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ALWAYS SAFE TO TRUST THE LORD

This is an old-time Bible Promise card from
the 1800s.
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WORSHIPING GOD IN SECRET

English Nonconformists who are worshiping
in the forest at night.
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Chapter Six

“The Lord also will be a refuge for the oppressed, a
refuge in times of trouble.”—Psalm 9:9.

Look where we may, to the times of crisis, when
witnesses for truth have endured oppression and trial
for conscience’ sake, and there we shall find evidences
of the divine hand stretched forth in special providences and deliverances.
Such a time followed the enforcement of the Act of
Uniformity in Britain, in 1662. Two thousand ministers refused to subscribe to the declarations of “unfeigned” assent to everything in the prayer book that
had just been adopted by Parliament for the Church
of England. They lost their positions and the support
that went with the churches they had served.
The poet Wordsworth wrote of them in his Ecclesiastical Sketches:
“Nor shall the eternal roll of praise reject
Those nonconforming; whom one rigorous day
Drives from their cures, a voluntary prey
To poverty and grief, and disrespect,
And some to want—as if by tempests wrecked
On a wild coast . .
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Their altars they forego, their homes they quit,
Fields which they love, and paths they daily trod,
And cast the future upon Providence;
As men the dictates of whose inward sense
Outweighs the world; whom self-deceiving wit
Lures not from what they deem the cause of God.”

To prevent their congregations from giving voluntary support for the preaching of the Word, the Conventicle Act was quickly passed, in 1664, forbidding
that more than five persons be at a religious meeting
where the state church standard was not followed. And
the next year, the Five-mile Act prohibited an unauthorized minister living within five miles of any town.
These acts were applied to teachers and lecturers.
Thus thousands of ministers were driven out and
harried and imprisoned for their refusal to conform.
It was all overruled for great blessing; for in those times
grew up that great nonconformist, or free church
movement, with its protest against a state-prescribed
religion.
In those troublous times, which lasted till the suspension of the acts, in 1687, many godly families experienced the intervening power of God in extremities
when vain was the help of man. Richard Baxter, the
famous nonconformist author, wrote: “There were
abundance of strange providences in those times.”
Truly “man’s extremity is God’s opportunity.”
Edward Calamy, author of the Nonconformists’
Memorial, himself one of the ejected ministers, tells
of some of these special providences.
HENRY ERSKINE’S DELIVERANCES

A Scottish minister, Henry Erskine, labored on
both sides of the river Tweed, being now driven out
of Scotland, and then out of England. In great need
and distress one day he was walking the streets in

In Early Times of English Nonconformity

85

the city of Edinburgh, when a stranger in
countryman’s garb came up and gave him a letter
with money. Erskine never knew who his benefactor
was. Calamy says:
“At another time, being on a journey on foot, his
[Erskine’s] money fell short, and he was in danger of
being exposed. Having occasion to fix his walking stick
in the marshy ground, among some rushes, he heard
somewhat tinkle at the end of it; whereupon, stooping
down, he found two half crowns, which did him great
service in bearing his charges home.”
Of this same man we are told yet again:
“When he lived at Dryburgh, after his ejectment
from Cornhill [on the English side], he and his family
were often in great straits. Once particularly, when
the ‘cruse of oil and the barrel of meal’ were entirely
spent, so that when they had supped at night, there
remained neither bread, meal, flesh, nor money in the
house. In the morning the young children cried for
their breakfast; and their father endeavored to divert
them, and did what he could at the same time to encourage himself and his wife to depend upon that Providence ‘which feeds the young ravens when they cry’
for food.
“While he was thus engaged, a countryman knocked
hard at the door, and called for someone to help him
off with his load. Being asked whence he came and
what he would have, he told them he came from the
Lady Reburn, with some provision for Mr. Erskine.
They told him he must be mistaken, and that it was
more likely for Mr. Erskine of Sheffield, in the same
town. He replied, No; he knew what he said; and he
was sent to Mr. Henry Erskine, and cried, ‘Come, help
me off with my load, or else I will throw it down at the
door.’ Whereupon they took the sack from him, and

86

The Hand that Intervenes

upon opening it, found it well-filled with flesh and
meal.”—Nonconformists’ Memorial, Vol. II, p. 254.
HOW MATTHEW WARREN ESCAPED

Matthew Warren was a scholar of Oxford, England.
Being one of the nonconforming ministers, he was often sought by the authorities; and, when silenced as a
minister, he devoted himself to educating youth for
the ministry. Calamy reports:
“At one time he was very remarkably and providentially preserved. His wife had a strange impression upon her mind, that if he did not remove till such
a time from the house to which he had retired [he
being away from home], he would certainly be taken
prisoner. Accordingly she sent a messenger with a letter, earnestly begging him to be at home by such a
time, or else he might never see her more.
“He, imagining it was her indisposition, and not
the fear of his danger, that was the cause of her urgency, immediately took leave of his friends and went
homeward. But he was not far from the house before,
looking back from an ascent, he saw it surrounded by
persons that were sent to search there for him.”—
Idem, Vol. 11, p. 359.
JOHN NOFWORTHY’S EXPERIENCE

John Nofworthy was also an Oxford man who lived
in Devonshire. Driven out for nonconforming, he was
hunted from prison to prison by persecuting officials.
Calamy says:
“He was several times reduced to great straits; but
he ‘encouraged himself in the Lord his God,’ and exhorted his wife to do the same. Once when he and his
family had breakfasted, and had nothing left for another meal, his wife lamented her condition, and said,
‘What shall I do with my poor children?’
“He persuaded her to take a walk abroad with him;
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and seeing a little bird, he said: ‘Take notice how
that little bird sits and chirps, though we cannot tell
whether it has been at breakfast; and if it has, it
knows not whither to go for dinner. Therefore be of
good cheer, and do not distrust the providence of
God; for are we not ‘better than many sparrows’?”—
Idem, Vol. I, p. 381.
Before the time came for dinner, true to the
preacher’s faith, sufficient provisions for the daily
need had been sent in to them from an unknown
source.
HANSERD KNOLLYS IN LONDON

“Be content with such things as ye have: for He
hath said, I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.”—
Hebrews 13:5.

This promise was food and deliverance to Hanserd
Knollys, one of the most eminent of the early English
dissenters, at a time when he and his family were in
distress. The incident here related occurred in London, after his return from New England, whence he
had fled for a time to escape imprisonment. He was
still under the ban of the authorities; and the ministry
of the Word was attended with peril. Of the deliverance that came in the crisis of his family’s need, as he
pleaded the promise of God, Knollys says:
“I was still poor and sojourned in a lodging till I
had but sixpence left, and knew not how to provide
for my wife and child. Having prayed to God and encouraged my wife to trust in Him, and to remember
former experiences, and especially that word of promise, ‘I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee,’ I paid
for my lodging and went out, not knowing whither
God’s good hand would lead me to receive something
toward my present subsistence.
“About seven or eight doors from my lodgings a
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woman met me in the street and told me she came to
seek me, and her husband had sent her to tell me that
there was a lodging provided and prepared at his
house by some Christian friends for me and my wife.
I told her of my present condition and went along
with her to the house. There she gave me twenty shillings which Dr. Bostock, a late sufferer, had given her
for me, and some linen for my wife, which I received,
and told her husband I would fetch my wife and child
and lodge there.
“I returned with great joy, and my wife was greatly
affected with this seasonable and suitable supply. After we had returned praises to God, we went to our
new lodgings, where we found all things necessary
provided for us, and all charges paid for fifteen
weeks.”—Divine Government, by Higgens.
It was in London that Knollys espoused the principles of the Baptists; and through the years he suffered imprisonments and persecutions as one of the
hated Anabaptists who stood alone for full religious
liberty, in those days of preparation for better times.
At times he was compelled to flee to Holland and Germany for refuge; but he was protected and spared to
old age as a loyal minister of Christ in troublous times.
A CHILD, THE AGENT OF DELIVERANCE

In the times when ministers in England were being ejected from the state churches for nonconformity,
in 1662, a Mr. Rogers was expelled from his church.
He lived near a persecuting magistrate, Sir Richard
Craddock. Being very bitter against dissenters, the
magistrate set spies to watch Mr. Rogers, and was glad
when he could summon him for preaching at a place
near by. The preacher, and several of his friends who
attended the service, were condemned to prison. The
magistrate was in another room making out the pa-
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pers.
Sir Richard had a little granddaughter who had
met Mr. Rogers and been petted by him. She was a
willful child, so hysterically impatient of restraint that
she had once injured herself with a knife when contradicted. On this account, through fear that she would
do something desperate, Sir Richard had given orders
that she should be given her own way in everything.
She came in and learned that her friend was to be
sent to prison. The account, as given in Calamy’s Nonconformists’ Memorial, continues:
“She ran immediately to the chamber where her
grandfather was, and knocked with her head and heels
till she got in, and said, ‘What are you going to do with
my good old gentleman here in the hall?’
“ ‘That is nothing to you,’ said her grandfather, ‘get
you about your business.’
‘But I will not,’ she said. ‘He tells me you are going
to send him and his friends to jail; and if you send
him, I will drown myself in the pond as soon as they
are gone. I will indeed.’
“When he saw the child was peremptory, it overcame him. He stepped into the hall, with the mittimus
in his hand, and said, ‘I had here made out your mittimus to send you all to jail; but, at my grandchild’s
request, I set you all at liberty.’
“They all bowed and thanked him. Mr. Rogers
stepped up to the child and laid his hand upon her
head; and, lifting up his eyes to heaven, said: ‘God
bless you, my dear child! May the blessing of that God
whose cause you now plead, though as yet you know
Him not, be upon you in life, at death, and throughout
eternity.’ ”
Many years after that, when Mr. Rogers had died,
his son, Timothy Rogers, known as an author of a
book on religious melancholy, was visiting the home
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of a Mrs. Tooley, of London, a lady famous in that
day for her hospitality to religious workers. Here he
told the story of his father’s deliverance. Mrs. Tooley
listened with great interest, and said, “And are you
that Mr. Rogers’s son?”
“Yes, madam,” he answered.
“Well,” she said, “as long as I have been acquainted
with you, I never knew that before. And now I will tell
you something you never knew before: I am the very
girl your dear father blessed. It made an impression
upon me I could never forget.”
Then she told her story. She had inherited her
grandfather’s estate; and, as a young girl, she had followed all the fashionable gayeties of the world. But
there was no satisfaction in it. At the ancient Roman
town of Bath, in the west of England, where she was
visiting the springs for pleasure and health, an old
doctor got her to promise to read the New Testament
for her health. It made her only the more uneasy. Back
to London she went.
One night she had a dream about being in a place
of worship; and she was so impressed that she told
her lady companion that she was going to search for
the church she saw in her dream. Sunday morning
they started out and passed a number of churches.
They came at last to the narrow lane called the Old
Jewry, off Cheapside, and saw a throng of people going as if to church. The account continues:
“She mixed herself among them, and they carried
her to the meetinghouse, in the Old Jewry. So, as soon
as she had entered the door and looked about, she
turned to her companion and said, ‘This is the very
place I saw in my dream.’ She had not long stood, till
Mr. Shower, minister of the place, went up into the
pulpit; as soon as she looked on him, she said, ‘This
is the very man I saw in my dream; and if every part
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of it hold true, he will take for his text, “Return unto
thy rest, O my soul.” When he rose to pray, she was
all attention, and every sentence went to her heart.
Then he took for his text that very passage; and there
God met her in a saving manner; and she at last
gained what she had long sought in vain elsewhere,—
rest in Christ to her troubled soul.”—Nonconformists’ Memorial, Vol. I, pp. 381-385.
HOW DR. STENNETT ESCAPED CONVICTION

Dr. Edward Stennett was a nonconformist minister, in those times of nonconformist repression; a physician he was also, by which profession he supported
his family. His son, Joseph Stennett, became a wellknown London preacher. To the published Works of
Joseph Stennett (London, 1732), some writer prefaces an account of Dr. Edward Stennett, who spent a
considerable time in prison “for the cause of conscience and religion.” “While I speak of his sufferings,”
says this writer, “it may not be amiss to preserve an
account of one very extraordinary deliverance he met
with, which I have heard his son relate.” The account
follows:
“He dwelt in the castle of Wallingford, a place where
no warrant could make forcible entrance, but that of
a lord chief justice; and the house was so situated
that assemblies could meet, and every part of religious
worship be exercised in it, without any danger of a
legal conviction, unless informers were admitted,
which care was taken to prevent: so that for a long
time he kept a constant and undisturbed meeting in
his hall.
“A gentleman who was in the commission of the
peace, and his very near neighbor, being highly incensed at the continuance of an assembly of this kind
so near him, after having made several fruitless at-
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tempts to get his emissaries admitted into the house
in order to a conviction, in the rage of disappointment, resolved, together with a neighboring clergyman, upon doing it by subornation of witnesses.
“They accordingly hired some persons fit for their
purpose, to swear they had been at those assemblies,
and heard prayer and preaching there, though they
had never been in the house on those occasions. The
clergyman’s conduct in this affair was the more censured because he had professed a great friendship
for Mr. Stennett, and was under considerable obligations to him, having often had his assistance in the
way of his profession, as a physician for his family,
without any reward.
“Mr. Stennett, finding an indictment was laid against
him on the Conventicle Act, founded upon the oaths
of several witnesses, and being well-assured that nothing but perjury could support it, was resolved to
traverse it, and accordingly did so.
“The assizes were held at Newbury; and when the
time drew near, there was great triumph in the success the gentlemen proposed to themselves; when on
a sudden the scene was changed.
“News came to the justice that his son, whom he
had lately placed at Oxford, was gone off with a player.
The concern whereof, and the riding in search of him,
prevented his attendance in the court.
“The clergyman, a few days before the assizes,
boasted much of the service which would be done to
the church and the neighborhood by his prosecution
and of his own determination to be at Newbury to help
carry it on; but, to the surprise of many, his design
was frustrated by sudden death.
“One of the witnesses, who lived at Cromish, was
also prevented by being seized with a violent and sad
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disease, of which he died. Another of them fell down
and broke his leg, and so was hindered.
“In short, of seven or eight persons engaged in this
wicked design, there was but one left who was capable
of appearing. He was a gardener, who had been frequently employed by Mr. Stennett at day labor, but
never lodged in his house, nor was admitted to the
religious assemblies held there. They thought to make
him, as he was a servant to the family, a very natural
evidence, and kept him in liquor for several days for
that purpose.
“But coming to his reason just as the assizes drew
on, he went about the town exclaiming against himself for his ingratitude and perjury, as well as against
those who had employed him; and absolutely refused
to go. So that when Mr. Stennett came to Newbury,
neither prosecutor nor witness appearing against him,
he was discharged.”
Dr. Stennett, his son Joseph, and the grandson
Samuel were all nonconformist ministers, and all
Sabbatarians—observers of the seventh-day Sabbath.
Joseph Stennett was the author of the much-used
hymn:
“Majestic sweetness sits enthroned
Upon the Saviour’s brow.”

