horse?”
the writer asked the missionary. “Yes,” he replied. “I
returned to the coast by another route, and so heard
nothing on that trip. But three years afterward two or
three men from that region called on me at the
Singapore Mission house. They said that their people
had never forgotten the horse-and-snake incident,
believing that surely an alim, or ‘man of God,’ had
passed through their land.
“Many are the afflictions of the righteous; but the
Lord delivereth him out of them all.”

—Psalm 34:19
“The Lord redeemeth the soul of His servants: and
none of them that trust in Him shall be desolate.”
—Psalm 34:22
“Whoso keepeth his mouth and his tongue keepeth
his soul from troubles.”

—Proverbs 21:23
“As many as received Him, to them gave He power
to become the sons of God, even to them that
believe on His name.”

—John 1:12
“I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not
seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging
bread. He is ever merciful, and lendeth; and his
seed is blessed.”

—Psalm 37:25-26
“If we suffer, we shall also reign with Him.”

—2 Timothy 2:12
“If ye keep My commandments, ye shall abide in
My love.”
—John 15:10
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PROTECTION IN THE OCEAN

“They that go down to the sea in ships, that do
business in great waters; these see the works of the
Lord, and His wonders in the deep.” Psalm 107:23-24.
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Providences
of the Sea

Chapter Thirteen

“Thy way is in the sea, and Thy path in the great
waters.”—Psalm 77:19.

In that ancient song of deliverances by the good
hand of God, the inspired poet particularly mentions
providences of the sea. “So He bringeth them unto
their desired haven. O that men would praise Jehovah for His loving-kindness, and for His wonderful
works to the children of men!” Ps. 107:30, 31, A.R.V.
And still those who “go down to the sea in ships”
find of a truth that the Lord’s way is in the sea, and
His path in the great waters. The stories of the sea
that follow are mostly from missionary annals; and
be it remembered that the sea is the great highway of
the modern missionary enterprise.
DELIVERED FROM CANNIBALS

The early days of the China Inland Mission represented a work built up and carried forward without a
recognized constituency; and many a victory of simple
faith in asking and receiving is recorded in their mission story.
The founder was the late J. Hudson Taylor. On his
first voyage out to China, as a youth, Taylor had an
experience in the power of prayer for specific deliverance. It was in 1853, when the China seas were infested by pirates and the islands of the Malay Archi-
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pelago were inhabited by cannibal savages. The story
is told in These Forty Years, by F. Howard Taylor, as
follows:
“The ship was becalmed on one occasion in the
tropics; and an unfavorable current began to carry it
rapidly toward an unfriendly shore. There was not
enough wind to move the listless sails; and as the long,
hot afternoon wore away, they drew nearer and nearer
to what they found by the chart to be a cannibal island. The natives, seeing the straits the ship was in,
lighted their fires, and began to dance around on the
beach in eager prospect of the feast they expected so
soon.
“On that boat there were but four Christians—the
captain, the carpenter, the colored steward, and Mr.
Taylor. Mr. Taylor suggested that each of them should
go to his cabin, and wait on God for a wind to carry
them away from the impending and horrible fate. After a short time of prayer, Mr. Taylor felt that the petition was granted, and coming up on deck, said to the
first officer, who was then in charge: ‘Won’t you let
loose your main-sail? A breeze is coming.’ With an oath
the man replied: ‘I would rather see a breeze than
merely hear of one.’
“ ‘And don’t you see, away up in the topsail, a breeze
is coming?’
“ ‘Oh, it’s nothing but a cat’s-paw,’ the mate replied,
as his eye followed Mr. Taylor’s upward.
“ ‘Cat’s-paw or not, we might as well take advantage of what there is.’
“And as the breeze continued to freshen, the officer very gladly let out his clewed-up sails; and, in a
short time, they were sailing away from the disappointed cannibals at a good many knots an hour.”
This was another modern illustration of the fact
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that God “delivereth, and rescueth, and He worketh
signs and wonders in heaven and in earth.”
A MESSAGE FROM THE SEA

It may be a small matter, in these days of universal
postal facilities, to lose a mail. In the early days of
missions, means of communication were so infrequent
at best that the missionary in a strange land was widely
isolated from those holding the ropes at home.
John Thomas was a pioneer in the Friendly Islands.
He had worked long on one of the islands, against all
manner of opposition from the chief. Word came that
the chief of an island in another part of the group was
calling for a mission. Thomas sent word of this opening to the board in London, in order to receive assurance of further support in opening a station on a new
island. How he received the answer is told in an old
volume, The Missionary World:
“While waiting at Nukualofa, in a state of considerable anxiety and suspense, in the month of January,
1830, an incident occurred which clearly shows the
superintending providence of God in the affairs of the
missionary enterprise.
“A small box was washed on shore and brought to
Mr. Turner by one of the natives. On being opened, it
was found to contain a letter from the missionary secretaries, giving the sanction of the committee for the
extension of the mission in the Friendly Islands, and
the appointment of a missionary to Haabai without
further delay.
“The vessel by which this communication had been
sent, a schooner from Sydney, had foundered at sea;
and all on board were lost. It is said that neither vessel nor crew, nor any of the goods with which she had
been freighted, were ever seen or heard of again. The
package containing that letter alone, a messenger of
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mercy for a people waiting for the law of the Lord,
guided by Him whom wind and sea obey, escaped the
general wreck and was cast on shore at the right place
and at the right time to relieve the minds of the anxious missionaries, and to enable them to go forward
and enter the openings which appeared before them
for the proclamation of the glorious gospel of the
blessed God.”
A RESCUE AT SEA

In the Youth’s Instructor of Nov. 8, 1894, Miss
Helen A. Steinhauer, to the time of her death, a longtime contributor to the papers published by the house
that issues this volume, told of a voyage by sailboat
from the island of Jamaica to New Orleans.
Her parents were Moravian missionaries; and their
health failing. It was decided that they should go to a
cooler place; and they shipped by sailing vessel bound
for the Mississippi port. Their ship was driven by a
storm far from its course; and then a dead calm settled
down, making progress impossible. It was many years
ago, when there were fewer ships abroad on the Mexican Gulf waters than in our time. The ship was provisioned for but a few days; and soon it was necessary
to ration the passengers and crew. Miss Steinhauer
says:
“As the days lengthened into weeks, our sufferings
were extreme. I remember gnawing at a kid glove for
what nutriment it might contain. We were put upon
rations of half a ship biscuit and half a pint of water in
the twenty-four hours—a very small allowance of food,
and a still smaller one of drink beneath a semi-tropical sun . .
“Some gulped their portion of water as soon as it
was given them; others hugged it to them with fierce
eagerness, as long as they could, dreading lest a stron-
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ger hand might snatch it away. At length our tongues
became so swollen from protracted thirst that we could
scarcely close our mouths. My mother found that dipping cloths into the sea and binding them dripping
wet about our throats afforded some relief; but oh,
how maddening it was to see water, water, everywhere,
yet not a drop to drink! Our sufferings from hunger
were extreme; but the suffering from thirst was great
beyond expression!
“When four weeks had nearly dragged their slow
length along, it was decided that to make our scant
allowance last one day longer, some of our number
were to be thrown overboard. The lot was to be cast at
night; but the result was not to be made known till
just before the food was given out, in the hope that
deliverance might come before the measure was put
into execution . .
“My father and a Spanish gentleman slept on deck;
but my mother and I, being the only females on board,
besides the captain’s wife and three women in the hold,
retired to our berths in the cabin.
“Of course many an importunate prayers had been
offered all along; but my mother determined to spend
the entire night in supplication, which she accordingly
did. At early daylight she sank into the sleep of exhaustion, from which she was awakened by my father’s
voice, saying:
“ ‘My dear, we think that we see a sail.’
“ ‘Oh,’ exclaimed my mother, wearily, ‘it will pass
us by, like all the rest!’ We had been constantly tantalized by the sight of vessels passing like dim specks
on the western horizon; but they were so far away that
we could not hail them, nor could they see our signals
of distress. Then recollecting her night’s occupation,
she repentantly added: ‘No, God forgive me! It is an
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answer to my prayer; it will come to our relief.’
“ ‘Don’t be too sure, wife,’ said my father, gently; ‘I
would not have you disappointed. If it be God’s will
for us, it will come to our relief.’
“ ‘It is His will,’ replied my mother, confidently. ‘I
am sure that help is at hand.’
“As quickly as possible we dressed and crawled up
the narrow hatchway. I shall never forget the sight that
presented itself as we got on deck. There, on the side
of the vessel nearest the object from which the hopedfor relief was to come, were gathered the entire ship’s
company. Not a word was spoken; but, as the naked
eye could not yet discern anything, in breathless silence the ship’s spyglass was passed from one to the
other, that each might see.
“It certainly seemed as if it were a vessel. Yes; now
we were quite sure of the fact. But would it come this
way? or must we again see it vanish out of sight, like
the ship of a dream?
“No; it came nearer and nearer, and nearer still.
Soon we could see it with the naked eye. Signals we
could not make; we were far too weak and helpless.
But it came on, nevertheless, straight and true, directly bearing down upon us. By and by they hailed
us:
“ ‘Ship ahoy!’
“But not a man aboard had strength of voice sufficient to make reply.
“Still they came on nearer; nor did they stop till
within easy distance of our luckless vessel, when a
boat was let down, into which stepped four men, one
evidently the captain. The supreme tension of that
moment is indelibly impressed upon my mind, child
though I was at the time.
“He was the first to board us; and, as he set foot
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on deck and saw our wretched plight, he lifted his
hat and said, solemnly:
“ ‘Now I believe that there is a God in heaven!’
“It proved to be one of the small steamers that tow
sailing vessels into the harbor, across the bar. By the
rules that then bound them (they may be changed now,
I cannot say), they were not allowed to go beyond a
certain distance out of port to look for vessels needing their assistance. But this was the strange story the
captain told:
“After he had gone the full limit, he felt unaccountably impelled to go still farther, although there was
not a vessel in sight. His mate remonstrated with him,
reminding him of the fine to which he laid himself
liable if he persisted.
“ ‘Can’t help it! I’ve got to go on!’ was his only reply.
“By and by he became desperately seasick, a thing
which had not happened to him before in twenty years;
and he was compelled to take his berth, ‘like a landlubber!’ And yet he refused to turn back, but bade
them push still farther out to sea. Then his crew mutinied; for they were growing short of provisions and
determined to take the matter in their own hands,
thinking that he must have lost his senses.
“At this his distress of mind became agonizing; and
he implored them to go on, promising them that if
they saw nothing to justify his action by sunrise the
next morning, he would give up and promptly alter
his course.
“The men reluctantly consented; and, when day
dawned, the man at the masthead reported a black,
motionless object far out to sea.
“ ‘Make for it!’ exclaimed the captain, emphatically.
‘That’s what we’ve come after.’
“And at that instant his seasickness left him; and
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he took the post of command as before. On reaching
us and seeing our emaciated forms and general wretchedness, although he had been an infidel for many years,
the conviction forced itself upon him, with overwhelming power, that he had been supernaturally guided and
that there was a God in heaven. Later on, when he
learned how my feeble mother had spent the night, he
broadened his view to include the fact that He was a
prayer-hearing and prayer-answering God.”
It was exactly four weeks from the day they left
Kingston, Jamaica, until they arrived at New Orleans.
DELIVERED FROM PIRATES