He also wrote the hymn found in many collections:
“Another six days’ work is done,
Another Sabbath is begun;
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest,
Improve the day that God has blessed.”
EVIL INTENT TURNED TO GOOD

Nicolas Thoroughgood, a scholar of Cambridge,
had been a merchant and a traveler. Becoming a minister, he went out of the state church with the two
thousand other nonconforming ministers, and en-
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dured privation with them. “In his diary,” says Calamy,
“he recorded a variety of remarkable providences in
the course of his life, of which he takes notice with
great thankfulness.” Here is an account of one of these
deliverances:
“At one time, while he was at Monkton, reproving
the sin of swearing, one of his hearers, sensible of his
guilt and thinking he was the person particularly intended, resolved to kill him; and, in order to do it, he
hid himself behind a hedge which he knew Mr.
Thoroughgood would ride by when he went to preach
his weekly lecture.
“When Mr. Thoroughgood came to the place, he
offered [endeavored] to shoot him, but his piece failed,
and only flashed in the pan. The next week he lay in
the same place and with the same intent. When Mr.
Thoroughgood was come up, the wretch offered to fire
again, but the piece would not go off.
“Upon this, his conscience accusing him for such
a wickedness, he went after him; and, falling down on
his knees, with tears in his eyes, he related the whole
to him and begged his pardon. This providence was
the means of his conversion; and he became from that
time a serious, good man.”—Nonconformists’ Memorial, by Calamy, Vol. II, p. 76.
RELIEF IN TIME OF EXTREMITY

Another deliverance of these times is thus narrated
in an old volume, Life of Oliver Heywood, by J. Fawcett.
We read:
“Pastor Oliver Heywood, B.D., in a time of great
persecution, was ejected from Coley Chapel, near
Halifax, in Yorkshire. In 1664 a writ came out for apprehending him as an excommunicated person; but
he was not taken. He acted with prudence and caution, in order to avoid a long imprisonment, keeping
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himself private; and it pleased God to protect him
from the search of his pursuers. In one of those seasons, being deprived of his income, his family were
in great straits. Their little stock of money was quite
exhausted, and family provisions were entirely consumed.
“Martha, their faithful servant, who would not
desert her master and mistress in their distress, still
abode with them, but could lend no more assistance
from her little savings. Mr. Heywood still trusted that
God would provide; and when he had nothing but the
divine promise to live upon, he said,
“ ‘When cruse and barrel both are dry,
We still will trust in God most high.’ ”

“When the children began to be impatient, Mr.
Heywood called his servant, and said to her: ‘Martha,
take a basket and go to Halifax. Call upon Mr. Newsom,
the shopkeeper in Northgate, and tell him I desire him
to lend me five shillings. If he will be kind enough to
do it, buy us some cheese, some bread, and such other
little things as you know we want. Be as expeditious
as you can in returning; for the poor children begin to
be fretful for want of something to eat. The Lord give
you good speed. In the meantime, we will offer up our
requests to Him who feeds the young ravens when they
cry, and who knows what we have need of before we
ask Him.’
“Martha went; but when she came to the house,
her heart failed her, and she passed by the door again
and again without going in to tell her errand. Mr.
Newsom, standing at the shop door, called her to him,
and asked, ‘Are you not Mr. Heywood’s servant?’ When
she told him she was, he said to her, ‘I am glad to see
you, as some friends have given me five guineas [about
$25] for your master, and I was just thinking how I
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could send it.’ Martha burst into tears, and told him
her errand. Mr. Newsom was much affected with the
story, and bade her come to him if the like necessity
should return.
“She made haste to procure the necessary provisions and, with a heart lightened of its burden, ran
home to tell the success of her journey. When she
knocked at her master’s door, which now must be kept
locked for fear of constables and bailiffs, it was presently opened. Upon her entering the house, the children eagerly examined the basket. The patient mother
wiped her eyes, and the father, hearing the servant’s
narrative, smiled and said, ‘The Lord hath not forgotten to be gracious. His word is true from the beginning.
‘They that seek the Lord shall not want any good.’ Ps.
34:10.”
Fawcett’s Life of Oliver Heywood tells further how
Heywood was forced to leave home by pressure of persecution. He let his horse go its own way, not knowing
where he should go. After traveling for hours in winter cold, the horse turned aside from the main road
and went into the yard of a farmhouse, where Heywood
asked food for his horse and shelter by the fire for
himself, saying that he had no money to pay for entertainment. He was kindly received; and, when the
people learned he was from Halifax, they cautiously
asked if he knew one Oliver Heywood there. It then
appeared that his horse had led him to the home of
earnest nonconformist believers, who rejoiced to arrange a meeting of friends, who later helped the minister on his way.
VAVASOR POWELL’S TESTIMONY

Vavasor Powell was truly an apostle of Wales in
the seventeenth century. The Lord wondrously blessed
his labors among the Welsh people. He became a Bap-
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tist; and, as a dissenter, he suffered for his faith in
those days when a state church was wielding the lash
of persecution. His was a life of most active service.
“There were but few (if any) of the churches, chapels,
and town halls in Wales,” says the old record, “wherein
he did not preach Christ; yea, very often upon mountains, and very frequently in fairs and markets.”
A little volume in the British Museum, Life and
Death of Vavasor Powell, published anonymously in
1671, preserves some accounts of special deliverances
experienced by this servant of God. Of one occasion,
Mr. Powell wrote:
“About the year 1647 the island of Anglesey in north
Wales, being then unreduced, the Parliament forces
went to reduce it. Their chief officers sent for me to
preach unto that brigade of soldiers. As I marched
with them into the place, either the night immediately
before or the night before that, it was revealed unto
me in my sleep that I should be wounded, and two of
my fingers cut (and the very fingers were pointed out).
This accordingly came to pass, when I was in extreme
danger between several enemies who fell upon me,
receiving that and some other wounds, there being no
likelihood to escape. I heard a voice, as I apprehended,
speaking audibly to me, ‘I have chosen thee to preach
the gospel,’ to which I answered, ‘O Lord, then bring
me off;’ and immediately God guided my horse (though
he was very wild and not well-commanded) to go backward out of the barricade that I had entered at, and so
I was indeed miraculously preserved.”
Thousands of miles Mr. Powell journeyed over
mountains and through valleys, preaching by day and
night. He says:
“One time, coming from preaching, I lost my way;
and being out till it was far in the night in a wood or
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forest, among lakes, briers, and thorns, I went up
and down until I was quite weary. But by looking up
to the Lord, I was presently directed into my way.
“The like experience I had another time, when another preacher and myself had lost our way in a very
dark night. We had tired ourselves in searching to and
fro to no purpose. At last calling to mind how God
had formerly heard in that case where I sought unto
Him, we called upon the Lord, who immediately
pointed out our way; and it seemed as clear to us as if
it had been daylight.”
The following incident was reported by some of
Powell’s intimate friends, after his death:
“One time, as he was going to preach, his horse fell
lame, and he could not reach the place appointed on
foot. He, being in a great strait, besought himself of
the way that one David ap Hugh took in like case, and
addressed himself to it. He alighted off his horse and
went to prayer, and begged strength of God both for
himself and horse to perform his journey, which accordingly was made good to him; for mounting his
horse, he found his lameness was departed.”
After testifying to the Lord’s power in converting a
man at a certain service, who had attended the meeting under oath to kill the preacher as soon as he could
find him alone, Mr. Powell adds:
“Several other times also I have been delivered from
perils by water, by thieves, by enemies purposely lying in wait for me, who yet had no power to hurt me.
The Lord converted some, and graciously prevented
and terrified others from their purpose.
“ ‘These few things of many,’ the narrator says, ‘are
told, not to boast, but to keep a memorial of the
Lord’s benefits and to stir up others into whose hands
these few notes may come, to have confidence in the
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power and goodness of God, who is the Saviour of all
men, but especially of them that believe.’ ”
Again, as we listen to this testimony, we thank
God that He is still, as in Bible times, the living God
in heaven, who “delivereth and rescueth” on earth.
Vavasor Powell was imprisoned for the last time in
the Fleet Prison, in London, early in 1669, and died
in prison, Sept. 27, 1670. He was buried in Dunhill
Fields, London, the old nonconformist burial ground,
where John Bunyan, Isaac Watts, and many other valiant witnesses for truth in the days of old, are sleeping. On his tombstone was carved the epitaph:
“A successful teacher of the past, a sincere witness
of the present, and a useful example to the future age;
who, in face of the defection of many, found mercy to
be faithful; for which, being called to many prisons,
he was there tried, and would not accept deliverance,
expecting a better resurrection.”
“Let the people praise Thee, O God; let all the
people praise Thee.”
—Psalm 67:3
“Ye that fear the Lord, praise Him; all ye the seed of
Jacob, glorify Him.”
—Psalm 22:23
“O give thanks unto the Lord; for He is good: for His
mercy endureth forever.”

—Psalm 118:29
“Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and He shall
sustain thee: He shall not suffer the righteous to be
moved.”

—Psalm 55:22
“My heart is fixed, O God, my heart is fixed: I will
sing and give praise.”
—Psalm 57:7
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SCOTTISH CHRISTIANS PRAYING TO GOD

Covenanters worshiping by the banks of the
Whitadder River.
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Deliverances in
the Scottish
Covenanter Days

Chapter Seven

“Thou art my hiding place; Thou shalt preserve
me from trouble; Thou shalt compass me about with
songs of deliverance.”—Psalm 32:7.

Out of those times when the Covenanter folk worshiped in the fields amid the mountain glens of Scotland, “when the minister’s house was the mountain
and wood,” there comes to us many a story of delivering and sheltering providence.
By the law of 1663 the Presbyterian minister who
failed to conform to the new order of Episcopacy being imposed upon the country, by force of arms, was
to be ejected from his manse; and, if he preached anywhere in Scotland, he was to be treated as guilty of
sedition. Then began, nevertheless, the “field preachings.” The people followed their pastors into the wilds
to hear the Word, although it was made sedition on
their part to absent themselves from the regular Episcopal service.
Then the dragoons were let loose, and ministers
and those who sheltered them were hunted down;
“Were dragged by men to every pity steeled,
From rocky fastness or sequestered field,
The western vales unbounded murder fills,

102

The Hand that Intervenes

And Scotia wails o’er all her heath-clad hills.”

Men who loved their God found grace to endure
trial. Hunter says:
“It is told of one young Scottish martyr that, looking up to the hills of his native Nithsdale, he cried out,
‘I could pass through these mountains were they
clothed in flame if I could only be sure that God loves
me.’ ”
And then, again, as always in the hour of need, the
hand of Providence was stretched forth to deliver servants of God until their witness had been fully borne.
Most of the following incidents are taken from an old
book, Scott Worthies, by John Howie, of Lochgoin.
FOREWARNED

Donald Cargill, a minister of Glasgow, was ordered
arrested in 1662; and, for years, he was hunted over
west Scotland. One day he was going to Woodside to
preach.
“As he was about to mount his horse, having one
foot in the stirrup, he turned about to his servant, and
said, ‘I must not go yonder today;’ and a little a party
of the enemy came in quest of him; but missing their
mark, they fell upon the people, apprehending and
imprisoning several of them.”
SEARCHERS RESTRAINED

The record shows that at times these hunted ministers had laid upon them the gift of a prophetic spirit,
guiding and comforting in hours of peril. Alexander
Peden, of Ayrshire, was ordered arrested in 1666; and,
for persisting in holding meetings, he was the next
year declared a rebel, with life and goods forfeited.
“While riding in company with Mr. Welch and the
laird of Glenover, they met a party of the enemy’s
horses. The laird fainted, fearing they should be taken.
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Peden, seeing this, said, ‘Keep your courage and your
confidence; for God hath laid an arrest on these men,
that they shall do us no harm.’ When they met, they
were courteous and asked the way. Peden went off the
way, and showed them the ford of the water of Titt.
When he returned, the laird said, ‘Why did you go?
You might have let the lad go with them.’ ‘No,’ said he;
‘they might have asked questions of the lad, which
might have discovered us; but as for me, I knew they
would be like Egyptian dogs. They could not move a
tongue against me, my time not being yet come.’ ”—
Scott Worthies, John Howie, p. 600.
PRAYING FOR WIND TO FILL THE SAILS

Peden fled to Ireland for a time; but when the “killing time” began in Scotland, in 1685,—when armed
forces were running down ministers and people,—he
felt that he must get back among the torn and scattered flock. A ship was secured.
“After he and twenty Scots sufferers came aboard,
he went on deck and prayed,—there not being then
the least wind,—when he made a rehearsal of times
and places when and where the Lord had helped them
in the day of their distress; and now they were in a
great strait.
“Waving his hand to the west, from whence he desired the wind, he said, ‘Lord, give us a loof-full of
wind; fill the sails, Lord, and give us a fresh gale. And
let us have a swift and a safe passage over to the bloody
land, come of us what will.’
“When he began to pray, the sails were hanging all
straight down, but ere he ended they were all blown
full, and they got a very swift and safe passage over.”—
Idem, p. 602.
Now began a perilous existence for Peden, the
record states, but adds that “he met with several re-
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markable deliverances from the enemy.”
“One time, fleeing from them on horseback, he was
obliged to ride a water, where he was in imminent
danger. After having crossed, he cried, ‘Lads, do not
follow me; for I assure you, ye want [lack] my boat,
and so will drown. Consider where your landing will
be;’ which affrighted them from entering the water.
“At another time, being also hard pursued, he was
forced to take a bog and moss before him. One of the
dragoons being more forward than the rest, ran himself into that dangerous bog, where he and the horse
were never seen more.”—Idem, p. 602.
The psalms of the hunted David were comfort to
the souls of these harried servants of God. At one
home, where, for safety, Peden slept in the sheephouse, they tell how he went up a burn-side [hedge
row] for meditation. On his return he sang the thirtysecond psalm, from verse seven onward, and then repeated that verse,
“Thou art my hiding place, Thou shalt
From trouble keep me free;
Thou with songs of deliverance
About shall compass me.”

—Saying to his friends, “These and the following
are sweet lines, which I got at the burn-side this morning.”
The presence and care of a living God were realities to these men of the moors and the moss bogs—
those cave recesses overhung with moss that veiled
the place of refuge.
THE COVERING VEIL

Still continuing the narrative of Peden’s perilous
ministry, the record of this time says:
“He met with another remarkable deliverance; for
the enemy was coming upon him and some others.
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They were pursued by both horse and foot a considerable way.
“At last, getting some little height between them and
the enemy, he stood still, and said, ‘Let us pray here;
for if the Lord hear not our prayers and save us, we
are all dead men.’
“Then he began, saying: ‘Lord, it is Thy enemy’s
day, hour, and power; they may not be idle. But hast
Thou no other work for them, but to send them after
us? Send them after to whom Thou wilt give strength
to flee, for our strength is gone. Twine them about the
hill, Lord, and cast the lap of Thy cloak over old Sandy
and their puir [poor] things, and save us this one time;
and we will keep it in remembrance, and tell it to the
commendation of Thy goodness, pity, and compassion,
what Thou didst for us at such a time
“And in this he was heard; for a cloud of mist intervened immediately betwixt them; and in the meantime, a post came to the enemy, to go in quest of Mr.
Renwick, and a great company with him.”—Idem, p.
603.
One of Peden’s mottoes was: “Pray meikle; for it is
praying folk that will win through the storm.”
“ABIDE IN THE SHIP”

One more of Peden’s experiences we must give,
recalling the apostle Paul’s command of the situation on board the ship bound for Italy and his counsel to the ship’s company, to “abide in the ship” and
await the deliverance of the Lord.
Peden, with sixty others, Covenanters like himself,
had been sentenced to be banished to America, “never
to be seen again in Scotland, under pain of death.”
“After the sentence was passed, he often said that
‘that ship was not yet built that should take him or
these prisoners to Virginia, or any other of the En-
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glish plantations in America.’
“When they were on shipboard in the roads of Leith,
there was a report that the enemy were to send down
thumbkins to keep them in order; on which they were
very much discouraged.
“He went above deck and said: ‘Why are you so
much discouraged? You need not fear, there will neither thumbkins nor bantkins come here. Lift up your
hearts; for the day of your redemption draweth near.
If we were once at London, we will all be set at liberty.’
“In their voyage thither they had the opportunity of
seizing the commander of the ship and escaping, but
did not choose to avail themselves of it without his
advice. He said:
“ ‘Let all alone; for the Lord will set all at liberty in
a way more conducive to His own glory and our own
safety.’
“Accordingly, when they arrived, the skipper who
received them at Leith, being to carry them no further, delivered them to another to carry them to Virginia, to whom they were represented as thieves and
robbers. But when he came to see them, and found
they were all grave, sober Christians, banished for
Presbyterian principles, he would sail to sea with none
such.
“In this confusion, the one captain refusing to receive them and the other not choosing to retain them
on account of the expense, they were set at liberty.”—
Idem, p. 600.
Speaking of these experiences that indicate the possession of the gift of the spirit of prophecy on occasions of need, Howie says: “Although these things are
now made to stoop or yield to the force of ridicule, the
sarcasms of the profane, and the fashions of an atheistical age and generation, yet we must believe and
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conclude with the Spirit of God, that the secrets of
the Lord both have been, are, and will be with them
that fear Him.”
A SENTENCE REVERSED IN THE DUNGEON

Thomas Hog, of Rosshire, was ejected from his
pulpit, in 1662, and preached for years in the open.
He was arrested and sent to Edinburgh, where he was
condemned to the old Bass Prison. After a time his
health became so affected that the physician petitioned
for his release, saying he would surely die if held in
confinement longer.
“The petition being read, some of the lords interceded for Hog and said that he lived more quietly and
traveled not the country so much as the other Presbyterians did.
“Upon which, Bishop Sharp, taking up the argument, said that the prisoner did, and was in capacity
to do, more hurt to their interests, sitting in his elbow-chair, than twenty others could do by traveling
from one corner of the land to another; and if the justice of God was pursuing him, to take him off the stage,
the clemency of the government should not interfere
to hinder it. It was his opinion that, if there was any
place in the prison worse than another, he should be
placed there. Which motion, being seconded by the
prelates, was put to the vote, and carried, ‘to the closest prison in the Bass;’ which was speedily put into
execution.
“When the keeper intimated this to Hog, he said it
was as severe as if Satan himself had penned it. His
servant, William Bulloch, being with him when the
keeper carried him down to that low nasty dungeon
in the Bass, fell a-weeping, and cried, ‘Now, master,
your death is unavoidable.’
“But the good man, directing his eyes up, said: ‘Now
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that men have no mercy, the Lord will show Himself
merciful; from the moment of my entering this dungeon, I date my recovery.’
“And so it fell out; for the very next day he recovered surprisingly, and in a short time was as well as
ever. Yet afterward, when speaking of the archprelate,
he never showed any resentment, but merrily said,
‘Commend him to me for a good physician!’ ”—Idem,
p. 637.
After three years he was liberated, in 1679; but, a
few years later, he was ordered from Scotland. Coming to London, and falling under suspicion as a Presbyterian refugee, he was put in prison again.
AN UNKNOWN VISITOR

Thomas Hog’s man, William Bulloch, had stood
faithfully by him; and this time, in the London prison
by the payment of ten shillings a week to the jailer, he
had succeeded in having Mr. Hog kept in his own private quarters. But now their means had given out; and,
unless the Lord intervened, it was evident Mr. Hog
would have to go into the common room with thieves
and felons.
“He said to his servant William, ‘I’ll set tomorrow
apart for prayer, and see that no person be allowed to
come in to interrupt me.’
“Accordingly he rose early and continued close at
meditation and prayer till twelve o’clock, when a person in the habit of a gentleman desired to speak to
him. William Bulloch told him that his master was
retired, etc.; yet he still interceded to see him. Upon
which, William, seeing the man of a grave, pleasant
aspect, reported his desire to his master, who ordered
him to his room.
“Hog received him courteously. The other entertained him with a discourse about suffering for a good
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God and a good cause, and showed that ‘our light
afflictions, which are but for a moment, are not to be
compared with the glory that shall be revealed.’ After
which he arose and embraced Hog most lovingly, exhorted him to continue in well-doing, and then took
out of his pocket a white paper, and gave it to him.
“Hog, finding its weight, understood it to be money,
and said to the stranger: ‘Upon what account, sir, do
you give me this money?’
“The stranger answered: ‘Because I am appointed
by our great and exalted Master to do so.’
“Hog asked his name; and upon his refusing to tell
it, Hog said: ‘Sir, it is not curiosity that prompts me to
ask, but I hope to be enlarged, and then I shall account it my duty to call for you at your dwelling in this
city; for I suppose you are a citizen of London.’
“The other replied: ‘You must ask no questions;
but be faithful to the death, and thou shalt receive a
crown of life.’
“Then he retired, and Hog never saw or heard of
him anymore. When Hog opened the paper, there was
£5 sterling in it, which to the good man was sweeter
than if he had got one hundred pounds settled upon
him yearly.”—Scots Worthies, p. 638.
After a time Hog was freely released, and was later
called by King James to see him, the king having heard
of his gift in counsel which had given him the repute
of possessing the spirit of prophecy.
THE NEED SUPPLIED

How often, in times of distress, has God shown
His watchcare by impressing some unknown agent to
act as His messenger to a child of His in need! Andrew Duncan, of Scotland, had been regent of St.
Leonard’s College. He was once banished to France
for his religious convictions; and now, in the days of
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1621 as a minister at Crail, he was banished from
the Scottish kingdom for nonconformity. He went,
with his family, over the English border to Berwick.
“They were reduced to great hardship. One night
in particular, the children asked for bread; and there
being none to give them, they cried very sore. The
mother was likewise very much depressed in spirit.
“The minister himself had recourse sometimes to
prayer. And, in the intervals, he endeavored to cherish his wife’s hope, and please the children, and at
last got them to bed; but she continued to mourn
heavily.
“He exhorted her to wait patiently upon God, who
was now trying them, but would undoubtedly provide
for them; and he added that if the Lord should rain
down bread from heaven they should not want.
“This confidence was the more remarkable, because they had neither friend nor acquaintance in that
place to whom they could make their case known.
“And yet before morning a man brought them a
sackful of provision; he went off without telling them
from whence it came, though entreated to do so. When
the father opened the sack, he found in it a bag [purse]
with twenty pounds Scots, two loaves of bread, a bag
of flour, another of barley, and such like provisions;
and having brought the whole to his wife, he said: ‘See
what a good Master I serve.’ ”—Idem, p. 279.
Again, when Mrs. Duncan was sick and in sore
need, and they knew not where to turn, a lady came,—
a “gentlewoman,” the old record says,—evidently of
means, bringing needed supplies and comforts with
her, and herself rendering the help so sorely needed
in the hour that brought another little one into the
family. The messenger of mercy left them, leaving no
hint of her identity or of the means by which she had
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been led to come to their aid.
Andrew Duncan could only leave on the record his
testimony to God’s care for His children in distress.
The old writer Wodrow, historian of the Covenanter
times, tells of James Hamilton, minister at Edinburgh,
who was “outed” and reduced to “very great straites”
at Mortounhall.
“One night his wife and family and he had no more
meal than they got their supper of; and yet he still
kept up his confidence in God. That night Sir James
Steuart, of Gutters, who lived not far from him, but
knew nothing in particular of his present straits, told
his lady, then in her bed, that he was troubled in his
mind about Mr. Hamilton. Again and again it was borne
in upon him that he was in straits. He caused his lady
to rise out of her bed and give orders to the servants
early next morning to carry a load of meal to Mortounhall, which was accordingly done; and it came most
seasonably.”—Analecta, Vol. I, p. 91.
“Such were the men thy hills who trod,
Strong in the love and fear of God,
Defying, through a long dark hour,
Alike the craft and rage of power.”
—Struthers.

Who can follow the story of these men and women
who witnessed amid trial, in those sad times of mistaken and cruel zeal for state-enforced religion, and
not recognize again the hand of watchful Providence,
stretched forth in hours of human extremity and need?
Even so in gentler times may the same dear hand lead
us on,
“O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till
The night is gone.”
“Consider the ravens . . God feedeth them: how much
more are ye better than fowls?”
—Luke 12:24
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GOD USES ALIENS TO PROTECT PAUL

“And as they went about to kill him, tidings came
unto the chief captain of the band, that all Jerusalem was in an uproar. Who immediately took soldiers and centurions, and ran down unto them.”
Acts 21:31-32
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Chapter Eight

“Pursued, yet not forsaken; smitten down, yet not
destroyed.”—2 Corinthians 4:9, R.V.