A party of Moravian missionaries was sailing toward St. Thomas, in the West Indies, by the ship Britannia. In those days the southern seas were infested
with pirates. One day a pirate ship bore down upon
the Britannia. Though poorly equipped for defense,
all hands were called to prepare to resist. The Moravian missionaries, however, retired to the cabin, and
sought God to intervene to spare human life and to
enable them to carry the gospel message to a dark
and waiting land.
The Moravian records show how God did interpose, not only to deliver, but to bear such witness to
at least one wicked man that it led to reformation of
life:
“The pirate ship approached till it came within gunshot of the Britannia, and then from the cannon
ranged along its deck began to pour out a heavy fire.
They also got ready their grappling-irons, evidently
intending to come on board to do their work of destruction. The moment the pirates threw their grappling-irons across toward the Britannia, their own ship
was tossed violently by the waves; and the men who
held the ropes were thrown headlong into the sea.
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Vexed with this disaster, the pirate captain sent others, who shared the same fate. Seeing he could not
succeed in this manner, he fired his guns; but, strange
to say, the balls missed the Britannia and fell harmlessly into the sea. The smoke of the frequent discharges was very dense and hung about the vessels
for some minutes, hiding them from each other’s view.
At last a sudden gust of wind cleared it away; and, to
the amazement of the pirate captain, the Britannia
was seen at a distance with all her sails set, and
speeding swiftly away from the attack! The pirates
gave up the chase as hopeless, feeling perfectly confounded with their want of success.
“The missionaries regarded this deliverance as a
direct answer to prayer; but the sequel was even more
remarkable than the incident itself.
“Five years afterward, during which the missionaries had been faithfully preaching the gospel in St.
Thomas, they and the other brethren on the island
were assembled together to celebrate the anniversary
of their escape from the pirates. As they sat together,
word was brought that a stranger wished to speak to
them; and, at their permission a tall man entered, with
fine, bold features and a pleasant expression of face.
He inquired if they were the missionaries who came
to the island in the Britannia five years before.
“ ‘We are,’ replied the brother whom he more particularly addressed.
“ ‘And you were attacked upon the sea by pirates?’
“ ‘Exactly; but why are these questions proposed?’
“ ‘Because,’ answered the stranger, ‘I am the captain who commanded the pirate ship which attacked
you; and the miraculous way in which your vessel escaped was the cause of my own salvation from the
power of sin through faith in Christ.’
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“The stranger then proceeded to relate how, on
making inquiry, he was led to the conclusion that it
was through the prayers of the missionaries that the
Britannia escaped. He was consequently induced to
attend a place of worship, where he was converted
from the error of his ways.
“ ‘And thus,’ said he, in conclusion, ‘from a pirate
captain I am become a poor sinner, justified by the
grace and mercy of Christ; and my hope has been that
I might some day be able to find you, and relate to
you my miraculous conversion. This joy is granted to
me today.’ ”
Skeptics are inclined to scoff at such accounts. But
those early Moravian missionaries, unemotional and
grave, and simple in their lives, which they readily
risked without thought of danger or of praise, were
not the men to make up stories of missionary adventure.
A BARRIER TURNED INTO A GATEWAY
FOR THE TRUTH

In the early days of this generation, when the time
had come for the missionary occupation of the great
heathen lands, Japan was determined to keep its doors
barred against the gospel, even though it had opened
two gateways for commercial exchange with foreign
ports. Nagasaki was one of these ports of call for ships;
and the Dutch were allowed a trading settlement on
the island of Deshima, in Nagasaki harbor. But this
concession only made the authorities the more determined to keep out the foreign religion.
How the effort to set up a barrier for this purpose
was overruled by Providence for the opening of Japanese eyes to the light, is told as follows in Griffis’s
Verbeck of Japan:
“To guard the coast and keep up both the policy
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of exclusion and inclusion, the daimio, or baron, of
Hizen was given charge of the work of defense and
surveillance. He appointed one of his karo, or ministers, named Murata, a brave and trusty officer whose
title was Wakasa no Kami, that is, the honorary lord
of Wakasa. In those days titles did not mean necessarily either rank, revenue, or office. Murata posted
his troops at advantageous points and set a cordon
of boats around the harbor; so that no hungry scholar,
eager for knowledge, or student hoping to slip out
from Japan, to see the world, could break the blockade and get aboard the English ships . .
“Wakasa frequently went out by night and day in a
boat to inspect personally the means of defense and
of guard. On one of these excursions he saw floating
on the water a little book, which, in type, binding, and
language, was different from anything he had ever seen.
Curiosity at once seized him to know what it contained.
After much inquiry, conducted with wariness, one of
the interpreters, able to talk Dutch and read words
printed in European letters, told him that it was about
the Creator of the universe, and Jesus, who taught
His mind and truth; and that there was much also
between its pages about morals and religion.
“All this only whetted the governor’s desire to know
the whole contents. He sent one of his men, named
Eguchi Baitei, to Nagasaki, professedly to study medicine, but in reality to find out from the Dutch more of
the book; and they told him much. When he heard
there was a translation of this book into Chinese, he
sent a man over to China and secured a copy. Murata’s
home was in Saga, the castle city and capital of Hizen;
and there, with the Chinese translation, he began the
study of the New Testament.”
It was in 1854 that Wakasa found the floating book
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as he patrolled the harbor, to keep out foreign ideas.
A few years later, in 1862, Verbeck began his great
educational work for that land by teaching a class of
two young men, one of whom was Wakasa’s younger
brother. Two years later Verbeck received a call from
Wakasa himself, a tall, dignified man of fifty. He was
already an intelligent believer in Christ; and he related this story of “the Moses of his deliverance,—the
book drawn out of the water twelve years before.” He
said to Verbeck:
“Sir, I cannot tell you my feelings when, for the
first time, I read the account of the character and
work of Jesus Christ. I had never seen, or heard, or
imagined such a person. I was filled with admiration, overwhelmed with emotion, and taken captive
by the record of His nature and life.”
The government heard of his conversion and ordered him to be punished; but the only thing done
was to burn some of his books. He died a believer in
1874. His daughter is still living, a Christian believer.
HOW STORMY WINDS SENT MISSIONARIES
TO THE WEST INDIES

The Methodist revival of more than a hundred years
ago wrought a great work in the West Indies. Dr. Coke
was the agent used of God in planting the work there.
He was the pioneer missionary herald of the Methodist movement. He crossed the Atlantic again and again,
as he labored in the Channel Islands; and finally, in
his old age, he was buried at sea, on his way to plant a
mission in Ceylon.
Dr. Coke gave the glory all to God for directing him
to the West Indies. He had no intention of opening a
work there; and he fully believed that God’s providence
swept him away from his own plans, to do a blessed
work that needed to be done just then for the vast
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slave populations of the islands.
He set out in 1786 with a party of missionaries
from England for Nova Scotia, where the Methodist
work was to be strengthened. On September 24 they
sailed. Week after week they were buffeted by storms.
The seas whipped the ship’s black tarred ropes and
cordage until they were frayed and white. The doctor’s
journal tells of precious seasons of prayer in their little
cabin, when the missionaries held close communion
with the Lord. But the ship could not get across the
Atlantic. On December 4, more than two months from
the date of sailing, Dr. Coke wrote in his diary:
“It is very remarkable that since we came near the
Banks of Newfoundland, I have had a strong persuasion, and I believe a divine one, that we shall be driven
to the West Indies.”
The captain, almost in despair of holding on his
course, felt that the praying missionaries were somehow to blame. Crying out that there was a Jonah on
board, he one day threw a lot of Dr. Coke’s books and
papers overboard; and he threatened to throw the doctor himself over. But in the time of greatest danger
from a hurricane, the little missionary party felt that
God in a special way heard prayer. Dr. Coke’s journal
tells the story of the experience:
“A dreadful gale blew from the northwest. At ten at
night I heard the captain’s wife crying out in the most
dreadful fright; presently Mr. Hilditch (one of the passengers) came running and crying, ‘Pray for us, Doctor, pray for us; for we are just gone!’ I came out of my
stateroom, and found that a dreadful hurricane had
just arisen. The ship was on her beam ends. They
had not time to take down the foresail, and were just
going to cut away the mainmast as the last remedy,
expecting every moment that the ship would be filled
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with water and sink.
“My brethren and myself at this awful moment retired into a corner to pray; and I think I may say we
all felt a perfect resignation to the will of God. Through
grace, I think I may assert, I was entirely delivered
from the fear of death.
“But Brother Hammet was superior to all of us in
faith for the occasion. His first prayer (if it could be
called by that name) was little else than a declaration
of the full assurance he possessed that God would
deliver us; and his second address to God was a
thanksgiving for our deliverance.
“It was not till after this, and after we had sung a
hymn together, that the foresail was shivered in pieces;
and by that means the masts were saved, and probably the ship itself.”—Journals of Thomas Coke.
The captain decided to make for the West Indies,
the very region to which Dr. Coke had been impressed
they should go; and, from this time, the winds were
favoring. The sequel is told by F. Deaville Walker, of
the Wesleyan Missionary Society of England:
“The God who rules the raging of the sea carried
Coke and three Methodist preachers on the wings of
the tempest across the Atlantic to the West Indies; and
they landed in Antigua, two thousand miles from their
intended destination. On Christmas morning, 1786,
they landed from their half-wrecked vessel on the very
island where the shipwright preacher Baxter and his
two thousand Negro converts were praying for missionaries! Coke was not the man to misinterpret such
a providence or to lose such an opportunity; and, as
he traveled from island to island, it became still more
clear that the lovely isles of the West were the appointed
field. From that time Dr. Coke lived to win the Negro
race for Christ. Two of the preachers he had with
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him were designated by the conference for work in
Nova Scotia. Coke promptly set aside the official appointment; and he stationed his men at Antigua, St.
Kitts, and St. Vincent. This may be regarded as the
beginning of our foreign missionary work.”—Missionary Review of the World, July, 1974.
“I have no doubt but it would be an open resistance of the clear providences of the Almighty,” wrote
Dr. Coke from the islands, “to remove any of the missionaries at present from this country.” So they were
left there, to begin a work that has been a blessing
indeed to that great field; for the revival of true godliness and of Bible religion, for which Methodism stood,
was the reforming message of God for that day and
generation.
“The Wesleyan missions,” says Hurst, “were almost
the first ray of light that had come to the hopeless and
benighted slave populations of the West Indies.” And
it was the “stormy wind fulfilling His word” (Ps. 148:8)
that sent the messengers of light across the sea.
HOW THE WAY WAS CLEARED:
A SEA CAPTAIN’S TESTIMONY