John Wesley, the agent chosen of God as leader in
the eighteenth-century revival, was a man of simple
faith and a childlike trust in God. He believed in the
ministry of good angels and in the Lord’s protecting
presence in times of peril.
In the early days of Methodism, when its message
of reform and revival was so unpopular as to arouse
the bitterest opposition of the mob, Wesley had many
experiences of deliverance by the manifest interposition of God in turning aside blows aimed at him with
murderous intent or in turning the hearts of violent
men in his favor.
JOHN WESLEY’S DELIVERANCES

In that wildest experience of his, at the hands of
the Walsall and Wednesbury mobs, he believed fully
that the Lord’s hand interposed directly again and
again, warding off deadly blows aimed at him, and
turning some of the roughest characters into friends
and protectors at critical times. He wrote:
“I never saw such a chain of providences before;
so many convincing proofs that the hand of God is on
every person and thing, overruling all as it seemeth to

114

The Hand that Intervenes

Him good.”
At Wednesbury, in England, Wesley was attacked
by a mob that gathered outside the house where he
was, shouting, “Bring out the minister!” The leader
was invited in, and after a few words became as mild
as a lamb. He went out and brought in two others who
were mad with rage; but, in two minutes, they were as
mild as he. Then Wesley addressed the mob; and they
cried out, “We will spill our blood in his defense!”
In the hands of the Walsall mob, Wesley was pulled
and dragged about for hours. Amid the tumult he
prayed aloud. The leader of the mob, hearing him,
turned and said: “Sir, I will spend my life for you. Follow me, and not one soul here shall touch a hair of
your head.”
That wild night, the history says, the greatest profligate in the country carried Wesley through a river on
his shoulders to escape the mob, the man later becoming a zealous Methodist.
Later, writing of the details that stood out most
clearly in his mind as evidences of providential care
in that experience, he said, “The circumstances that
follow, I thought were particularly remarkable:
“1. That many endeavored to throw me down while
we were going downhill, on a slippery path to the town;
as well-judging, that if I were once on the ground, I
should hardly rise anymore. But I made no stumble
at all, nor the least slip, till I was entirely out of their
hands.
“2. That although many strove to lay hold on my
collar or clothes, to pull me down, they could not fasten at all: only one got fast hold of the flap of my waistcoat, which was soon left in his hand.
“3. That a lusty man just behind, struck at me several times, with a large oaken stick; with which if he
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had struck me once on the back part of my head, it
would have saved him all further trouble. But every
time the blow was turned aside, I know not how.
“4. That another came rushing through the press,
and raising his arm to strike, on a sudden let it drop
and only stroked my head, saying, ‘What soft hair he
has!’
“5. That I stopped exactly at the mayor’s door, as if
I had known it, which the mob doubtless thought I
did, and found him standing in the shop; which gave
the first check to the madness of the people.
“6. That the very first men whose hearts were
turned were the heroes of the town, the captains of
the rabble on all occasions; one of them having been a
prize fighter at the beer-gardens.
“7. That from first to last, I heard none give me a
reviling word, or call me by any opprobrious name
whatever. But the cry of one and all was, ‘The preacher!
the preacher! the parson! the minister!’
“8. That no creature, at least within my hearing,
laid anything to my charge, either true or false, having
in the hurry quite forgot to provide themselves with
an accusation of any kind.
“And lastly, they were utterly at a loss what they
should do with me; none proposing any determinate
thing; only, ‘Away with him, kill him at once!’ ”—
Whitehead’s, Life of Wesley, p. 107.
Wesley’s rule was to “look a mob in the face,” but it
was with no trust in any prowess of his own. There
was no help but in God. On this occasion described,
the mobs took Wesley twice before magistrates, but
these only sent them away with full leave to wreak
their fury on the unresisting victim. God was the refuge of His servant; and it was to give Him the glory
that these deliverances were recorded.
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Experiences while preaching from the pedestal of
a monument at Bolton, are thus related:
“One man was bawling at Wesley’s ear, when a stone
struck him on his cheek, and he was still. Another
was forcing his way down to push the preacher off,
when a missile struck him on the forehead, and his
course was stayed. A third man got close to Wesley
and stretched out his hand, when a sharp stone hit
him smartly on the joints of his fingers, disabling him.
“With stones flying thus all about him, Wesley
preached on unscathed. In Ireland a mayor sent agents
to disturb his meetings and to create riot.
“The rabble threw whatever came to hand, but nothing hit the preacher. He walked forward quietly, looked
every man in the face, the rioters opening right and
left as he passed along. When he reached his friend’s
house, a papist stood in the door to prevent his entrance. Just then one of the mob aimed a blow at
Wesley, which knocked the papist down flat. He had
nothing to do but step in.
“One rioter, who was converted by what he saw of
Wesley’s bearing before the mob, was afterward asked
what he thought of the preacher. ‘Think of him?’ he replied, ‘that he is a man of God; and God was on his
side, when so many of us could not kill one man.’ ”
Greatest of all the deliverances, however, was that
wrought by the grace that delivered Wesley’s heart from
fear and his spirit from resentment in those turbulent
times.
THE HAND OF GOD SHOWN

Of all his experiences of deliverance from tumults,
John Wesley felt that in his escape from a mob at
Falmouth he saw the hand of God most clearly revealed.
It was in the year 1746. He had been called to visit
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the bedside of a sick man in that ancient port of the
south coast of England. He says in his journal:
“I had scarce sat down, when the house was beset
with an innumerable multitude of people. A louder or
more confused noise could hardly be at the taking of
a city by storm. The rabble roared, ‘Bring out the
canorum! Where is the canorum?’ (a Cornish nickname for a Methodist).
“They quickly forced open the outer door and filled
the passage, there being now only a wainscot partition between us. Among them were the crews of some
privateers, who, being angry at the slowness of the
rest, thrust them away; and setting their shoulders to
the inner door, they cried out, ‘Avast, lads, avast!’ Away
went all the hinges at once, and the door fell back into
the room.
“ ‘I stepped forward into the midst of them, and
said, ‘Here I am: which of you has anything to say to
me?’ I continued speaking until I came into the middle
of the street, though I could be heard by a few only;
but all that could hear were still, till one or two of
their captains turned and swore, ‘Not a man shall
touch him.’ ”
A clergyman and several people came up and remonstrated, and went with him to the house, where
he got away by sea to Penryn, sending his horse over.
“I never saw before, no, not even at Walsall, the
hand of God so clearly shown as here. There I received
some blows, was covered with dirt, and lost part of
my clothes. Here, although the hands of hundreds of
people were lifted up to strike or throw, yet they were
one and all stopped in the midway; so that not a man
touched me with his fingers. Neither was anything
thrown from first to last; so that I had not a speck of
dirt upon my clothes. Who can deny that God heareth
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prayer? or that He hath all power in heaven and
earth?” —Wesley’s Works, Vol. VII, p. 357.
THE STONE-CUTTER PREACHERíS
EXPERIENCE

The same heavenly power that wrought in the conversion of souls, in that age of rationalism and dead
formalism, was again and again manifested in protecting the human agents in the work.
There was John Nelson, the stone cutter, called to
go to and fro preaching the gospel. At Horbury a mob
had sworn to put a halter round the preacher’s neck
and drown him in the river. Hurst says:
“The parson’s son, as captain of the mob, had six
large handbells brought from the clerk’s house; and
these were rung violently, that his voice might not be
heard. A half-crazed man, six feet tall, was to put the
halter round his neck; and a butcher held the rope.
Nelson only pushed the halter from his neck, and the
man fell as if he had been knocked down with an ax;
the butcher stood trembling, and touched him not.
“A shout was raised as the constable approached
to arrest him; and the bells were silenced. Without
hesitating a moment, Nelson said, ‘I am glad you are
come, and I charge you in the king’s name to do your
office.’ He asked, ‘What is my office?’ Nelson answered
firmly, ‘It is to quell this mob and deliver me out of
their hands.’ The constable turned pale and finally
bade the mob be silent. He said to Nelson, ‘Follow me’
and went to the stable. He led out the horse and held
the stirrup, led Nelson through the crowd, and bade
him go in the name of the Lord!”—History of Methodism, Vol. I, p. 491.
THE UNSEEN PROTECTOR

When Charles Wesley, brother of John Wesley and
one of the founders of Methodism, opened a meeting
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in St. Ives market, in 1743, men stopped their ears
and rushed at him to pull him down. “But,” he said,
“they had no power to touch me.”
“Four days later he was preaching in the chapel,
when the rioters entered and smashed the windows
and benches, leaving nothing whole but the stone walls
. . ‘Several times,’ he said, ‘they lifted up their hands
and clubs to strike me, but a stronger arm restrained
them.’ ”—Idem, Vol. II, p. 506.
Amid another tumult, at Wednock, weapons were
raised to strike him down; but he says he had “an
unseen Protector.”
At Devizes, on his way to Bristol, Charles Wesley
had his longest siege with a mob, stirred up by the
religious prejudices of the “best people.” The crowd
was gathered by the ringing of bells. A hand fire engine was used for pouring water into the house where
Wesley and his companion were staying. “Many seeming accidents,” he says, “concurred to prevent their
breaking in.” The mob was a thousand strong. He continues:
“We stood in jeopardy every moment. Such threatenings, curses, and blasphemy I have never heard.
They seemed kept out by a continual miracle. I remembered the Roman senators sitting in the forum
when the Gauls broke in upon them; but thought there
was a fitter posture for Christians, and told my companion they should take us off our knees. We were
kept from all hurry and discomposure of spirit by a
divine power resting upon us. We prayed and conversed as freely as if we had been in the midst of our
brethren; and had great confidence that the Lord would
either deliver us from danger or in it . .
“They were now close to us on every side, and over
our heads, untiling the roof. A ruffian cried out, ‘Here
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they are behind the curtain.’ At this moment we fully
expected their appearance, and retired to the farthermost corner of the room; and I said, ‘This is the crisis.’ In that moment Jesus rebuked the winds and the
sea, and there was a great calm. We heard not a breath
without, and wondered what had become of them. The
silence lasted for three quarters of an hour, before
any one came near us; and we continued in mutual
exhortation and prayer, looking for deliverance. I often told my companion, ‘Now God is at work for us;
He is contriving our escape; He can turn these leopards into lambs; can command the heathen to bring
His children on their shoulders, and make our fiercest enemies the instruments of our deliverance.’ ”—
Whitehead’s Life of Wesley, p. 189.
In this lull, the “persecuting constable,” who had
been their bitter enemy, appeared and tried to get a
promise that the teachers would not preach in that
town again. They refused to make such a promise,
and assured him they would surely preach the gospel
again in that place if God permitted. But they said
they were going on now, elsewhere. This he construed
as he desired into an assurance to the people that the
preaching would cease; and he used his authority to
disperse the mob. Wesley wrote:
“We perceived that it was the Lord’s doing; and it
was marvelous in our eyes. The hearts of our adversaries were turned. Whether pity for us or fear for
themselves wrought strongest, God knoweth.”
It is to be remarked, in all these experiences that
the prayer of faith and the clinging to the arm of God
had their part in the revelation of delivering mercies.
“We prayed, with little intermission, the whole day,”
said Wesley, of this siege of peril at Devizes. It is living
faith, importunate faith, that lays hold upon the arm
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of the living God for the doing of things beyond human power.
It was out of experiences such as these that Charles
Wesley wrote that blessed hymn of trust:
“Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;
Leave, O leave me not alone!
Still support and comfort me.
All my trust on thee is stayed,
All my help from Thee I bring;
Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of Thy wing.”
AN ANGRY MOB HELD POWERLESS

As a Methodist pioneer, Dr. Adam Clarke, of Ireland, author of the Commentary, traveled all about
Ireland, England, Wales, and to the Channel Islands.
In those days, Methodism met the opposition of the
Established Church and of “society;” and the irreligious mob felt itself doing respectable service in assailing the sect everywhere spoken against.
On one of these trips, Dr. Clarke experienced so
remarkable an interposition of Providence to save his
life that he records it in his Commentary, as a note on
the deliverance of Christ from the mob at Nazareth.
Luke 4:30. Writing of himself in the third person, he
says a certain missionary was called to preach in a
place where there was much prejudice:
“About fifty people who had received impressions
from the Word of God, assembled. He began his discourse; and, after he had preached about thirty minutes, an outrageous mob surrounded the house, armed
with different instruments of death and breathing the
most sanguinary purposes. Some that were within shut
the door; and the missionary and his flock betook
themselves to prayer.
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“The mob assailed the house and began to hurl
stones against the walls, windows, and roof. And, in a
short time, almost every tile was destroyed and the
roof nearly uncovered; and, before they quitted the
premises, they scarcely left one square inch of glass
in the five windows by which the house was enlightened.
“While this was going forward, a person came with
a pistol to the window opposite to the place where the
preacher stood (who was then exhorting his flock to
be steady, to resign themselves to God, and trust in
Him), presented it at him, and snapped it; but it only
flashed in the pan.
“As the house was a wooden building, they began
with crows and spades to undermine it, and take away
its principal supports. The preacher then addressed
his little flock to this effect: ‘These outrageous people
seek not you, but me; if I continue in the house, they
will soon tear it down, and we shall all be buried in
the ruins; I will therefore, in the name of God, go out
to them, and you will be safe.’ He then went toward
the door; the poor people got around him and entreated him not to venture out, as he might expect to
be instantly massacred. He went calmly forward,
opened the door, at which a whole volley of stones and
dirt was that instant discharged; but he received no
damage.
“The people were in crowds in all the space before
the door, and filled the road for a considerable way, so
that there was no room to pass or repass.
“As soon as the preacher made his appearance, the
savages became instantly as silent and as still as night;
he walked forward; and they divided to the right and
to the left, leaving a passage of about four feet wide,
for himself and a young man who followed him, to
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walk in. He passed on through the whole crowd, not
a soul of whom either lifted a hand or spoke one
word, till he and his companion had gained the uttermost skirts of the mob.”
The narrator, who was present on the occasion,
goes on to say:
“ ‘This was one of the most affecting spectacles I
ever witnessed: an infuriated mob without any visible
cause (for the preacher spoke not one word) became
in a moment as calm as lambs. They seemed struck
with amazement bordering on stupefaction; they stared
and stood speechless. And, after they had fallen back
to right and left to leave him a free passage, they were
as motionless as statues. They assembled with the full
purpose to destroy the man who came to show them
the way of salvation; but he, passing through the midst
of them, went his way. Was not the God of missionaries in this work?’ ”
In the quietness that followed for a few minutes
after the preacher disappeared, the people inside the
church also went out and escaped. Then the mob
awoke “as from a dream,” and broke the windows and
otherwise vented their fury on the house.
The One who, passing through the midst of the
mob at Nazareth and went His way, has promised the
gospel worker, “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the
end of the world.”
WITCHCRAFT SUSPECTED