The well-known English evangelist, Mr. Charles
Inglis, whose absolute veracity no one in Great Britain would for a moment question, once told a story
which he heard direct from the captain of a steamship on the Liverpool-Canadian service, with whom
he crossed the Atlantic over forty years ago. It concerned the captain’s experience with that man of faith,
George Müller, of the Bristol (England) orphanages.
The sea captain spoken of told his story to Mr. Inglis
as the ship was creeping slowly through a fog off the
Banks of Newfoundland. Mr. Inglis said that the captain was one of the most devoted Christians he ever
knew. The captain said:
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“Mr. Inglis, the last time I crossed here, five weeks
ago, one of the most extraordinary things happened;
and it has completely revolutionized the whole of my
Christian life. Up to that time I was one of your ordinary Christians.
“We had a man of God on board, George Müller, of
Bristol. I had been on that bridge for twenty-two hours,
and never left it. I was startled by some one tapping
me on the shoulder. It was George Müller. ‘Captain,’
he said, ‘I have come to tell you that I must be in
Quebec on Saturday afternoon.’ This was Wednesday.
“ ‘It is impossible,’ I said.
“ ‘I have never broken an engagement for fifty-seven
years.’
“ ‘I would willingly help you. How can I? I am helpless.’
“ ‘Let us go down to the chartroom and pray.’
“I never heard of such a thing. ‘Mr. Müller,’ I said,
‘do you know how dense this fog is?’
“ ‘No,’ he replied, ‘my eye is not on the density of
the fog, but on the living God who controls every circumstance of my life.’
“He went down on his knees; and he prayed one of
the most simple prayers. I muttered to myself: ‘That
would suit a children’s class, where the children were
not more than eight or nine years of age.’ The burden
of his prayer was something like this:
“ ‘O Lord, if it is consistent with Thy will, please
remove this fog in five minutes. You know the engagement you made for me in Quebec for Saturday. I believe it is your will.’
“When he had finished, I was going to pray; but he
put his hand on my shoulder and told me not to pray.
‘First, you do not believe He will; and, second, I be-
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lieve He has. And there is no need whatever for you
to pray about it.’ I looked at him; and George Müller
said this: ‘Captain, I have known my Lord for fiftyseven years; and there has never been a single day
that I have failed to gain an audience with the King.
Get up, captain, and open the door, and you will find
the fog is gone.’ I got up; and the fog was gone!”
The lesson is lost if it suggests that Müller’s faith
enabled him to ask strange things and receive the answer. He did not make a practice of praying concerning weather conditions. This was the one such occasion, doubtless, in his long life of faith. The lesson is
that God does open the right way before faith; and He
may, on occasions, make known to His children that
it is according to His will that definite request be made
for the removal of barriers and the opening of ways
where ordinary means fall short and human resource
fails.
AN INDIAN JONAH RECALLED

In his book, Lights and Shadows of a Long Episcopate, Bishop Whipple tells of an Indian helper, in
the early days among the wilds of northern Minnesota, who tried, like Jonah, to run away from the call
to preach the message of God to the heathen; and he,
like Jonah, was sent back to the task, though not really being cast into the sea for his unfaithfulness.
Enmegahbowh was the youth’s name. He had come
with the missionaries from Eastern Canada, as helper
and interpreter. He married a Chippewa maiden, who
became a believer. He promised her people at the time
that he would remain among them. But conditions
were discouraging. He saw the white missionaries nearest him sail away down the Mississippi, retiring from
the region. He decided to go away also, back to his
earlier field at Sault Ste. Marie, on the Straits of Mack-
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inac.
It was hard for his wife to consent to leave her
people; but she said: “Enmegahbowh, I gave you a
promise at our marriage. I am ready to go with you
and die with you. Go, yes, go; and I will follow you.”
His conscience troubled him, but he decided now to
go and leave these heathen Indians.
The story of the attempt was told in a letter to
Bishop Whipple, given in the appendix to his book of
recollections.
The wind was favorable. He was happy to be sailing swiftly eastward toward his own people. The young
Indian tells how he and his wife journeyed to Lake
Superior and there took passage in a boat:
“O how beautiful it seemed! The captain said, ‘At
this rate we should land at Sault Ste. Marie on the
third day.’ With joy I said to myself, ‘In a few days I
shall land on the beautiful shores of Tarshish, the land
of my choice.’ The fast sailing filled my coward soul
with courage. I looked toward the south and saw only
a small speck of land, and to the north no land.
“Soon after this the wind began to fall and the speed
of the vessel to slacken. A few hours more, and a dead
calm was upon us. The great vessel moved about here
and there. At about five o’clock in the afternoon the
sail began to move. The captain said: ‘The wind is
coming from the wrong direction,—a bad wind and
always furious.’ At six o’clock the storm broke. The
lake was white with the lashing waves, the wind increasing in ferocity. The huge vessel was tossed like a
small boat, and could hardly make headway. The
waves had mastered the sea, and threatened destruction in their tremendous movement.
“The captain came to our cabin, drenched, and
said: ‘We are in danger. The wind is maddening, and
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determined to send us to the bottom of the sea. I
have sailed this great lake from head to foot for
twenty-one years, but no storm has ever impeded my
sailing. I have never seen anything like it. My friend, I
am afraid that something is wrong with us.’
“He went out. His last words struck my stony heart.
My dear companion saw the emotion on my face, but
said nothing. In an hour the captain came in again,
told us of our increasing danger, that it was impossible to move ahead, and that our only safety was in
trying to go back to our starting place.
“Nothing could be heard on deck above the rattling
and roar of sails and waves; but, at last, the vessel
swung round to go back. With difficulty, we finally
reached the harbor.
“Before leaving the vessel, my companion talked
with me thus: ‘I must say a few words, Enmegahbowh.
I believe, as I believe in God, that we are the cause of
almost perishing in the deep waters. I believe that,
although poor, God wanted you to do something for
our dying heathen people. What you have said is true,
that this is a great heathen country, full of darkness
and idolatry.’
“I said, ‘I fully agree with your words, that I am the
cause of our disaster.’ I had thought of this myself;
but, to tame down my conscience, I said: ‘To be recognized by my heavenly Father and impeded on my journey to the rising sun! I am too small! too poor! it is
impossible!’ But to her I again repeated my argument
that the white missionaries, with means, education,
experience, had found it useless and had deserted.
And what were we that we should set ourselves to do
this work?
“My companion asked quietly, ‘Do you still mean
to go?’ “I said, ‘Yes.’
“ ‘I shall follow you,’ was her answer.
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“The captain said that he would start again by
the first good wind. The next night, at two o’clock,
we were again sailing at a fast rate; and again our
heavy hearts were cheered. When we reached the place
where we were before becalmed, the wind fell, the
sails stilled, and the vessel stopped moving. A deadly
calm was upon us again. There was not a cloud to be
seen in the heavens. My companion and I were sitting on the deck.
“An hour later, as we were looking toward the setting sun, to our astonishment and fear we saw a small
dark speck of a cloud rising. My heart beat quicker.
The cloud was growing and spreading. The captain
cried that the wind was coming, and that it would be
worse than the other.
“Two hours later the sails began to move; and then
came the wind and the waves with all their threatening force. The captain gave an order to throw overboard the barrels of fish to lighten the vessel. I was no
longer the same man. The heavens were of ink blackness; there was a great roaring and booming, and the
lightning seemed to rend the heavens. The wind increased, and the vessel could not make headway. The
captain ran here and there, talking to his sailors. I
thought that he was asking them to cast lots. He again
said that he had never seen such a storm, and that
something must be wrong on the ship, and that the
storms had been sent by the Master of life, to show
His power over the great world.
“The words sank deep into my wicked heart: I was
sure that he would summon his mariners, and say to
them, ‘Come, let us cast lots, that we may know for
whose cause this evil has come upon us.’ If they had
cast lots, it would have fallen upon guilty Enmegahbowh . . Again the captain cried, ‘Surely, something
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is wrong about this vessel; and we must perish.’ ”
Enmegahbowh’s letter tells how the whole lesson
of Jonah’s attempted flight from duty came up before
him, with assurance that if he, too, would repent and
seek God in his distress, the Lord would forgive and
deliver. He does not tell how they got back to land;
but, by the mercy of God, it was a thoroughly repentant Indian who got back to the starting place; and
without a doubt as to God’s will, the young man and
his wife set out again for her heathen tribesmen, who
welcomed them with joy. The heathen women, he says,
built a wigwam for them.
“Thus, dear Bishop,” he wrote years later, in recounting his experience, “I returned to my heathen
people like unto the city of Nineveh.” And the bishop
testifies that the young Indian became a most efficient
gospel evangelist, laboring with Bishop Whipple for
forty years among the Chippewas.
Of a delivering providence in the life of the young
Indian’s wife, the bishop says:
“A providence of God may be traced in an incident
which occurred many years ago, when the Chippewas
were encamped on Lake St. Croix, where Enmegahbowh’s wife, then a young child, was visiting an aunt.
In the night the Sioux attacked the village and murdered all the inhabitants except this child, who was
unnoticed as she slept between her aunt and sister. I
have always looked with reverence upon this mother
in Israel, whose life was spared to help and bless her
heathen people. I have known Enmegahbowh in sunshine and in storm; and he has always been to me a
faithful friend and brother.”
Thus out of the pioneering days of missions in the
Indian wilds of the Upper Mississippi come testimonies to the delivering and guiding hand of Providence,

226

The Hand that Intervenes

preparing His agencies for the carrying of light into
the dark places of the earth and dealing mercifully,
though sternly, with His chosen, even as in the Bible
times of old.
BEFORE THE DAYS OF THE WIRELESS