At a missionary conference in Switzerland, the late
Pastor Walter Bond, of Spain, told of the escape of two
Spanish Bible and colporteur women. They were working in country villages, in the province of Lérida, where
the peasantry were bitterly opposed to any Protestant
propaganda. Pastor Bond said:
“They came in their work to a village built at the
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summit of a high hill. They went from house to house,
offering for sale their tracts and papers. Soon they
were followed by a woman under the influence of one
of the priests, who would take her stand behind them
at every door; and, by gestures if not by words, she
would warn the villagers not to buy the tracts. This
opposition was so persistent that very few publications were sold in the place.
“The women went over the village, however, determined not to miss any opening to sow some seeds of
truth. They then started for the next town. As they
passed along the road, on the way down the hill they
both became suddenly conscious of being very thirsty.
They had not felt the thirst before that moment; but
now it was so insistent, that they stopped to look about
for a place to get a drink.
“Just at the moment, a man called to them from
his garden, down the hillside, and motioned to them
to come down. They turned from the road and made
their way down a rocky path to the peasant’s home.
There the man asked them courteously if they would
not like a drink from his well. Thankful for this kindly
hospitality, they quenched their thirst and sat for a
time resting, before going onward down another path
leading them by a shorter way into the valley.
“Later they learned that the special providence of
God was in that sudden sense of thirst and the call
from the stranger that led them from the highway.
While sitting by the peasant’s well, they were entirely
hidden from the road above, by a high wall. At the
same time a mob of ruffians, stirred up by fanaticism,
were hurrying along the road, armed with stones, expecting at every turn to overtake the Bible women.
They followed the road for some distance, searching
in vain for the distributors of the heretical tracts. No
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women were visible; and yet they had but a moment
before passed along the road. The superstitious villagers concluded that either their visitors had been
evil spirits or else the ground had opened and swallowed them.
“Hidden as they were behind the high wall, the Bible
women knew nothing of it until the next day, when
one from that neighborhood saw them in another town
and told them how the whole village was talking about
it.
“Several months afterward, one of the women visited the village again. The people had learned that these
workers had not been swallowed up that day; and now
many felt that truly their deliverance was of God and
that He had hidden them behind that wall, to save
them.”
And so it was, in truth. Things are not merely happening.
God is over all, and His angels are in the world
and by the believer’s side.
“Whoso is wise, and will observe these things, even
they shall understand the loving-kindness of the Lord.”
“In whom we have boldness and access with
confidence, by faith of Him.”

—Ephesians 3:12
“I know the thoughts that I think toward you, saith the
Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, to give you
an expected end.”
—Jeremiah 29:11
“Say ye to the righteous, that it shall be well with
him: for they shall eat the fruit of their doings.”
—Isaiah 3:10
“A just man falleth seven times, and riseth up again.”
—Proverbs 24:16
“The Lord is good unto them that wait for Him, to the
soul that seeketh Him.” —Lamentations 3:25
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FOOD PROVIDED BY THE LORD

“And He commanded the multitude to sit down on the
grass, and took the five loaves, and the two fishes, and
looking up to heaven, He blessed, and brake, and gave
the loaves to His disciples, and the disciples to the
multitude.” Matthew 14:19.
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Chapter Nine

“Casting all your care upon Him; for He careth
for you.”—1 Peter 5:7.

Many a narrative, that might fall properly enough
under this chapter head, appears in pages dealing with
special times or places. And so many are the blessed
providences of the common round of life, with its burdens to be borne and its trials to endure, that it is not
easy to group together any representative selection.
Some years ago, when one of the incidents in this
volume was printed in a religious journal, it fell into
the hands of a Christian worker, a lady who had served
in foreign mission fields, but who, at home, was passing through a time of trial and financial perplexity.
She was led to pray that the Intervening Hand might
be revealed in her own case—in comfort under trial
and in financial deliverance if to God’s glory. Of the
answer, she wrote:
“In praying, I used these words: ‘O Lord, that article says Thou art a God that is able to do things for
Thy children. Do something for me, I pray Thee, and
do it quickly.’
“I regard the letter I received last evening [a remittance that was started on its way as she prayed, and
from an unthought-of source] as an almost immediate and a very direct answer to my prayer. Never have
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I received an answer to prayer which seems more
wonderful to me than this answer does.
“God has done the very things I asked Him to do.
He did indeed help me ‘quickly.’ He also sent me
enough to supply the three most urgent needs that I
presented before Him.
“I trust I shall never forget this experience as long
as I live. It helps greatly to strengthen my faith in God’s
willingness to help us when we are in trouble. I never
doubt His power, but I have often doubted His willingness.”
FEEDING THE ORPHANS

An obscure pastor in the west of England was distressed by the general lack of faith in God. “I longed,”
he said, “to have something to point to as a visible
proof that our God and Father is the same faithful
God as ever He was, as willing as ever to prove Himself to be the living God.”
Praying for guidance in the matter, the pastor was
led to establish the work which grew into the great
Bristol orphanages. The enterprise truly was, as
George Müller desired it to be, a testimony to the living God, who hears prayer and does things on earth.
That this might be evident to all, Müller considered it fundamental in the purpose that neither he
nor his fellow workers should ask help of any man,
but only of the Lord, in prayer. His thought was:
“Now if I, a poor man, simply by prayer and faith
obtained, without asking any individual, the means
for establishing and carrying on an orphan house,
there would be something which, with the Lord’s blessing, might be instrumental in strengthening the faith
of the children of God, besides being a testimony to
the consciences of the unconverted of the reality of
the things of God.”
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The work began in 1835. As it grew from year to
year, George Müller’s journal traced the record of daily
dependence on God. Again and again, with no supplies for the next meal, the need was urged before God
in prayer and the help came. The entry in his journal,
for Dec. 1, 1842, reports ninety-six orphans in the
homes, and a shortage of supplies and money. “We
were unable to take in the usual quantity of bread,”
says the record.
“It may be asked,” wrote Müller here, “Why do you
not take the bread on credit?” And then he tells why
he considered it essential that there should be no borrowing in that particular enterprise, no taking of goods
on credit. He says:
“The chief and primary object of the work was not
the temporal welfare of the children, nor even their
spiritual welfare, blessed and glorious as it is, and
much as, through grace, we seek after it and pray for
it. But the first and primary object of the work was to
show before the whole world and the whole church of
Christ that even in these last evil days the living God
is ready to prove Himself as the living God by being
ever willing to help, succor, comfort, and answer the
prayers of those who trust in Him.
“From the beginning, when God put this service
into my heart, I had anticipated trials and straits; but
knowing, as I did, the heart of God, through the experience of several years previously, I also knew that He
would listen to the prayers of His child who trusts in
Him, and that He would not leave him in the hour of
need, but listen to his prayers and deliver him out of
the difficulty. And that then, this being made known
in print for the benefit of both believers and unbelievers, others would be led to trust in the Lord.
“We discern, therefore, more and more clearly that
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it is for the church’s benefit that we are put into these
straits. And if therefore in the hour of need we were to
take goods on credit, the first and primary object of
the work would be completely frustrated, and no heart
would be further strengthened to trust in God; nor
would there be any longer that manifestation of the
special and particular providence of God which has
hitherto been so abundantly shown through this work,
even in the eyes of unbelievers, whereby they have been
led to see that there is, after all, reality in the things of
God.”—The Life of Trust, p. 237.
Müller never laid down his own method as the rule
for others. He felt only that, with the special call that
he had to let the work bear witness to God’s daily oversight and faithful providence, he must never assume
the burden himself, but must wait on God, going only
so far as the Lord made a way. And day by day the
Lord vindicated his faith in a wonderful manner.
At last the time came for enlargement; and a building fund for new orphanages, on their own ground,
began to come in. Of his experience in securing the
land where the great institution was finally placed, on
Ashleydown, near Bristol, Mr. Müller says in his journal for the year 1846:
“February 4. This evening I called on the owner of
the land on Ashleydown, about which I had heard on
the second, but he was not at home. As I, however,
had been informed that I should find him at his house
of business, I went there, but did not find him there
either, as he had just before left. I might have called
again at his residence at a later hour, having been informed by one of his servants that he would be sure to
be at home about eight o’clock; but I did not do so,
judging that there was the hand of God in my not finding him at either place; and I judged it best, therefore,
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not to force the matter, but to ‘let patience have her
perfect work.’
“February 5. Saw this morning the owner of the
land. He told me that he awoke at three o’clock this
morning and could not sleep again till five. While he
was thus lying awake, his mind was all the time occupied about the piece of land respecting which inquiry
had been made of him for the building of an orphan
house, at my request; and he determined with himself that, if I should apply for it, he would not only let
me have it, but for one hundred and twenty pounds
per acre instead of two hundred pounds, the price
which he had previously asked for it. How good is the
Lord! . . Observe the hand of God in my not finding
the owner at home last evening. The Lord meant to
speak to His servant first about this matter during a
sleepless night, and to lead him fully to decide before
I had seen him.”—Idem, p. 300.
As the orphanages filled up, till more than two thousand children were being cared for at a time, still it
was a work of daily waiting on the Lord for supplies.
Day after day closed with no balance in hand, but with
each day’s absolute necessities met. While the Lord
supplied their needs so wondrously, Müller was an
economist, saving the littles conscientiously. He felt
that only so could he expect God to hear and answer.
Mr. Müller was drawn to pray also for help for foreign missionaries in that time of missionary expansion in far lands; and many gifts were sent him for
this work and for Bible distribution. He says of the
help sent to missionaries:
“It has frequently, yea, almost always, so happened
that the assistance which God has allowed me to send
to such brethren has come to them at a time of great
need. Sometimes they have no money at all left. Some-
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times even their last provisions were almost consumed when I have sent them supplies.”
In a summary of this man’s life by the late Dr. A.T.
Pierson, it appears that Müller, a poor man, had in
sixty years been enabled —
“1. To build five of the largest orphanages in the
world, in which over ten thousand children had been
cared for.
“2. To give to school work over half a million dollars.
“3. To circulate nearly two million Bibles and portions, and three million books and tracts.
“4. To give over a million and a quarter dollars in
aid of missionary work in various lands.
“5. Altogether, in the sixty years, this man, without
personal resources, who had less than three hundred
dollars in money when he died, had put into his hands
to distribute about seven million five hundred thousand dollars.”
Truly the Lord helped George Müller to leave the
witness, according to his desire, that God is the living
God.
RELIEF SENT BY A WATCHFUL PROVIDENCE

At a meeting in Switzerland, some of the workers
were speaking of special providences by which a loving Father had shown His watchful care for His children. The subject led Dr. P.A. de Forest, superintendent of the Lake Geneva Sanitarium, at Gland, to tell
of an experience in which the intervening providence
of God brought help to him in his student days. Asked
to set the account down in writing, he consents, saying that he relates the experience “to the glory of God,
and to encourage young missionaries.” His account
follows:
“In 1893 I was a medical student in Cincinnati,
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Ohio. I started in with no other financial resources
than what one can earn at nursing; but as I had promised the Lord that if He would help me to get through,
I would dedicate my life to His service as a medical
missionary, I had a right to expect that He would at
least give me work. In this I was not disappointed.
“Once, however, my faith was put severely to the
test. I had a wife and two small children; and, in spite
of my best endeavors, I could not make quite enough
to support them and pay all my bills at the university.
A time came when our clothing began to give out; and
we were brought keenly to realize our situation when
my companion was obliged to stay at home from
church on a Sabbath, having no shoes fit to wear in
public.
“We naturally felt sad at this state of our finances;
but had we not had proof after proof of God’s tender,
guiding hand in our affairs? With a prayer to Him who
hears in secret, we lay down and slept the Friday night
following these events, feeling assured that in some
way the Lord would provide.
“That night I dreamed that some one came to me
and said, ‘If you go to the house of Sister —, in Winton
Place, you will find the help you need.’ After relating
this extraordinary experience to my wife, I decided to
go the next Sunday, and visit this sister in obedience
to the dream. Yet I could not quite believe that the
dream was different from other dreams. My faith,
however, was amply rewarded.
“I arrived at the sister’s home, and found her enjoying a visit from her brother. I related my purpose
in life, and told them how well I was getting along, and
how I had been working at my studies and at my profession, but purposely avoided any intimation of my
needs; so that I might know of a certainty if the Lord
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had sent the dream.
“The gentleman mentioned left the room before I
did, but without bidding me good-by. I rose also and
left the house to return home, saying to myself that,
after all, my dream was like all others. I was outside
the gate when the servant came running after me, asking me to come back and saying that the brother of
Sister—wished to see me.
“I went back, wondering what would happen. The
gentleman led me into a room and showed me a heap
of clothing that he had selected for me,—just what I
needed to replenish my depleted wardrobe. I stammered out my thanks, but still I kept thinking of those
needed shoes. After satisfying himself that the clothing would fit well, my helper took out his purse, and
laid a five-dollar bill on the pile, saying: ‘I was impressed to help you because you said you wanted to
be a missionary; and it has been my practice for several years to help young men of that stamp.’ And he
added, as he gave me the money, ‘This will not come
amiss.’
“The reader can judge of my feelings. I hurried
home with my heart filled with praise to God, and
especially thankful that He had not withheld His mercies at my lack of faith, and wondering at the good
measure that He gave. Then and there I took courage,
and in a day or two had a new case to nurse, and so
finished my course. To God be all the praise!”
HOW THE LORD REPAID