The invention of wireless telegraphy is one of the
wonderful material providences of this generation. A
ship in trouble sends out the SOS signal; and, from
distant points, ships turn from their charted course
to dash full speed to the rescue. It is a thing to thrill
the heart only to think of the cry of distress coming
far through the ether to bring the help, hurrying to the
exact place of need on the great ocean.
During the Great War, we were on board ship in
the Atlantic waters. Passengers were at lunch, when
suddenly we felt the ship swerve as decidedly as to set
everyone inquiring, “What is the trouble?” Soon the
news was out—an SOS call had been picked up; a
ship was on fire. And we were speeding to the given
point of longtitude and latitude.
Everybody was soon on deck, watching, wondering, anxious. That hour, on the night sky, could be
seen the glare of the fire; another hour, and we were
standing by the steamer, whose small boats were waiting for rescue while the red fire and the black smoke
rolled up through the decks everywhere from stem to
stern of the doomed ship. How the passengers on our
decks cheered the boats as they came alongside! We
were in time, and the crew was saved!
But here is a story of rescue at sea before the days
of the wireless, when yet a call for help came through
the ether, and brought its answer at the right time and
exactly at the right spot.
In November, 1873, the British passenger ship,
Loch Earn, collided with the French liner, Ville du
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Havre, which went down; and many were drowned.
The survivors were taken aboard the Loch Earn,
which was soon able to transfer most of them to another French boat. The British ship proved unmanageable because of its injuries, and drifted northward
out of the path of the ocean steamers, at the mercy of
wind and wave. The passengers were in distress. A
godly minister who was on board, a Mr. Cook, gathered a company daily for prayer.
The story of their providential rescue was told as
follows by the mother of one of the ship’s passengers,
in a letter to Dr. Andrew Thompson, Edinburgh, written just after the event:
“The day before they were rescued they knew that
very shortly the ship must go down. The wind had
changed, bringing them nearer the track of ships; but
they had little hope of being saved. Mr. Cook told them
of his own hope; and he urgently entreated them to
put their trust in ‘Him who is mighty to save.’ At the
same time he told them he had no doubt they would
be rescued, and even then a vessel was speeding to
save them; that God had answered their prayers, and
that next day as morning dawned, they would see her.
“That night was one of great anxiety. As morning
dawned, every eye was strained to see the promised
ship. There, truly, she was; and the British Queen bore
down upon them. You may think that with thankful
hearts they left the Loch Earn.
“One thing is remarkable—the officer in charge on
board the British Queen had a most unaccountable
feeling, that there was something for him to do; and,
three times during the night, he had changed the
course of the vessel, bearing northward. He told the
watch to keep a sharp lookout for a ship; and immediately, on sighting the Loch Earn, it bore down upon
her. At first he thought she had been abandoned, as
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she lay helpless in the trough of the sea; but soon
they saw her signal of distress.
“It seems to me a remarkable instance of faith on
the one side and a guiding Providence on the other.
After they were taken on board the pilot boat that
brought them into Plymouth, at noon, when they for
the last time joined together in prayer, Mr. Cook read
to them the account of Paul’s shipwreck, showing
the similarity of their experience. What made that
captain change his course against his will, but the
ever-present Spirit of God?”
THE ENCAMPMENT OF THE ANGELS

“They are camping round about me;
Perish every doubt and fear;
For the camp fires of the angels
From the glory land are near.
Hedged about e’en like the mountains
Round Jerusalem of old,
I am compassed by the angels
From the shining streets of gold.
“I can see their white tents gleaming
’Mid the radiant glory bright,
And I hear the faithful tramping
Of the sentinel at night;
For my Watcher sleepeth never,
And His eye is never dim;
He will keep my soul forever
If I only trust in Him.
“They are camping round about me,
’Mid the busy cares of life,
’Mid its trials and temptations,
’Mid its bustle and its strife.
They will leave me never, never;
They are guardians true and tried.
See! they pitch their white tents closer,
And they’ll never leave my side.”
—Mrs. L.D. Avery-Stuttle
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RESCUED IN A BASKET FROM GREAT PERIL

“The Jews took counsel to kill him . . And they
watched the gates day and night to kill him. Then
the disciples took him by night, and let him down
by the wall in a basket.” Acts 9:23-25.
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A GREAT DELIVERANCE

“And now I exhort you to be of good cheer: for there
shall be no loss of any man’s life among you, but of the
ship. For there stood by me this night the angel of God,
whose I am, and whom I serve, saying, Fear not, Paul
. . lo, God hath given thee all them that sail with thee.”
Acts 27:22-24
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“He shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep
thee in all thy ways.”—Psalm 91:11.

An English minister, Richard Boardman, long years
ago related an experience of providential deliverance,
which was printed in the Review and Herald (Battle
Creek, Mich.), Feb. 12, 1861:
RICHARD BOARDMAN’S DELIVERANCE

“I preached one evening at Mould, in Flintshire;
and next I morning set out for Parkgate. After riding
some miles, I asked a man if I was on the road to that
place. He answered, ‘Yes, but you will have some sands
to go over; and, unless you ride fast, you will be in
danger of being inclosed by the tide.’
“It then began to snow to such a degree that I could
scarcely see a step of my way. I got to the sands, and
pursued my journey over them for some time as rapidly as I could; but the tide came in and surrounded
me on every side, so that I could neither proceed nor
turn back. And to ascend the perpendicular rocks was
impossible.
“In this situation I commended myself to God, not
having the least expectation of escaping death. In a
little time I perceived two men running down the hill
on the other side of the water; and, by some means,
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they got a boat and came to my relief just as the sea
had reached my knees as I sat on my saddle. They
took me into the boat, the mare swimming by our side
till we reached the land.
“While we were in the boat, one of the men said,
‘Surely, sir, God is with you.’ I answered, ‘I trust He
is.’ The man replied, ‘I know He is,’ and then related
the following circumstance:
“ ‘Last night I dreamed that I must go to the top of
such a hill. When I awoke, the dream made such an
impression on my mind that I could not rest. I therefore went and called upon this man to accompany
me. When we came to the place, we saw nothing more
than usual. However, I begged him to go with me to
another hill at a small distance; and there we saw
your distressed situation.’
“When we got ashore, I went with my two friends
to a public house not far distant from where we landed;
and, as we were relating the wonderful providence,
the landlady said: ‘This month we saw a gentleman
just in your situation; but before we could hasten to
his relief, he plunged into the sea, supposing, as we
concluded, that his horse would swim to the shore;
but they both sank, and were drowned together.’
“I gave my deliverers all the money I had, which I
think was about eighteen pence, and tarried all night
at the hotel. Next morning I was not a little embarrassed how to pay my reckoning for the want of cash;
and I begged my landlord to keep a pair of silver spurs
until I should redeem them. But he answered, ‘The
Lord bless you, sir; I would not take a farthing from
you for the world.’ After some serious conversation
with the friendly people, I bade them farewell and recommenced my journey, rejoicing in the Lord and
praising Him for His great salvation.”
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AWAKENED AT THE INSTANT

David Zeisberger, the Moravian missionary to the
Indians of Pennsylvania and Ohio, was traveling with
several Christian Indians to establish a new station.
One night they stopped at a trader’s, being permitted
to sleep in a storeroom, on the straw. Several barrels
of gunpowder were stored in the room. Some barrels
were open; and grains of powder were scattered over
the floor amid the straw. On this account a light was
dangerous; and they preferred to retire without one.
But a stranger who had come in insisted on lighting
a candle, promising faithfully to watch it most carefully.
The missionaries fell asleep from weariness, leaving the stranger awake. But he, too, fell asleep, and
left the candle burning. In the morning Zeisberger
called the host aside; and, taking a little piece of candle
from his pocket, he said to him:
“My brother, had we not had the eye of Him upon
us who never slumbereth nor sleepeth, we should all
have this night been sent into eternity; and no one
would have known how it happened. I slept soundly,
being fatigued; and it was in my first sleep when I felt
as if some one roused me. I sat up, and saw the wick
of the candle hanging down on one side, in a flame,
and on the point of falling into the straw, which I was
just in time to prevent. I could not fall asleep again;
but lay awake, silently thanking the Lord for the extraordinary preservation we had experienced.”
PROVIDENTIALLY FOREWARNED

To the Boston Advent Herald of April 21, 1849,
Josiah Litch, a Philadelphia minister, contributed an
article on God’s providential care for His children. He
said:
“I will relate an incident of recent occurrence, be-
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lieving that such providences should be made public, both for the glory of God, and the edification and
comfort of His children.
“Within a few rods of Trenton bridge, across the
Delaware River, in Pennsylvania, the New York and
Philadelphia Railroad passes within about twenty feet
of a block of houses, each containing four tenements.
In the last of these, or the one nearest the bridge, William Kitson resides.
“On the fifth of March the Government ran an express from Washington to New York to convey President Taylor’s inaugural address. The family of Mr.
Kitson had just finished their supper, when notice was
given that the express was coming; and all ran to the
door to see it in its lightning flight. Mrs. Kitson, with a
little girl, stepped out and stood on the steps in front
of the house while her husband and two children, one
of them in his arms, stood in the doorway; and another boy went next door, to notify them.
“On came the iron horse, puffing, snorting, and
prancing, like a thing of life, while a stream of fire flew
behind from each wheel, as it at that point pressed in
a short curve upon the iron rail. It was a spectacle of
terror and sublimity. I shall narrate what passed in
the language of Mrs. Kitson:
“When I saw the engine coming, something said to
me, ‘Run!’ I said, ‘No, I will not; I will stand here and
see it pass.’ Again something said, ‘Run!’ I said, ‘I won’t
run.’ Once more it sounded in my ears with such power
that I could not resist it—‘Run!’ I then jumped from
the steps, threw open the gate at the corner of the
house, leading into the yard, and entered, saying at
the same instant to the girl, ‘Run!’
“ ‘As soon as I had passed the gate, I turned, expecting to see the engine pass on the railroad; but I
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saw it just behind me coming toward the gate. It came
about two thirds of the distance from the road to the
gate, directly toward the gate, and then made a sudden turn to the left, and entered the house.’
“Mr. Kitson, by the same invisible power which
drove his wife from the steps, had been urged from
the doorway with his little boy in his arms. He had not
reached the door before the steps, doorway, and side
of the house were crushed and broken in. One leap
just carried him beyond the door as it fell at his feet;
and another carried him beyond the engine when it
plunged into the cellar, just behind him.
“ ‘Lo, these things worketh God oftentimes with
man, to keep back his soul from the pit; and that he
may be enlightened with the light of the living.’ ”
In order to verify, if possible, the fact of such a
railway accident, we recently looked up the papers
for that time; and, in the Trenton True American, of
March 9, 1849, we found this news item:
“As the express locomotive came on with the
President’s address, a bolt broke when within a very
short distance of the Delaware bridge. The locomotive was lifted from the track; but it continued to run
some distance in the direction of the road until it
reached the house of Mr. William Kitson, when it
turned abruptly from the road and buried itself in the
cellar, tearing away a good portion of the house.”
FOREWARNED IN THE PRAYER CLOSET

Dr. W.H. Van Doren years ago repeated, in the Evangelist, a story of the historic Wyoming Valley, in Pennsylvania, in the times of 1778. An aged father living in
the mountains had asked his sons to go next day to
the mill in the valley with corn, to replenish the meal
chest. The boys prepared bright and early for the journey, expecting to spend the night as usual at the mill
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and return the day after. The account runs:
“As the father came out in the morning from the
closet of prayer, he said to the waiting sons, ‘Not today!’ the young men were greatly surprised.
“ ‘But, Father, our supply is used up, and why
should we delay?’ they said.
“ ‘Not today, my sons,’ the man of prayer repeated
with emphasis. ‘I know not what it means; but, in my
prayer, my mind was deeply impressed with this word,
“Let them abide till the morrow.” ’
“Without charging their venerated parent with superstition, the obedient sons yielded, unladed their
horses, and waited for another morning to come.
“That memorable night a horde of savages, with
torch and tomahawk, entered Wyoming Valley and
began their work of destruction. It is said that before
their work was ended, not a house, barn, church, or
mill escaped the flames; and few of the inhabitants
escaped.
“In the morning at sunrise the father and sons were
watching the valley, filled with ascending volumes of
smoke and flames. The awful truth flashed upon their
minds. The aged saint knelt down with his sons on
the mountain top; and, in adoring prayer, he thanked
God for the warning voice of His Spirit.”
WHERE THE FLAMES WERE STAYED

A report in the Missionary Review of the World,
for April, 1900, by Pastor Richard Burges, of Calcutta,
tells how sweeping flames were checked as Bengali
Christians prayed for deliverance:
“One day at noon in the hot weather of 1898, a
fearful fire raged in Ratnapur, Bengal. The flames
leaped like a mad tiger from one thatch to another.
Two thousand Bengalis had their homes in that village—where the Christians, Mohammedans, and Hin-
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dus were equal in numbers and dwelt in separate
sections. The abodes of the non-Christians were already afire; and the wind drove the flames toward
the section inhabited by the Christians. Men, women,
and children were frantic. The flames had leaped over
a river a hundred yards wide, from the Mohammedan
quarters to that of the Hindus. Suddenly the fierce
wind veered around before the fire had touched the
thatch of a Christian’s hut.
“Ratnapur means the Place of the Jewels. Surely
God took care of His own jewels.
“Pastor E.T. Butler, of the Church Missionary Society Mission at Ratnapur, Feb. 13, 1899, in reply to
an inquiry as to whether this deliverance was in answer to prayer, writes as follows:
“ ‘Some of the men, describing the incident to me,
related how the villagers were praying most earnestly
at the time. The padri [native pastor], with the leading
church committee members, stood on the border line
between the Hindu and Christian villages, looking up
toward heaven and striving most earnestly in prayer
the whole time. They said that the consciousness that
God would check the flames in some way or other
was shared by all Christians who witnessed their
progress.’ ”
NOT IDOLS, BUT PROVIDENCE

The story of an isolated Chinese Christian, a man
new in the gospel but strong in faith, was told in
China’s Millions, September, 1882:
“The people collected a large sum of money to be
expended in idolatrous work, in order that their houses
might be saved from fire; and they asked this man to
contribute to that fund.
“He declined on the ground that he trusted in the
living God, and that the idols were not able to save
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them from fire.
“No sooner was the idolatrous ceremony over than
an extensive fire broke out in the very street in which
this man’s house was situated. One hundred and
twenty houses were burned down; and when the flames
were coming nearer and nearer to his house, the people
said, ‘Now you see what you have got.’ And they wanted
to persuade him to take out all his furniture into the
street, that he might save something.
“He knew that if he brought the things out into the
street, even though they would be safe from fire, they
would probably be stolen. But he believed that God
was going to preserve him from suffering loss; and he
told the people so. While they were hurrying to and
fro in all their excitement, he, in the presence of them
all, prayed that God would show that He was the living and true God.
“And then he watched the fire as it came nearer
and nearer, until there was only one house standing
between his own and the flames. But just then there
was a sudden change in the wind. God had said, ‘Thus
far shalt thou come, and no farther;’ and his house
was saved.”
A MISSION STATION DELIVERED

While on furlough from Africa, and having occasion to tell of missionary progress and experiences in
Rhodesia and other parts, Pastor F.B. Armitage related
the following experience in the early days of the work
at the Somabula Mission, in Southern Rhodesia:
“I had occasion to make a journey from the new
Somabula station which would require several days’
absence. My wife was alone at the station, with only
the native orphan children who had accompanied us
from the older Solusi Mission.
“I started from the station early in the morning.
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Toward evening a little boy came running into the
tent where Mrs. Armitage was working, crying, ‘There
is fire in the grass! There is fire in the grass!’
“Our mission was in a valley; and, down the valley
somewhere, a fire had been started and was sweeping
toward the station. The season had been dry; and the
grass was like tinder, standing in places as high as a
man’s head. One can imagine how that fire would look
to the mission family, with only the orphan children
and Mrs. Armitage and her own little one on the premises. We had been only a short time at this place,
and had not had time to make fire guards or provide
any precautions. The situation was indeed desperate.
“For a few startled moments Mrs. Armitage watched
the oncoming flames; and then to herself she said,
‘Our heavenly Father has never failed us yet, and I
believe He will not leave us now.’
“There might have been a chance for flight; but
there was the mission station, with all that it represented of struggle and toil and future fruitfulness in
the saving of souls. She turned to the text that had
been the deciding word in our entering Africa, and
our stay and support in many a trying experience.
Again she read the promise, ‘Fear thou not; for I am
with thee: be not dismayed; for I am thy God: I will
strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of My righteousness.’
Isa. 41:10.
“The assurance came to her heart that she was not
left alone. And she said, ‘Our Father will take care of
us once more; I am sure.’
“Still the fire came leaping on. It was of no use to
think of trying to fight it, with only the little orphan
children to help. It came to within seventy yards of
the station; and there it went out in front, the flames
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dividing and passing by on each side of the farm,
joining farther up the valley and sweeping on beyond.
The mission was saved.
“That night I saw, by the red glow, that there was
fire in the valley. I hurried homeward with all speed;
and there I found, to my deepest joy, not only my family and the children safe, but the mission preserved
as well. All about the mission the grass was dry; but
there stood a five-acre plot untouched. The fire had
stopped right in the dry grass; and no one could say
why, save as we understand that the promises of our
heavenly Father are sure and that He will not leave
us nor forsake us when we trust Him in the way of
duty.”
These experiences of deliverance, by special interposition of God’s providence in uncommon emergencies, make only more real to the believer the unwearying watchcare of the same blessed Providence in the
common round of life. For true it is that the angels of
the Lord are all about in this world, still ministering
to the heirs of salvation. “The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear Him, and
delivereth them.” Ps. 34:7.
THE CLOCK THAT STRUCK
THIRTEEN AT MIDNIGHT

The following thrilling narrative appeared recently
in the Southern Cross, and is vouched for by Pastor
S.C. Kent, a veteran Victorian clergyman, who says
that he heard Pastor J. Bounsall, of Ottery, St. Mary,
Devon, tell the story at his own table, in the year 1844,
as having occurred in Cornwall, where he had been
resident.
When traveling in Palestine, the narrator had driven
from Nazareth to Tiberius, over a rough and rugged
road. During the drive, one of the clergymen of the
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party told this story of the providential way that an
innocent man had been delivered from the awful fate
of a murderer:
“It was about the midnight hour, in the town of
Plymouth, many years ago, he said, when two men
stood close to the great clock of the town. It struck
the hour; both men heard it, and remarked to each
other that it had struck thirteen times instead of
twelve. One of these men was a gentleman by the
name of Captain Jarvis.
“It was not very long afterward that this same Captain Jarvis awoke very early one morning, got up,
dressed, and went down to the front door of his house.
When he opened it, what was his surprise to find his
groom standing there, with his horse saddled and
bridled, ready for him to mount.
“ ‘I had a feeling that you would be wanting your
horse, sir,’ he said, ‘so I could not stay longer in my
bed, and just got it ready for you!’
“The captain was astonished at first; and he then
mounted the horse and rode off. He did not direct his
steed where to go, but just let him go wherever he
chose. Down to the riverside they went, close to the
spot where the ferryboat took passengers across. What,
then, was the captain’s amazement when he saw the
ferryman there, waiting with his boat to ferry him
across at that early hour.
“ ‘How are you here so early, my man?’ he inquired
at once.
“ ‘I couldn’t rest in my bed, sir; for I had a feeling I
was wanted to ferry someone across.’
“The captain and horse both got into the boat, and
were safely conveyed to the other side.
“Again the horse was given his own way as to where
he should go. On and on they went, until at length
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they came to a large country town.
“The captain asked a passerby if there was anything of interest going on in the town.
“ ‘No, sir; nothing but the trial of a man for murder.’
“The captain rode to the place where the trial was
going on, dismounted, and entered the building. As
he walked in, he heard the judge say, addressing the
prisoner, ‘Have you anything to say for yourself—anything at all?’
“I have nothing to say, sir, except that I am an innocent man, and that there is only one man in all the
world who could prove my innocence; but I do not
know his name nor where he lives. Some weeks ago
we stood together in the town of Plymouth, when it
was midnight. We both heard the great town clock
strike thirteen, instead of twelve; and we remarked it
to each other. If he were here, he could speak for me;
but my case is hopeless, as I cannot get him.’
“ ‘I am here! I am here!’ shouted the captain, from
behind. ‘I was the man who stood at midnight beside
the great Plymouth clock, and heard it strike thirteen,
instead of twelve. What the prisoner says is absolutely
true; I identify him as the man. On the night of the
murder, at the very time it was committed, that man
was with me, at Plymouth; and we remarked to each
other how remarkable it was that the clock should
strike thirteen at the midnight hour.’
“The condemned man was thus proved innocent,
and was at once set free.”
THE ROBBER AND THE BIBLE

In the unsettled days of the Napoleonic wars, a forester named Grimez was keeper of a wild tract of woodland in the Silesian Mountains. He had been instrumental in bringing to justice a band of robbers who