The familiar scripture about the bread cast upon
the water, and returning later to the giver, is illustrated
by the following:
“A poor man with an empty purse came one day to
Michael Feneberg, the godly pastor of Seeg, in Bavaria,
and begged three crowns, that he might finish his jour-
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ney. It was all the money Feneberg had; but, as he
besought him so earnestly in the name of Jesus, in
the name of Jesus he gave it.
“Immediately after, Feneberg found himself in great
outward need. And seeing no way of relief, he prayed,
saying, ‘Lord, I lent Thee three crowns; Thou hast not
yet returned them, and Thou knowest how I need them.
Lord, I pray Thee give them back.’
“The same day a messenger brought a money letter, which Gossmer, his assistant, reached over to
Feneberg, saying, ‘Here, father, is what you expended.’
“The letter contained 200 thalers (about $150),
which the poor traveler had begged from a rich man
for the vicar; and the childlike old man, in joyful
amazement, cried out, ‘Ah, dear Lord, one dare ask
nothing of Thee, for straightway Thou makest one feel
so much ashamed!”
TWO SPECIAL PROVIDENCES
IN A STUDENTíS LIFE
1 - GETTING THE HEBREW GRAMMAR

Dr. Adam Clarke was the writer and scholar of
the Methodist revival, as well as a godly and active
evangelist. He felt that the Lord called him to the
Scripture research work for which his name stands.
At two points in his early struggles he believed that
the hand of God’s providence intervened to guide and
help in a special way.
At the age of eighteen he had come from Ireland, at
the suggestion of John Wesley, to attend the Kingswood
school, near Bristol, established for the sons of Methodist ministers. The school was so poorly managed
that it became a reproach to the cause. Young Clarke
spent a month and two days there, which he said was
thirty-one days too long. He arrived with three halfpence in his pocket, his only other possessions being
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a Bible, Young’s Night Thoughts in the Life of Christ,
Prideaux’s Connected History of the Jews, and Buck’s
Greek Testament. He was begrudged a candle for
evening study and fire for warmth. Out of school hours
he engaged in work in the garden, glad for the warming exercise and for release from the atmosphere of
the home. Here came an experience that was a shaping factor in his life. He says:
“Observing one day a small plot which had been
awkwardly turned over by one of the boys, I took the
spade and began again to dress it. In breaking up one
of the clods I knocked a half guinea [$2.55] out of it. I
took it up, and immediately said to myself, This is not
mine. It belongs not to any of my family; for they have
never been here. I will take the first opportunity to
give it to Mr. Simpson.
“Shortly after, I perceived him walking in the garden. I went to him, told him the circumstances, and
presented the half guinea to him. He took it, looked at
it, and said:
“ ‘It may be mine, as several hundred pounds pass
through my hands in the course of the year, for the
expenses of this school; but I do not recollect that I
ever lost any money since I came here. Probably one
of the gentlemen has; keep it, and in the meantime I
will inquire.’
“I said, ‘Sir, it is not mine, take you the money; if
you meet the right owner, well; if not, throw it in the
funds of the school.’
“He answered, ‘You must keep it till I make the
inquiry.’ I took it again with reluctance.
“The next day he told me that Mr. Bayley [a teacher]
had lost a half guinea, and I might give it to him the
first time I saw him.
“I did so; and three days afterward Mr. Bayley came
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to me and said:
“ ‘Mr. Clarke, it is true that I lost a half guinea, but
I am not sure that this is the half guinea I lost. Unless
I were, I could not conscientiously keep it; therefore
you must take it again.’
“I said, ‘It is not mine, probably it is yours; therefore I cannot take it.’
“He answered, ‘I will not keep it; I have been uneasy in my mind ever since it came into my possession;’ and in saying this, he forced the gold into my
hand.
“Mr. Simpson was present. I then presented it to
him, saying, ‘Here, Mr. Simpson, take you it, and apply it to the use of the school.’
“He turned away hastily, as from something ominous, and said, ‘I declare I will have nothing to do
with it.’ So it was obliged to remain with its finder,
and formed a grand addition to a purse that already
possessed only three halfpence.
“Was this providential? 1. I was poor, not worth
two-pence in the world, and needed some important
articles. 2. I was out of reach of all supplies, and could
be helped only by heaven. 3. How is it that the lad who
had dug the ground did not find the money? It was in
a clod less than the size of a man’s fist. 4. How came it
that Mr. Bayley, who knew he had lost a half guinea
somewhere about the premises, could not appropriate this, but was miserable in his mind for two or three
days and nights, and could have no rest until he returned it to me? 5. How came it that Mr. Simpson was
so horrified with the poor half guinea that he dared
not even throw it into the charity fund? 6. Did the
providence of God send this to me, knowing that I
stood in need of such a supply?
“The story is before the reader; he may draw what
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inference he pleases. One thing, however, I may add:
Besides two or three necessary articles which I purchased, I gave Mr. Bayley six shillings as my subscription for his Hebrew grammar, by which work I acquired
a satisfactory knowledge of that language, which ultimately led me to read over the Hebrew Bible and make
those short notes which formed the basis of the Commentaries since published. Had I not got that grammar, I probably should never have turned my mind to
Hebrew learning; and, most certainly, I would had
never written a commentary on divine revelation. ‘Behold, how great a matter a little fire kindleth!’ My
pocket was not entirely empty of this half guinea till
other supplies, in the ordinary course of God’s providence, came in. O God! The silver and the gold are
Thine, so are the cattle upon a thousand hills.”—Life
of Adam Clarke, p. 91.
2 - GETTING THE POLYGLOT BIBLE

John Wesley visited Kingswood; and young Clarke
was sent out on one of the circuits. Clarke grew into
strength as a preacher. He was sent as a pioneer into
the Channel Islands, off the coast of France. Here came
another providential supply of means needed in pursuit of his special work.
On the island of Guernsey he had access to a public library, where he found a Polyglot Bible. He worked
energetically in gathering material—collating the Hebrew, Samaritan, Chaldee, Syrian, Septuagint, and
other texts. We are told:
“A circumstance here deserves to be noticed, which
to him appeared a particular interference of divine
Providence; of it the reader will form his own estimate.
“Knowing that he could not always enjoy the benefit of the Polyglot in the public library, he began ear-
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nestly to wish to have a copy of his own; but three
pounds per quarter, and his food, which was the whole
of his income as a preacher, could ill supply any sum
for the purchase of books. Believing that it was the
will of God that he should cultivate his mind in Biblical knowledge, both on his own account and on that
of the people to whom he ministered, he believed that
to him the original texts were necessary for this purpose. And finding that he could not hope to possess
money sufficient to make such a purchase, he thought
that in the course of God’s providence He would furnish him with this precious gift. He acquired a strong
confidence, that by some means or other, he should
get a Polyglot.
“One morning a preacher’s wife who lodged in the
same family said, ‘Mr. Clarke, I had a strange dream
last night.’
“ ‘What was it, Mrs. D—?’ said he.
“ ‘Why, I dreamed that some person, I know not
who, had made you a present of a Polyglot Bible.’
“He answered, that I shall get a Polyglot soon, I
have no doubt, but how or by whom I know not.
“In the course of a day or two he received a letter
containing a bank note for £10 from a person whom
he never expected anything of the kind. He immediately exclaimed, ‘Here is the Polyglot!’ He laid by the
cash, wrote to a friend in London, who procured him
a tolerably good copy of Walton’s Polyglot, the price
exactly £10.
“The reader will not have forgotten the most remarkable circumstance of his obtaining the money by
which he purchased a Hebrew grammar. These two
providential circumstances were the only foundation
of all the knowledge he afterward acquired, either in
Oriental learning or Biblical literature. In obtaining
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both the works, he saw the hand of God; and this
became a powerful inducement to him to give all diligence to acquire and fidelity to use that knowledge
which came to him through means utterly out of his
own reach, and so distinctly marked to his apprehension by the special providence of God.”—Life of Adam
Clarke, p. 142.
Again and again this eminent and devoted man bore
his testimony of childlike faith in a living God, directing and guiding His children on earth, and supplying
all their needs from His abundant fullness.
TURNING AN ENEMY’S HEART

The following account of an experience in old-time
New England was reported in a paper, called the Reflector:
An upright man, Deacon Peters, was financially ruined by indorsing the note of a man whom he trusted.
With a wife sick unto death, and children, he was
forced to seek other employment in midwinter. One
morning, when his resources were gone and no work
had been found, his little girl reported that the wood
and the candles were gone; “and how shall we take
care of dear mother tonight?” she asked her father.
“He fled to his closet; and there, in an agony of
prayer, he besought the Lord for help. Forgetting all
other wants, he pled and pled again for the two articles now specially needed, specifying them with reiterated earnestness. He arose from his knees in full
assurance of faith and with heavenly tranquillity, and
went forth expecting deliverance, looking for it, however, in but one way: through his own earnings.
“But after a fruitless day of seeking employment,
gloomily he returned home. He entered his gate, and
was startled to see before him a generous pile of wood.
Little Johnny opened the door, clapping his hands,
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exclaiming, ‘O Father, we’ve got some wood and some
candles!’
“ ‘Where did you get them? Are you sure they were
not left here by mistake?’
“ ‘O no, Father,’ interrupted Hatty, ‘they were not
left by mistake. A man knocked at the door with his
whip; and, when I opened it, he asked if you lived
here. I told him you did. Then he said, ‘Here are some
candles and a load of wood for him.’ I asked him if
you sent him, and he said, ‘I rather guess your father
doesn’t know anything about it.’ ‘Who did send them,
then?’ said I. ‘Oh,’ said he, ‘I mustn’t tell. But you may
say to your father, they are a present.’
“But to what instrumentality they were indebted
for the relief was a mystery. And what particularly interested Deacon Peters was the character of the anonymous presents—that the very things so much needed,
and no others, should be sent; and he was sure he
had mentioned his want of them to no human ear.
“He questioned the children anew. They described
the man who knocked at the door, the horse and truck
he drove. A new thought struck him. ‘Why,’ said he,
‘that team belongs to my old enemy, Graff. Can it be
possible that he is the donor? If so, surely the finger
of God has touched his heart.’ Deacon Peters was, however, so convinced that he was their benefactor, that
he resolved on an immediate call on that gentleman.”
This Mr. Graff, it seems, was a distiller. Once the
two had been friends; but Deacon Peters had been so
active in the temperance cause that he had earned the
enmity of the distiller. Try as the deacon might to conciliate the man and to show that he had no personal
hostility to him, the distiller had rudely refused to
notice the deacon’s salutations. This was the man the
deacon now called upon. The account continues:
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“Deacon Peters entered the distillery of his old
friend. For the first time in years its proprietor looked
up with a nod of recognition. It was evident something
unusual had softened his heart. ‘I have called,’ said
the deacon, ‘to ask if you can tell me who sent some
wood and candles to my house today?’
“ ‘Yes, sir, I sent them.’
“ ‘You are very kind; but pray tell me how you came
to do so.’
“ ‘But first let me inquire if you really needed them?’
“ ‘O, I cannot express to you how much!’
“ ‘Well, then, I suppose I must explain,’ said Mr.
Graff. ‘It is all very singular and sometimes seems very
foolish.’
“ ‘This morning, about ten o’clock, as I was busy at
my work, suddenly a voice seemed to say to me, “Send
some wood to Deacon Peters; he is in want.” I was
astonished. I tried to banish the thought, and went to
work more earnestly. I could not believe you needed
it. And I could not send it to you of all others. But the
voice—it seemed within me—said again with painful
distinctness, “Send some wood to Deacon Peters; he
is in want!” I scouted the idea as weak and silly, a
mere phantasy of the brain. But it was of no use; I had
to succumb. The more I ridiculed and fought it, the
more vivid and irresistible was the impression, until
to purchase peace, and in some awe, I bade John load
his team with wood and leave it at your door.
“ ‘For a moment I was at rest; but only for a moment. The imperative whisper came, “Send some
candles!” Said I to myself, This is too absurd. I will
not gratify this whim; but again I was so beset with
the mandate, and so distressed and baffled in repelling it, that as a cheap way to get out of torment, I
handed John a package of candles also.
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“ ‘This has been in my mind ever since. Sometimes I have thought it almost a freak of insanity;
and then, again, such was the strange character of
the impression, so unexpected, so solemn and powerful, and such the singular peace following compliance with its dictates, that I almost believe it to be
supernatural.’
“ ‘It is, indeed, the doings of Him who is wonderful
in working,’ replied Deacon Peters. ‘It was about ten
o’clock, I well-remember, that I pled with God for the
very articles you sent me, in an agony of wrestling I
never knew before. It was then, too, that my soul was
filled with the conviction that my prayer was heard,
and relief would come.’ ”
TIMELY INTERVENTION