From Accident and Peril

243

had infested the region, only the leader of the band
being still at large. This leader had sworn to have his
revenge upon Grimez.
The forester was an irreligious man who laughed
at his wife’s prayers for his safety, telling her that he
trusted in his good weapons and his dogs.
One evening Grimez had been delayed in coming
home. As the night wore on, the wife became anxious.
At last she brought out the family Bible for worship,
before retiring to the sleeping-loft, and read aloud to
the grandmother the seventy-first psalm:
“ ‘In Thee, O Lord, do I put my trust . . Be thou my
strong habitation . . Deliver me, O my God, out of the
hand of the wicked, out of the hand of the unrighteous and cruel man.’ ”
Then the women knelt and prayed God to protect
them and the absent husband from danger. They
prayed for the needy, and prayed for the robber whom
they feared, and asked God to have mercy upon him
and to turn him from his evil ways.
Before they had retired, however, the husband came
home. As they told of their anxiety and prayer, he
smiled and said it was foolish to think there was any
use in praying. Then he examined the window fastenings, saw that his firearms were in order, and all lay
down to sleep. The account continues:
“Next morning, when the family came down from
the sleeping room, they found a window open, a great
sharp knife lying on the table where the Bible had been,
and the Bible was gone. They were greatly surprised.
The open window showed that someone had been in
the house; the great knife showed that his object had
been murder, while the missing Bible seemed to show
that somehow it had been the means of saving them.
The whole house was searched, but nothing was miss-
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ing except the Bible. It was a mystery that no one
could explain. The pious wife thanked God for their
protection. Even her unbelieving husband could not
help seeing that it was neither his dogs nor his guns
that had saved him. He stopped laughing at his wife,
and began to think there was something in religion
after all. After that night, the robber was never seen
nor heard of in that forest.
“Some time after this, the French and the Prussians
were fighting against each other; among those who fell
was our brave captain, the forester. His men thought
he was killed, and left him for dead on the field. A
fisherman came up cautiously, to see if a little hut of
his on the shore had been destroyed by the army; and
hearing the groans of the wounded man, he rowed his
boat to land. Finding the officer lying in blood, he called
his companions; and they carried the wounded man
to the boat and rowed him to the opposite shore of the
lake, about two miles distant. They landed in the neighborhood of several cottages. Into one of these the
wounded man was carried; and the fisherman and
his wife dressed his wound and nursed him with tender care. The fisherman wrote to the captain’s family;
and his wife and daughter came to nurse him and be
with him. The fisherman and his wife gave the forester the use of their cottage; and they stayed with one
of their neighbors until the soldier had recovered.
“As he lay on the sickbed, he thought of the wonderful way in which God had protected himself and
his family from the robber on that memorable night.
He thought of the way he had been taken care of when
left for dead on the battle field. He saw God’s hand in
it all; and being led to pray earnestly, he became a
Christian.
“When well enough to go home, he thanked the kind
fisherman for all that he had done for him, and
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wished to pay for the trouble he had caused him; but
the fisherman would take nothing. When pressed, he
said that he was much more indebted to the forester
and his wife than they were to him, and that he had
a great treasure of theirs which he had once taken
away and now wished to restore. Then he went to a
closet and brought out a Bible. As soon as the forester’s
wife saw it, she recognized it as their dear old family
Bible which had disappeared so strangely on that
never-to-be-forgotten night. She caught it eagerly to
her bosom; and then the fisherman told them the
following story:
“ ‘I see you do not recognize me,’ looking at the forester, ‘but I am the robber that caused such trouble in
your neighborhood till you caught my companions and
had them put in prison. I was very angry with you for
this, and swore to have revenge. I crept into your house
about dark one evening, intending to murder you and
all your family while you were asleep. All the evening I
lay under the settle in your sitting-room, waiting for
the hour when I could carry out my purpose. Against
my will I was obliged to hear the seventy-first psalm
read aloud by your wife. It had a wonderful effect on
me. When I heard her prayer, I was more affected. It
seemed as if an unseen hand was laid upon me to
keep me from doing what I had come to do. I felt that
I could not do it. All my desire was to get that wonderful Book and read it.
“ ‘For weeks I kept it hid in the woods near your
home. The Bible was my companion; and as I read it,
I saw what a great sinner I was, and what a great Saviour there is in Jesus. That same Saviour who pardoned the thief on the cross had mercy on me and
received me into His kingdom.
“ ‘Then I left that part of the country, and found
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employment with a fisherman in this neighborhood.
As God had made a new man of me, I wished to begin
a new life; and my excellent wife is helping me to
serve God. We have all we want for this world, and
are blessed with a hope for the next; and all this I
owe to the Bible I found in your house that evening.
“ ‘You, forester, trusted to your guns and dogs;
they could not have helped you any. Nothing but God’s
Word saved you. It was only that which kept me from
plunging my knife into your bosom. It was that which
protected you then; it is that which has saved you
from the battle field now. Don’t thank me, but thank
the merciful God who made use of His blessed Word
to save both you and me.’ ”
FINDING GOD ON THE BATTLE FIELD

As a boy, he had been brought up in a Christian
home, and had learned of God and His truth in an
Indiana Sabbath school. But as he grew up, he had
gone the thoughtless way of the world; and for years
his people had heard nothing of him. Then his name
appeared among the wounded, with the British army
in France; and a cable brought him into communication with his home people, whose whereabouts he had
lost, as they had moved into another State. His first
letter told how he had found the God of the old Sabbath school on the battle field of France. His company
was cut off; and only by getting a message through
could they be saved from annihilation. The young
man wrote:
“I think God prompted me to say, ‘I’ll take it through.’
I was just a new man then, and the major looked surprised; but a new hope dawned in his eyes. He jerked
out his fountain pen, wrote the message, and said,
‘Go to it, man; and, if you get through, we will all owe
our lives to you.’ I crawled out the back of our little
shell-hole trench and started. The bullets began to
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whiz, and I ran faster. Then the artillery on Bapaume
Ridge opened up on me, with 18-pounder high explosives and shrapnel.
“I had always been very self-satisfied and self-confident before that; but I began to realize then how really little and insignificant I was. I went into a big shell
hole and lay down, sobbing because I knew I couldn’t
go on and couldn’t go back. Then I began to think,
and my lips seemed automatically to frame the words,
‘Our Father who art in heaven.’ The Lord’s Prayer followed; and then I turned loose and prayed as I don’t
think a man has ever prayed before or since. When I
finished, I had promised God to return to His fold
once more if He would show me that He really was
what I had been taught, by taking me through safely
to the deep dugout occupied by battalion headquarters; for I knew no human power could do it.
“When I left the shell hole, I started to run and
dodge the same as before; but something seemed to
tell me that there was no use running, that I was safe.
I walked the last five hundred yards just to see. The
men say I came walking in as cool as a cucumber,
with an artillery barrage playing around me that would
have stopped the best infantry battalion on earth.
“The colonel congratulated me, and said it was the
coolest piece of work that he had ever seen done; but
I was so busy being glad that there was a God, a just
God, a humane God, and that He knew that even I
was on this earth, that I didn’t pay much attention to
them . .
“When we left the Somme, we went to a quiet part
of the line to rest; and my old blue, homesick, despondent, murderous, devil-may-care-I-don’t spells
started to come on again. I had usually deadened
these with all the ‘booze’ I could pour into me. But I
had promised I wouldn’t anymore, in that shell-hole
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church of mine; so I couldn’t do it now. A little voice
seemed to say, ‘Pray about it, pray about it;’ but I
would answer back, ‘I can’t ask God to stop and untangle my personal affairs for me.’ But the little voice
said, ‘Try it, and keep it up.’ I did try it once and was
satisfied; for I knew then that I should find you someday. But I thought it would be after the end of the
war; and here it was only a short month or two when
papa’s cable came.”
“Gird up the loins of your mind, be sober, and hope
to the end for the grace that is to be brought unto
you at the revelation of Jesus Christ.”
—1 Peter 1:13
“Every man that hath this hope in him purifieth
himself, even as He is pure.”

—1 John 3:3
“He became the author of eternal salvation unto all
them that obey Him.”

—Hebrews 5:9
“If thou shalt indeed obey his [the angel’s] voice,
and do all that I speak; then I will be an enemy unto
thine enemies, and an adversary unto thine
adversaries.”

—Exodus 23:22
“The Lord is my strength and song.”

—Exodus 15:2
“Although the fig tree shall not blossom, neither
shall fruit be in the vines; the labor of the olive shall
fail, and the fields shall yield no meat; the flock shall
be cut off from the fold, and there shall be no herd
in the stalls: yet I will rejoice in the Lord, I will joy in
the God of my salvation.”
—Habakkuk 3:17-18
“My grace is sufficient for thee: for My strength is
made perfect in weakness.”
—2 Corinthians 12:9
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A SWEET BIBLE PROMISE

This is an old-time Bible Promise card from
the 1800’s
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THE KNOX HOME IN SCOTLAND

John Knox (1513-1572) was the Scottish
Reformer who fearlessly defended Bible truth,
as he understood it.
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Deliverance of
Old-time Gospel
Witnesses

Chapter F
ifteen
Fifteen

“Who delivered us from so great a death, and doth
deliver: in whom we trust that He will yet deliver us.”—
2 Corinthians 1:10.
WISHART, OF SCOTLAND

The Bible had entered Scotland; and the Reformation, going forward in England and on the Continent,
was breaking day among the Scots. George Wishart, a
scholar of Cambridge and an earnest believer in the
reform, came to his native Scotland and began to
preach. He was a burning and shining light. Multitudes thronged to hear his preaching. He was forbidden in the churches; but it is said that his congregations were so large as to forbid the use of churches
anyway. In streets, at market crosses, and in the fields
he preached the message of salvation. At last the papal ecclesiastics brought him to the martyr’s stake, at
St. Andrews, in 1546.
Enemies had sought to check his witness many
times before, but in vain. John Knox, then a youth,
had been his companion and pupil. In his History of
the Reformation in Scotland, Knox tells how again
and again the Lord delivered Wishart from his foes.
On one occasion, the Reformer was preaching in
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Montrose. Cardinal Beaton laid a plan to lure him to
his death. Knox says:
“He caused to write unto him a letter, as it had
been from his most familiar friend, the laird of Kinneir,
desiring him with all possible diligence to come unto
him; for he was stricken with a sudden illness. In the
meantime had the traitor provided sixty men with jacks
and spears to lie in wait within a mile and a half of the
town of Montrose for his dispatch.
“The letter coming to his hand, he made haste at
first (for the boy had brought a horse); and so with
some honest men he passed forth of the town. But
suddenly he stayed, and musing a space, returned
back; whereat, they wondering, he said: ‘I will not go;
I am forbidden of God. I am assured there is treason.
Let some of you,’ saith he, ‘go to yonder place, and tell
me what ye find.’
“Diligence made, they found the treason as it was,
which being shown to Master George, he answered, ‘I
know that I shall end my life in that bloodthirsty man’s
hands, but it will not be on this manner.’ ”
The Lord preserved His servant from all the power
of the enemy until his work was done.
GIFT OF THE SPIRIT OF PROPHECY

John Knox believed with all assurance that the Lord
gave to Wishart at times in these crises direct counsel
by the Holy Spirit, guiding him in bearing his witness
for the Word of God. Knox says in his history:
“He was so clearly illuminated with the spirit of
prophecy that he saw not only things pertaining to
himself, but also such things as some towns and the
whole realm afterward felt, which he forespake, not
in secret, but in the audience of many.”
This was well along toward the end of the days of
the predicted period of tribulation of the church; and
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the Lord was raising up in every part of Europe witnesses to the blessed Word of light, whose shining
was to shorten the days of persecution for the elect’s
sake. These witnesses often sealed their testimony
with their blood; but wherever we read the history,
we see evidence that the living God fulfilled His promise. He stood by them and sent His angels to deliver
and to comfort or to sustain to the end, at stake or in
prison, even as in ancient Bible times.
LIFE OF JOHN KNOX SAVED

George Wishart knew that he was to give up his
life at the stake. Again and again he had seen the
hand of God delivering him; but he believed that it
was by the Spirit that he had the conviction of the
certainty of the martyr’s death. When he was about
to go to the stake, he comforted his friends with the
words:
“God shall send you comfort after me. This realm
shall be illuminated with the light of Christ’s gospel as
clearly as ever any realm since the days of the apostles.
The house of God shall be builded in it.”—History of
the Reformation in Scotland, by John Knox.
These prophetic words were fulfilled. And the leading human agent in the Reformation in Scotland was
John Knox, the youthful companion of Wishart. In
Knox’s history—which he would not allow to be published during his life, as he was one of the chief actors
in the Scottish reform movement—he tells of occasions in which he, like Wishart, found the Lord making known to him his course in certain matters of future experience.
Soon after Wishart’s death, the French Catholic
forces were invited to Scotland; and young Knox and
many associates were taken prisoners and made to
serve as slaves, pulling at the oars in the French gal-
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leys. Deliverance seemed impossible; and Knox was
nearly dead with the rigors of the cruel life. He was
more frail than others who succumbed. But he felt a
definite conviction from God that there was a work
for him to do in Scotland. In his history, he tells of
conversations with an associate in the galleys:
“The James Balfour, being in the galley with John
Knox and being very familiar with him, would oftentimes ask his judgment, ‘If he thought that ever they
should be delivered?’ Whose answer was ever, from
the day that they entered into the galleys, ‘That God
would deliver them from that bondage to His glory;
and in this life.’ And lying between Dundee and St.
Andrews, the second time that the galleys returned
to Scotland, the said John Knox being so extremely
sick that few hoped for his life, the said M. James
willed him to look to the land, and asked him if he
knew it? Who answered, ‘Yes, I know it well; for I see
the steeple of that place where God in public opened
my mouth to His glory; and I am fully persuaded,
how weak soever that I now appear, that I shall not
depart this life till that my tongue shall glorify His
holy name in the same place.’ This reported the said
M. James in the presence of many famous witnesses,
many years before that ever the aforesaid John set
his foot in Scotland this last time to preach.”
The same Providence who delivered Knox at last
from slavery in the galleys, and brought him back to
lead the Reformation in his native Scotland, preserved
his life from many dangers in those rough times. Once
the Lord delivered him from an assassin by giving him
a forewarning of the impending peril, and that through
no human agency. The old author, Baxendale, in his
Dictionary of Anecdotes, tells the story briefly as follows:
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“John Knox was accustomed to sit at the head of
the table in his own house, with his back to the window; yet on a certain night, such was the impression
on his mind, that he would neither sit in his own chair
nor allow any other person to sit in it, but sat on another chair with his back to the table. That very night
a bullet was shot in at the window, purposely to kill
him, but the conspirators missed him; the bullet
grazed the chair in which he used to sit, lighted on the
candlestick, and made a hole in the foot of it, which it
is said is yet to be seen.”
Knox had not always the winning manner of Wishart, but his rough-and-ready, iron-souled devotion
to the cause of reform was used of God for the breaking down of the ramparts of intolerance in Scotland.
And that realm, as Wishart prophesied, was indeed
illuminated with the light of Christ’s gospel.
HOW BERNARD GILPIN WAS DELIVERED

Bernard Gilpin was a Protestant witness in the
north of England in the early Reformation times. His
labors and successes brought him the title of “the
Apostle of the North.” His cheery trust in God was
proverbial. Whatever came, whether apparently of
prosperity or of adversity, his word was always, “Ah,
well, God’s will be done; all is for the best.” This saying of his was well-known through the north country.
It was in this time that Queen Mary came to the
throne, and tried by the stake and sword to stem the
tide of reform in England. The history says:
“Toward the close of Mary’s reign, Mr. Gilpin was
accused of heresy. And being speedily apprehended,
he left his happy home, nothing doubting,’ as he said,
that it was ‘all for the best.’ He fully expected, when he
bade his family farewell, that instead of returning he
would die at the martyr’s stake.
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“While on the way to London, by some accident
he broke his leg. This, for a time, put a stop to his
journey. While thus detained, some malignant persons took occasion to retort on him his habitual remark. ‘What!’ said they. ‘Is this “all for the best”?’
“ ‘Sirs, I make no question that it is,’ was his meek
reply. And so it actually proved; for before he was able
to travel, Queen Mary died, the persecution ceased,
and he was restored to liberty.”
In those stormy times, Gilpin was but clinging to
the lesson God would have us read for all time in the
story of His work in the earth. The apostle puts it, “We
know that all things work together for good to them
that love God, to them who are the called according
to His purpose.” Rom. 8:28.
The margin of the Revised Version does us good
service when it makes the reading, “God worketh all
things with them for good.” It is not these “things” working; it is God working the things. And out of things
and conditions that are in themselves forbidding and
unfriendly, the loving Father can cause good to spring
forth for us. Only to know it while in the trial—that is
the blessedness. And the Lord wants us to know it,
and to say always, “All, well, God’s will be done; all is
for the best.”
“ ‘My times are in Thy hand.’
Whatever they may be,
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
As best may seem to Thee.
“ ‘My times are in Thy hand.’
Why should I doubt or fear?
My Father’s hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.”
DELIVERANCE OF JOHN FOXE
AT THE HOUR OF EXTREMITY

In Townsend’s Life of John Foxe we are told of a
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providential deliverance that came to Foxe when in
dire need, in London, preserving his life and setting
his feet into the road that enabled him to give to the
world that wonderful book, Acts and Monuments, an
account of the martyrs of the great period of persecution.
As a young man suspected of Protestant heresy,
Foxe was expelled from Oxford University. He knew
not which way to turn with his young wife. His native
home was Boston, in Lincolnshire; but his stepfather,
while allowing him to come for a short visit, advised
that he move on quickly, lest he “bring him and his
mother into hazard of their lives and fortunes.”
Foxe thought of London, the world’s greatest city.
“Great cities,” as his biographer Townsend, said, “are
great solitudes. He would be less observed and obtain
a livelihood more easily. His life would be safer from
spies. Prudence demanded instant concealment.” So
to London he went.
But the way of making the livelihood did not appear. Day after day Foxe sought employment in vain,
having to keep secret his identity, lest he be apprehended as a heretic. He had reached the last extremity. Townsend’s Life of John Foxe, evidently quoting
from Foxe’s son, says:
“ ‘As Master Foxe one day sat in St. Paul’s church,
spent with long fasting, his countenance thin and eyes
hollow, after the ghastly manner of dying men, every
one shunning a spectacle of so much horror, there
came to him one whom he never remembered to have
seen before, who, sitting down by him and saluting
him with much familiarity, thrust an untold sum of
money into his hand, bidding him be of good cheer,
adding withal that he knew not how great the misfortunes were which oppressed him, but supposed it was
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no light calamity; that he should, therefore, accept
in good part that small gift from his countryman
which common courtesy had forced him to offer. He
should go and take care of himself, and take all occasions to prolong his life; adding that within a few
days new hopes were at hand, and a more certain
condition of livelihood.’
“ ‘Foxe could never learn to whom he was indebted
for this seasonable bounty, though he used every endeavor to find out the person . .
“ ‘Certain it is, however, that within three days after the transaction, the presage was made good. Some
one waited upon him from the duchess of Richmond,
who invited him, upon fair terms,’ says the writer, ‘into
her service.’ ”—Acts and Monuments, Vol. 1, pp. 63,
64 (8 vol. ed., 1839).
In the dark days of Queen Mary’s persecution, when
the fires were frequently burning at the martyr’s stake,
Foxe was compelled to flee to the Continent, there to
begin his compilation of the story of the great cloud of
witnesses who overcame by the blood of the Lamb
and the word of their testimony, loving not their lives
unto the death.
PROVIDENTIALLY SUSTAINED
AMID SUFFERING