Many years ago, having but recently landed in the
city of Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, Missionary W.H. Thurston found himself and his family with no money and
no food. By some failure, an expected remittance had
not reached him. He was an utter stranger in the great
city.
Being invited to address the sailors at a harbor
mission hall, he discharged the task, speaking of God’s
love for man, but giving not a hint of his need at home.
Following the address, a gentleman stepped up and
asked Mr. Thurston to go with him to his room. Mr.
Thurston told the sequel at a missionary conference:
“I followed him to his room, and he said, ‘Here is a
little money. I want you to take it and use it until I call
for it,’ and he handed me a little sack of money, about
seven or eight dollars.
“ ‘Well,’ I said, ‘I did not ask you for money.’
“ ‘I know it,’ he replied; ‘but every day I am gathering this in, and it is in my way. I want you to take this
and use it; you may need it.’
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“Then I told him we were out of money, and had
nothing to eat, and it was just what we did need. We
had a very enjoyable season there and my wife and I
went home and thanked the Lord.
“From time to time, as I met this man on the street,
he would hand me from five to twenty dollars, saying,
‘Here, take this: I have no use for it; I do not need it.
Take it and use it; you may need it. Keep it until I call
for it.’
“It ran up to about one hundred or one hundred
fifty dollars; and when I sent the money to this man,
he said,’ I never did such a thing before in my life as to
hand money out and not have a scratch of the pen to
show for it; but,’ he said, ‘I know how it came; God told
me to give you that money because you needed it.’ ”
“I WILL REBUKE THE DEVOURER”

A simple story of trust and deliverance amid a
scourge of grasshoppers was told by an old resident
of Minnesota, Mrs. Lois A. Calkins, in 1896:
“One early autumn, clouds of the insects had swept
down upon the district about Chain Lakes, Martin
County, and deposited their eggs. A bounty was offered, and many bushels of the insects were destroyed;
but the battle seemed useless, and the prospects for
the next year were very dark. The account continues:
“My father was an old man in very feeble health;
Mother was not strong, and I had two little brothers.
My health was also very poor, and our income was
small. Still, we were not discouraged; we studied the
Bible, and believed that the promises of God are the
same to us in these last days as they were to His people
in olden times. And we laid the matter before Him. We
told Him how we were situated, and asked Him to
bless us in planting a garden, and to protect it from
the grasshoppers; and we believed He would do it . .
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“In the spring, when the grasshoppers hatched out,
they covered a large portion of our small garden spot.
To all outward appearances it would be useless to
plant a garden there. However, we had the ground
prepared, and planted our garden, trusting in the
Lord to protect it from the grasshoppers.
“When the seeds came up, there were no grasshoppers in our garden and the vegetables grew rapidly. When the grasshoppers were full grown, in the
time of day when they hopped and flew, it sounded
like the fast falling of hail all around and over the garden; and in the time of day when they were quiet, they
were in great heaps around the garden.
“When I went into the garden, and saw everything
growing so thriftily, exceeding everything I had ever
seen or heard of, and the grasshoppers so very thick
around it, and knew that everything else was destroyed
for many miles around by them, it seemed
almost like holy ground. I could not but think what a
kind heavenly Father we have, and how unworthy we
are of His favors.
“The small garden yielded beyond all expectations;
fifty bushels of beets from a small patch, eighty-three
very large squashes from three vines. It seemed to us
that the ground had surely brought forth its increase.
People came for miles to buy of us; and though our
garden was but small, we were able to sell considerable produce, gave some to neighbors, and had our
cellar well-filled. When people came to buy of us, they
wondered at the abundant yield, in the midst of the
grasshoppers. Even those who were not Christians,
when they saw our garden, would exclaim, ‘How you
are blessed!’ ”
In conclusion, the narrator said:
“We had just begun to pay tithes [devoting one tenth
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of the income to God’s cause], having but recently
heard of the tithing system, and had not noticed what
the Lord says: ‘Bring ye all the tithes into the storehouse, that there may be meat in Mine house, and
prove Me now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I
will not open you the windows of heaven, and pour
you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough
to receive it. And I will rebuke the devourer for your
sakes, and He shall not destroy the fruits of your
ground.’ In this, the Lord fulfilled His promise.”
FOOD IN THE WILDERNESS

Speaking of the days of 1662-1664, when over two
thousand ministers in England forsook the state
church rather than conform to the standard that they
believed unscriptural, Richard Baxter, the famous
nonconformist author, said, “There were abundance
of strange providences in those times.” No one can
accuse staid, serious Richard Baxter with being inclined to take up a story unworthy of credence. Speaking of the providences in the trying days for the nonconformists, he says:
“This putteth me in mind of that worthy servant of
Christ, Dr. Teat, who being put to flight suddenly with
his wife and children from the fury of the Irish rebels,
in the night without protection, wandered in the snow
out of all ways upon the mountains till Mrs. Teat, having no milk for the child in her arms, and he being
ready to die with hunger, she went to the brow of a
rock to lay him down, and leave him, that she might
not see him die; and there in the snow, out of all ways,
where no footsteps appeared, she found a nursingbottle full of new, sweet milk, which preserved the
child’s life.”—Reliquice Baxteriance, part 1, book 1
(London, 1696).
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CONVERSION OF THE JAILER AT PHILIPPI

“And at midnight Paul and Silas prayed, and sang
praises unto God . . And suddenly there was a
great earthquake, so that the foundations of the
prison were shaken: and immediately all the doors
were opened, and every one’s bands were loosed.”
Acts 16:25-26
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PETER DELIVERED FROM PRISON

“And when Peter was come to himself, he said, Now I
know of a surety, that the Lord hath sent His angel,
and hath delivered me out of the hand of Herod, and
from all the expectation of the people of the Jews.”
Acts 12:11
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“He was there in prison. But the Lord was with
Joseph.”—Genesis 39:20-21.

This first record of imprisonment, for loyalty to
the commandments of God, makes it clear that Providence does not halt at prison gates. The angels, who
wrought for patriarch and prophet and apostle, did
not cease their ministry with Bible times. Many a child
of God, in bonds for conscience’ sake, might have said,
in the words of the character in one of Whittier’s poems of old colonial intolerance:
“I thought of Paul and Silas, within Philippi’s cell,
And how from Peter’s sleeping limbs the prison shackles
fell,
Till I seemed to hear the trailing of an angel’s robe of
white,
“And to feel a blessed presence invisible to sight.”
SOME MORAVIAN DELIVERANCES

It was a godly band of believers who were guided
by God’s providence out of the house of bondage in
Moravia to the estates of Count Zinzendorf, in Saxony,
there to form the vanguard of the modern missionary
army. It was on these estates that they founded their
town of Herrnhut. In the escape from Moravia, some
of them bore witness to deliverances that they could
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ascribe only to the direct intervention of the angels
of the Lord.
David Nitschmann was one of their leaders. In his
own story of his life he speaks of “the miraculous escape” which the Lord vouchsafed to him in Moravia.
He and a number of the Brethren were arrested and
put in irons in the prison. Nitschmann tells how he
and another were specially impressed one night that
they should escape, and how the way was opened:
“One Thursday evening I told my brethren that I
had thoughts of leaving them that night. ‘And I too,’
instantly added David Schneider; ‘I mean to go with
you.’ We had to wait till eleven. Not knowing how I
should be able to get rid of my irons, I laid hands
upon the padlock which fastened them, to try to open
it with a knife; and behold it was opened!
“I began to weep for joy; and I said to Schneider,
‘Now I see it is the will of God that we should go.’
“We removed the irons from our feet, we took leave
of the other brethren in profound silence, and crossed
the court to see if we could find a ladder. I went as far
as the principal passage, which was secured by two
doors; and 1 found the first opened, and the second
also. This was a second sign to us that we were to go.
Being once out of the castle, we hung our irons on the
wall, and we crossed the garden to reach my dwelling,
where we waited awhile, that I might tell my wife how
she should proceed when I sent some one to fetch
her.”—Suppressed Evidense, by Thomas Boys.
They got away, and ultimately reached Herrnhut
in safety. The authorities ordered their wives to send
some one after them, as they fled, to bring them back.
Compelled to act, a friend, David Hinkel, was sent after them. After some days, he returned, unable to overtake the two brethren. Bost tells the sequel in his His-
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tory of the Bohemian and Moravian Brethren:
“The judge ordered him [Hinkel] to be immediately
committed to prison, and told him he should be
hanged for aiding the escape of his brethren. ‘That,’
he said coolly, ‘is as God wills it; if He does not purpose it, it will not be.’
“They thrust him into a cold, dark hole, where he
remained three days without anything to eat or drink.
“He was then brought before the judge, half dead
with cold, to tell what he knew of the two men who
had escaped. As he persisted in declaring that he knew
nothing of them, they put him in a warmer place, where
they gave him a piece of coarse bread and some dirty
water, charging the jailer to watch him carefully. [This
charge, it is suggested, reminded Hinkel of the charge
to the Philippian jailer, before Paul’s deliverance. Acts
16:23.] . .
“This appeared to him, he tells us, like an intimation from God to make his escape. He opened the door
softly, saw the sentinels placed in such a way that he
could pass them without being perceived, by the back
gate into the garden, and thence into the village. He
walked out in broad day, took leave of some of his
brethren, set off in haste for Saxony, and arrived safely
at Herrnhut.”
No wonder these loyal believers, in the hands of
bitter enemies of the truth of God, rejoiced in the ministry of the angels of God (the same who opened prison
doors in olden time and struck chains from the hands
of the Lord’s servants). Bost tells of yet another similar deliverance:
“Andrew Beyer was shut up in prison at Kunewalde
for more than a year, and tortured, because he would
not give up his faith or his connection with the Brethren; but his persecutors could not prevail. They there-

152

The Hand that Intervenes

fore commanded him to be loaded with irons, and
cast into a dark and damp dungeon.
“The day on which his sentence was to have been
executed, David Fritsch, who was in the same prison,
happened to push against the door, and the great chain,
which was stretched across the outside, gave way. They
opened the door; and, seeing no sentinels, they went
home, took their wives and children (one of them only
six months old), and fled. After many perils and privations, they also arrived safely at Herrnhut.”
The covering, protecting hand of the Lord was a
very real thing to the faith of these men of God. In
dependence upon Him, and seeking His guidance in
everything, the exiles built up the settlement at
Herrnhut, where they had found refuge, making it a
veritable missionary training center. The pious and
practical Count Zinzendorf welcomed them as men
after his own heart; and, by laboring together in the
Lord, there was developed the wonderful Moravian
missionary movement which planted the standard of
the gospel in many dark lands over the seas.
A TOKEN OF DELIVERANCE

Two men, in Queen Mary’s day, were lying in the
Salisbury prison condemned to the stake for heresy.
The chancellor of Salisbury had urged immediate execution of the sentence; but the sheriffs had delayed
matters, disapproving of the cruelty of the clergy. The
chancellor, however, had brought matters to the point
where little further delay seemed possible, when suddenly he died. Foxe gives an incident associated with
this persecutor’s death:
“Concerning whose death this cometh by the way
to be noted, that these two aforesaid, John Hunt and
Richard White, being the same time in a low and dark
dungeon, being Saturday, toward evening, according
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to their accustomed manner fell to evening prayer;
who, kneeling there together, as they should begin their
prayer, suddenly fell both to such a strange weeping
and tenderness of heart (but how, they could not tell),
that they could not pray one word, but so continued a
great space, bursting out in tears. After that night was
past, and the morning come, the first word they heard
was that the chancellor, their great enemy, was dead;
the time of whose death they found to be the same
hour when as they fell in such a sudden weeping.”
Their bitterest enemy being dead, they continued
a little longer in prison, and were released by the death
of Queen Mary and the accession of Elizabeth.
THE OPENED PRISON DOOR

Two young Baptist women were arrested in Leeuwarden, Holland, in 1549. One, Elizabeth, was tortured by thumbscrews and drowned in a sack. The
other, Hadewyck, was waiting in prison for trial, and
perhaps torture and death. T.J. Van Braght, a Dutch
author, in his Martyrology of the Churches of Christ
Commonly Called Baptists, says:
“As she was praying, a voice came to her and called,
‘Hadewyck! Looking up and around, she perceived no
one, and proceeded with her ardent prayer. She heard
the voice a second time, and still seeing no one, persevered in her supplications, until the same voice a
third time said to her, ‘Hadewyck, I tell you to depart!’
Seeing the door open, she put on her cloak, and went
out of the prison.
“She knew not then where she would hide herself
and went, for the present, into the church, where she
heard it said by those who were walking there, that
the gates of the city were shut in consequence of a
female Baptist having escaped from prison without
its being known by what means; and, as many suspi-
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cions were excited that it might be by means of witchcraft, great exertions were used everywhere to discover
her.
“Leaving the church, she immediately heard the
drummer giving notice in the street that whoever
should give information of her should receive a reward of a hundred guilders; but that whoever should
conceal her should incur a fine of one hundred fifty
guilders, which accordingly increased her alarm.”
At last she found refuge in the garret of a priest’s
house, through a weak-witted servant whom she had
known, and by whom she sent a message to her
brother-in-law, who came by boat to the steps at the
rear of the house, on the canal, and took her away.
She was spared to work for God many years, and died
a natural death at Emden.
OUT OF HUNGARIAN PRISONS

Matthew Devay, of Hungary, was a close friend of
Luther. Many villages about the region of Caspar
Dragfij accepted the reformed faith through his preaching. The history says:
“Devay was accused before King John of being the
cause of this commotion, and was thrown into prison
in Ofen. It happened that in the same prison was a
blacksmith, who, in the shoeing, had lamed the king’s
favorite horse; and the passionate John had sworn
that he should die for it. The blacksmith heard Devay
converse as never man spoke; the words were to him
as the words of Paul to the jailer at Philippi. And the
consequence was that when the blacksmith was shortly
after to be set free, he declared he would share Devay’s
fate as a martyr; for he also partook of the same faith.
The king, moved by this declaration, pardoned both
and set them free.”—History of the Protestant Church
in Hungary, by J. Craig.
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Two hundred years later, in 1746, Romanists were
still persecuting Protestants in Hungary. Matthew
Bohil, a pastor, was in his home at Esperjes, when
officers came in to arrest him. Moved by sudden impulse, he stepped into another room, and secreted on
his person a short clothesline. He was accused, not of
heresy, but of treason, in order to secure the death
sentence. He was entirely innocent; but his accusers
made all manner of false charges, and his fate was
sealed.
Two guards were placed over him, to watch day
and night. He committed himself to God in prayer,
and determined to attempt escape; whereupon a deep
peace and joy filled his heart, as if in approving answer to his decision. Friends called that night, bringing an unusual supply of provisions, which he felt was
in further confirmation of his purpose. The record
says:
“In the presence of his guard he revealed to these
friends in Latin his whole plan of escape. They took
leave in tears, and Bohil laid himself quietly down to
sleep. Two guards stood by him in the same room,
and it was their duty to relieve each other alternately;
but this night they seemed both inclined to sleep. Bohil
prayed that their sleep might be as that of Saul and
Abner, when David passed unobserved through their
camp.
“It was midnight. Both guards were quite overcome
with sleep. Bohil took his clothes and the line which
he had brought with him from home; and, on reaching the door, he found the key still there. With little
trouble he passed to the yard. The dogs, which were
usually so fierce, were still tonight. Passing the monastery of the Minorites, he turned to the city wall.
Making the cord fast, he pressed through a small ap-
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erture in the wall, and let himself down with so little
caution that the flesh was torn from his hands by the
small rope. The cord was too short; and being obliged
to drop a considerable depth without its help, he received some wounds on the head. But he might now
consider himself free. He praised God in the words of
the one hundred twenty-fourth psalm:
“Even as a bird
Out of the fowler’s snare
Escapes away,
So is our soul set free;
Broke are their nets,
And thus escaped we.
Therefore our help
Is in the Lord’s great name,
Who heaven and earth
By His great power did frame.”