The same Form that was seen by Nebuchadnezzar—the “form of the fourth,” walking with the three
Hebrews in the fiery furnace—has walked all the way
with the children of God. It has meant grace to endure
suffering; and sometimes, evidently as a visible and
physical testimony to the divine presence, it has meant
such a sustaining power as to bring deliverance from
the sense of suffering.
In his Acts and Monuments, Foxe cites the case of
James Bainham, a lawyer, who was burned for his
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faith at Smithfield, in 1532:
“At his burning, here is notoriously to be observed,
that as he was at the stake, in the midst of the flaming fire, which fire had half consumed his arms and
legs, he spake these words: ‘O ye papists! behold, ye
look for miracles, and here now ye may see a miracle;
for in this fire I feel no more pain than if I were in a
bed of down: but it is to me as a bed of roses.’ These
words spoke he in the midst of the flaming fire.”—
Acts and Monuments, Vol. IV, p. 705.
Again, there was the testimony of Thomas Haukes,
a gentleman, who, for refusing to have his infant child
baptized, was condemned to the stake at Coggeshall,
Essex, by Bishop Bonner:
“A little before his death, there were his familiar
acquaintances and friends who frequented his company more familiarly, who seemed not a little to be
confirmed both by the example of his constancy and
by his talk; yet notwithstanding, the same again, being feared with the sharpness of the punishment which
he was going to, privily desired that in the midst of
the flame he would show them some token, if he could,
whereby they might be the more certain, whether the
pain of such burning were so great that a man might
not therein keep his mind quiet and patient, which
thing he promised them to do. And so, secretly between them, it was agreed that if the rage of the pain
were tolerable and might be suffered, then he should
lift up his hands above his head toward heaven, before he gave up the ghost.
“Not long after, when the hour was come, Thomas
Haukes was led away to the place appointed for the
slaughter . . at length after his fervent prayers first
made and poured out unto God, the fire was set unto
him. In the which he continued long, when his speech
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was taken away by violence of the flame, his skin
also drawn together, and his fingers consumed with
the fire; so that now all men thought certainly he had
been gone. Suddenly, and contrary to all expectation,
the blessed servant of God, being mindful of his promise afore made, reached up his hands, burning on a
light fire which was marvelous to behold, over his
head to the living God; and, with great rejoicing, as it
seemed, he struck or clapped them three times together. At the sight whereof there followed such applause and outcry of the people, and especially of
them which understood the matter, that the like hath
not commonly been heard; and you would have
thought heaven and earth to have come together. And
so the blessed martyr of Christ, straightway sinking
down into the fire, gave up his spirit, A.D. 1555, June
10.”—Acts and Monuments, Vol. VII, pp. 114, 115.
Thomas Tomkins, the Shoreditch weaver, was answering for his faith before Bonner, bishop of London, in the hall at Fulham Palace. Angered by the
weaver’s answers, the bishop seized his hand and drew
it over a lighted candle, holding it there:
“Tomkins, thinking no otherwise but there presently to die, began to commend himself unto the Lord,
saying, ‘O Lord! into Thy hands I commend my spirit,’
etc. In the time that his hand was in burning, the same
Tomkins afterward reported to one James Hinse, that
his spirit was so rapt that he felt no pain. In the which
burning he never shrank, till the veins shrank, and
the sinews burst.”—Idem, Vol. VI, p. 718, 719.
The promises of Christ’s grace sufficient were fulfilled to His own in those dark days. He walked the
fiery pathway with the witnesses to His truth, showing Himself their ever-living Saviour. As in Bible times,
so was it in Reformation times. And still His angels

Deliverance of Old-time Gospel Witnesses

261

are abroad; and His promises are living words for
daily strength and comfort.
EDICTS OF PERSECUTION FRUSTRATED

In the fifteenth century the heavy hand of persecution was laid upon the Bohemian believers, to silence their testimony to the truth. The great Reformation of the sixteenth century had not yet dawned;
and so feeble were the witnesses in Bohemia that it
seemed as if the agents of the papal church had only
to secure the necessary decrees, and quickly the
strong arm of the law would prevail. But the
chronicles of the Church of the Brethren tell how this
little band repeatedly saw the hand of Providence
stretched forth to save. In a history compiled by Bohemian exiles, we are told:
“In a word, so frequent and so manifest were the
judgments of God for the protection of this feeble and
defenseless flock of believers, that, even among their
adversaries, it was in those days a common saying, ‘If
anyone is tired of life, let him assail the Picards: he
will not outlive the twelve-month.’ ”
Bost, in his History of the Bohemian and Moravian
Brethren, gives some examples of these delivering
providences that so impressed both friends and foes
of the reformed doctrine. King Ladislaus, of Bohemia,
had yielded against his desires, and signed an edict
for the suppression of the Brethren. He felt, the record
says, that he was being pressed to bring trouble upon
people who feared God; and as his wife’s death followed immediately, he suspended the execution of the
decree. This only drove the papal agents to more earnest efforts. Bost says:
“The instances of God’s protection of the Brethren
followed one another at this period, in a more visible
manner than at any other period of their history. At
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the diet of 1508, their enemies used every exertion
that the same edict of persecution (that God had just
before smitten with inefficiency) might be revised as
the law of the empire; but it did not pass.
“At length, however, in the following diet (1510),
they succeeded by means of intrigues, in which the
grand chancellor was particularly prominent in obtaining the registry of this edict after the manner that
they wished. But the appalling death of this functionary, and of some other enemies of the gospel, once
more interposed to save the Brethren.
“This relentless enemy of the work of God stopped,
as he was traveling homeward, at the dwelling of the
Baron Koldiz. Here he was one day relating with great
joy, at a crowded table, what, as he said, they had
unanimously decreed against the Brethren. Then, turning to his servant, who was a Brother, he addressed
him in these provoking words, ‘Well, Simon, what do
you say about it?’ ‘Oh,’ replied he, ‘not all have agreed,
my lord!’ The irritated chancellor called on him to
name, if he could, the traitors who durst oppose the
united states of the empire.
“Simon boldly lifted up his hand, and said, ‘There
is One on high; and if He has not agreed to your counsel, it will come to naught.’
“The chancellor, more furious than ever before,
swore, striking the table with his fist. ‘Scoundrel, thou
shalt see it with thine own eyes, or may I never reach
my home in safety.’
“On the road he was seized with an inflammation
of the legs, which at the end of a few days carried him
off. His brother persecutor also, Bosek, bishop of
Hungary, returning from a journey hurt himself mortally, in alighting from a carriage; and he died in a few
days.”
Thus, for a time, the hand of oppression was
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stayed; and men feared to be found fighting against
these quiet believers.
Fifty years later came a similar deliverance. In
the interval, the Reformation had been spreading in
the neighboring German states. Under Emperor Maximilian, exiled believers had been permitted to return
to Bohemia. Bost says of this time:
“But their inveterate enemies soon sought fresh
means for their destruction. With this design, the archchancellor of Bohemia repaired to Vienna in 1563.
Here, by his continual importunities, he at length
induced the emperor, though unwillingly, to sign a
decree for a fresh persecution. The Lord, however,
interposed to save His people and to prevent the execution of the cruel edict. As the chancellor was on
his way back to Bohemia, rejoicing at his success, at
the very moment that he was passing the bridge over
the Danube, at the gates of Vienna, that part on which
he was sunk under him; and he fell into the river
with all his baggage. The greatest part of his suite were
drowned; a young gentleman, who saved himself by
swimming his horse over, saw the chancellor rise to
the surface of the water, seized him by his gold chain,
and succeeded in supporting him until some fishermen came in a boat to his assistance; but life was
entirely extinct. The casket which contained the persecuting decree was carried down the stream and
never seen afterward.
“The gentleman who escaped from death on this
occasion, and who lived to an advanced age to attest
the fact, was so powerfully affected that he joined the
Brethren’s church; and the emperor was so little disposed to renew the edict that, on the contrary, he expressed himself in a very favorable way toward the
Christians in Bohemia, who enjoyed perfect repose
for a long time afterward.”
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DELIVERED AS THEY SANG OF GODíS POWER

Helpless before the vast multitudes of Ammon and
Moab and Seir, the children of Judah, in the days of
Jehoshaphat, turned with all their heart to God for
deliverance. Then they sang the praise of God for His
wondrous power. “And when they began to sing,” the
record says, confusion and terror came upon the enemy, setting them against one another.
In the days of the Moravian persecutions a company of believers found deliverance by song. The
Moravians were holding a meeting in Kunewalde, in
1723. Bost repeats the story, as told by David Nitschmann in his Life of John Foxe:
“On this occasion their enemies again came upon
them with great force; for they feared the people. As
they entered the place, the brethren began to sing, with
a clear and strong voice, Luther’s celebrated hymn:
“ ‘If the whole world with devils swarmed,
That threatened us to swallow,
We will not fear, for we are armed,
And victory must follow.
We dare the devil’s might,
His malice, craft, and spite;
Though he may us assail,
He never shall prevail:
The Word of God shall conquer.’ ”

“The officer demanded silence, when they repeated
the verse a second and third time, which struck him
with such terror that he ran away, leaving behind him
a number of books he had collected.”
DELIVERANCE
OF A HUGUENOT PASTOR IN FRANCE

Paul Rabout was a Protestant minister of Nimes
and a member of the French Assembly in 1789. Those
were days when men were struggling to break the
bonds that centuries of ecclesiastical rule had fastened
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upon mankind.
Rabout had joined the Assembly in the declaration
that “all citizens are equal in the eyes of the law;” and
in a speech for liberty of conscience he declared, “I
demand for all non-Catholics what you demand for
yourselves,—equality of rights, liberty, the liberty of
their religion, the liberty of their worship.”
His faithful championship of true religion and liberty of worship had made him for years past the mark
of the ecclesiastical authorities who were seeking to
stifle the protest against spiritual and social tyranny.
Dr. Less, a personal friend of Rabout’s says:
“For many years he was nowhere safe, not even in
his own house. Soldiers came suddenly, both by day
and night, surrounding his house and searching for
him. Every trick was used for seizing and getting rid
of one justly viewed as the chief support of Protestantism. Everywhere surrounded by spies and every moment in danger, he usually performed his ministerial
duties only in the night. If it was needful in the day, he
disguised himself as a bricklayer or a stocking weaver.
Often he was obliged to leave his house, to lie whole
days and nights in the open fields or in some remote,
pitiful hut. He was certain that, if seized, he must instantly suffer an ignominious death.
“In these dangers his only human security was the
fidelity of his flock. They constantly watched over him;
and, at the first approach of hazard, they gave him
warning. He assured me that he often escaped by secret forebodings of the designs of his enemies. One
night at supper, he felt a sudden and almost irresistible impulse to leave his own house and to sleep somewhere else. Accordingly he left it, though his wife entreated him to stay, as there was not the least appearance of danger. Next morning he was informed
that about three o’clock in the morning a detach-
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ment of soldiers had surrounded his house and
searched for him. I the rather regard these accounts,
as I never knew a man farther from enthusiasm.”—
Lorimer’s Protestant Church of France, p. 500.
“To him,” as the human agent, it was said by Dr.
Less, “the preservation of Protestants in France has
been chiefly owing. His whole life has been a constant
sacrifice to the interests of religion.”
And as he was a true witness amid ecclesiastical
oppression, so also he stood true in those days of the
terror, when France, in revolt against the tyranny of
the state church, turned against all religion, as predicted in the prophecy of Revelation 11. Refusing to
go with the atheistical multitude in the denial of his
Lord, Rabout was arrested by order of the Convention and sent to prison riding upon an ass, being too
infirm with age to walk. “It was only the fall of
Robespierre,” says Lorimer, “which saved him from
the guillotine at nearly eighty years of age.”
“The Lord redeemeth the soul of His servants:
and none of them that trust in Him shall be
desolate.”
—Psalm 34:22
“Seek ye first the kingdom of God . . Take
therefore no thought for the morrow.”
—Matthew 6:33-34
“The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a broken
heart; and saveth such as be of a contrite spirit.”

—Psalm 34:18
“Watch therefore, for ye know neither the day nor
the hour wherein the Son of man cometh.”

—Matthew 25:13
“Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every
word of God.”
—Luke 4:4