“The second wall was easily passed. He wandered
in the neighborhood for some days undiscovered.
Though it was winter, he slept in the woods; often must
he wade through the melted snow; yet at last he got
safely away and reached Holland.”—Idem.
Later, his brave wife, though watched and threatened by the Jesuits, successfully made her way across
the frontier with the children, and joined her husband.
JOHN BUNYAN AND HIS JAILER

With Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress still the most
popular book, next to the Bible, it is hard to realize
that its author spent those years in Bedford jail, just
because, as a Baptist, he loved his Master. This was
counted as disloyalty by the ecclesiastical powers who
were able to use the civil law to punish dissent from
their teachings.
Bunyan’s jailer, during one period at least, allowed
his prisoner to visit his friends occasionally. The fol-
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lowing incident is reported in the story of those times:
“It being known to some of his persecutors in London that he was often out of prison, they sent an officer to discover the facts. He was to get to Bedford jail
in the middle of the night.
“Bunyan was at home with his family, but so restless that he could not sleep. He therefore acquainted
his wife that, though the jailer had given him liberty to
stay till morning, yet from his uneasiness, he must
immediately return. He did so; and the jailer blamed
him for coming at so unseasonable an hour.
“Early in the morning the messenger came, and
interrogating the jailer, said:
“ ‘Are all the prisoners safe?’
“ ‘Yes.’
“ ‘Is John Banyan safe?’
“ ‘Yes.’
“ ‘Let me see him.’
“He was called, and appeared, and all was well.
After the messenger was gone, the jailer, addressing
Mr. Bunyan, said, ‘Well, you may go in and out again
just when you think proper; for you know when to
return better than I can tell you.’ ”
They might shut John Bunyan’s body behind the
bars; but his thoughts found delight in dwelling upon
the wonders of Christ’s grace, and roaming amid the
glories of the Celestial City. In his quaint verse, written in prison, he tells us:
“When they do talk of banishment,
Of death, and such like things,
Then to me God sends heart’s content
That like a fountain springs.
“God sometimes visits prisons more
Than lordly palaces,
He often knocketh at our door
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When He their houses miss.
“The truth and I were both here cast
Together, and we do
Lie arm in arm, and so hold fast
Each other; this is true.
“This jail to us is as a hill
From whence we plainly see
Beyond this world, and take our fill
Of things that lasting be.”
A WARNING VOICE

In the appendix to his Book of Martyrs, Foxe tells
us he was “loath to insert anything in this book which
may seem incredible or strange,” yet he felt constrained
to report the following story of deliverance. It was told
by the escaped man himself to a minister well-known
to Foxe. This is the account:
“There was one Laremouth, otherwise called Williamson, chaplain to the Lady Anne of Cleve, a Scottishman, to whom, being in prison in Queen Mary’s days,
it was said (as he thought), thus sounding in his ears,
‘Arise and go thy ways.’ Whereunto, when he gave no
great heed at the first, the second time it was said to
him again in the same words. Upon this, as he fell to
his prayers, it was said the third time likewise to him,
‘Arise and go thy ways;’ which was about half an hour
after. So he, arising upon the same, immediately a piece
of the prison wall fell down; and, as the officers came
in at the outward gate of the castle or prison, he, leaping over the ditch, escaped. And, in meeting a certain
beggar, he exchanged his coat with him; and, coming
to the seashore, where he found a vessel ready to go
over, he was taken in and escaped the search which
was straitly laid for him in all the country over.”
A MONARCH’S RESTLESS NIGHT

A count who had plotted against Frederick Will-
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iam III of Prussia, even attempting personal violence,
was imprisoned in the fortress of Glatz, Upper Silesia.
His story, translated from the practical commentaries of Dr. Besser, pastor of Waldenburg, was printed
forty years ago in the Boston Christian. The count
had no other reading matter than a Bible, which he
was in no mood to open, as he was opposed to religion. But after a long time of solitary confinement,
he began to read the Book. Gradually it touched his
life. The account says:
“On a rough, stormy November night, when the
mountain gales howled round the fortress, the rain
fell in torrents, and the swollen and foaming Neisse
rushed roaring down the valley. Count of Merzane lay
sleepless on his cot. The tempest in his breast was as
fearful as that without. His whole past life rose before
him; he was convicted of his manifold shortcomings
and sin. He felt that the source of all his misery lay in
his forsaking God. For the first time in his life his
heart was soft, and his eyes wet with tears of genuine
repentance.
“He rises from his cot, opens his Bible, and his eye
falls on Psalm 50:15: ‘Call upon Me in the day of
trouble: I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me.’
This Word of God reaches to the depth of his soul; he
falls on his knees for the first time since he was a
child, and cries to God for mercy. And that compassionate God turns not away from the first movement
of faith toward Him. He heard the cry of this sufferer
in the storm-beaten dungeon of Glatz, and gave him
not only spiritual but temporal deliverance.”
And this is how the deliverance came, by the providence of God:
“The same night [of the count’s surrender], in his
castle at Berlin, King Frederick William III lay sleep-
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less in bed. Severe bodily pains tormented him; and,
in his utter exhaustion, he begged of God to grant him
a single hour of refreshing sleep. The favor was granted;
and, when he awoke again, he said to his wife, the
gracious Louise, ‘God has looked upon me very graciously, and I am thankful to Him. Who in my kingdom has wronged me most? I will forgive him.’
“ ‘The Count of Merzane,’ replied Louise, ‘who is
imprisoned in Glatz.’
“ ‘You are right,’ said the sick king; ‘let him be pardoned.’
“Day had not dawned over Berlin ere a courier was
dispatched to Silesia, bearing to the prisoner in Glatz
pardon and release.”
The incident reminds one of the words in Esther:
“On that night could not the king sleep, and he commanded to bring the book of records;” and out of that
troublous night came deliverance to the Jews.
A PRISONERíS PRAYER AND AN OPENED DOOR

During the year 1556, in England, Foxe, the martyrologist, gives a narrative of the deliverance of Agnes
Wardall in answer to her prayer to God.
Mr. and Mrs. Wardall were Protestants, and had
been compelled to flee from their home in Ipswich,
leaving their children behind, in the care of a maid.
The mother returned secretly to see her children; and
somehow the officers learned of her presence and came
after her. The maid locked her in a clothespress.
The officers passed and repassed the hiding place,
and finally went away; but took the maid with them.
Mrs. Wardall was suffocating, and felt her life going.
She managed at last to call a tenant woman, and told
her where to find the key. A long time the woman
worked with the key, and had to give it up; the lock
would not open. Then, says Foxe:
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“She desired her to break it open; ‘for,’ said she, ‘I
had rather fall into their hands than to kill myself.’
Then went she to her mother’s tenant, and sought for
her husband’s hammer and chisel to break it open;
but she could not find it, nor anything else to break it
open withal, and came again, and told her she could
find nothing to break it open with.
“Then said she, ‘Essay again to open it; for I trust
God will give you power to open it.’ And being in much
extremity, she heartily prayed unto God, who heard
her prayer and helped her; for at the first essay and
turn of the key, it opened easily. When she came out,
she looked as pale and as bleak as one that were laid
out dead.”—Acts and Monuments, Vol. VIII, p. 221
(ed. 1839).
DELIVERED FROM THE PANGS OF HUNGER

Robert Samuel was a godly minister in Suffolk, England, in the days of King Edward VI. The Word of
God had been set free in England, and Samuel ministered it to his flock. Then came the reign of the Catholic Queen Mary, and the proscribing of all who did not
accept the Romish doctrines.
In 1555, Samuel was arrested for heresy and sent
to prison. He endured great sufferings, being chained
to a post in such a manner as to keep his body in
torture. And further Foxe says:
“To make amends for the cruelty or pain that he
suffered, they added a far more grievous torment,
keeping him without meat and drink; whereby he was
unmercifully vexed through hunger and thirst, saving
that he had everyday been allowed two or three mouthfuls of bread and three spoonfuls of water, to the end
rather that he might be reserved to further torment
than that they would preserve his life.”—Idem, Vol.
VII, p. 373.
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The Hand that Intervenes

In this time of Samuel’s sore distress, as he leaned
upon the Lord, there was given to him a token that
the angels of the Lord were about him, and that God
would deliver him from the pangs of hunger and thirst.
Foxe says:
“Certain, there were those who heard him declare
what strange things had happened unto him during
the time of his imprisonment; to wit, that after he had
been famished or pined with hunger two or three days
together, he then fell into a sleep, as it were one half in
a slumber. Then one clad all in white seemed to stand
before him, who ministered comfort unto him by these
words: ‘Samuel, Samuel, be of good cheer, and take a
good heart unto thee; for after this day shalt thou never
be either hungry or thirsty.’ Which thing came even to
pass accordingly; for speedily after he was burned.
And from that time [of the visit of the messenger] till
he should suffer, he felt neither hunger nor thirst. And
this declared he to the end, as he said, that all men
might behold the wonderful works of God.
“Many more like matters, concerning the great comfort he had of Christ in his afflictions, he could utter,
he said, besides this; but that shamefacedness and
modesty would not suffer him to utter it.
“And yet if it had pleased God, I would that he had
been less modest in that behalf, that the love and care
that Christ hath of His might have the more appeared
thereby unto us by such present arguments. For the
more plentiful comfort of the godly, there be sufficient
testimonies of the same in the Holy Scriptures already.”—Idem, Vol. VII, p. 373.
DELIVERANCE OF HANS BRAEL

In the year 1557, Hans Brael, a member of the Baptist brotherhood of believers in Moravia, was traveling in the Tryol, visiting fellow believers. In this re-
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gion, in those times, determined efforts were being
made to stamp out the witness to Bible truth, particularly Baptist teaching; for these Baptists were especially active and devoted in working for souls.
Having visited his brethren, Brael was turning homeward toward Moravia, when he met a judge traveling
with his secretary. The judge nodded and passed on;
but the secretary questioned Brael, and soon found
that the stranger would not deny being a Baptist. The
judge was called back; and Brael was haled to court
and held prisoner till he should renounce his faith.
For months he was kept in an underground dungeon of the castle, where clothing rotted away; and he
felt his life was surely sustained only by the interposition of God. Winter was coming on; and he was moved
to a room in the castle. For thirty-seven weeks he remained with one hand and one foot in the stocks. One
day the young man felt that the Spirit of God had given
him a message for his persecutors. Van Braght says:
“He sent for the secretary that had apprehended
him, wishing him to come to him in the prison. He
very speedily came and sat down, and asked what he
desired that he had sent for him there. The brother
said, ‘The only reason is that I cannot forbear showing you that, as you well-know, you are the most guilty
cause of my imprisonment and miserable sufferings,
while never in my life did I do you any injury.’ The
secretary sat alarmed and silent, and said not a word,
except that he had been obliged to do it.
“The brother said: ‘Yes, the judgment of God impelled you to do it, because you thirsted for the blood
of the godly; it has therefore befallen you to have
brought a heavy judgment upon yourself. God will
assuredly visit you for it, demand it at your hands,
and punish you for your sins.’
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The Hand that Intervenes

“The secretary was silent and could say nothing,
so alarmed and stupefied was he. Thus he went away.
In about fourteen days he died suddenly in the night.
In one quarter of an hour was he well and dead. Great
dread was upon him; so that he cried fearfully and
moaned, lamenting that he had acted unrighteously
and committed iniquity . .
“In the same night in which this man died, the
brother experienced great joy, so that he could not, by
prayer and thanksgiving, sufficiently praise the Lord;
for it occurred to him in the night that he should yet
be restored to the brethren and the church. In the
morning there came an officer, who told him that the
secretary had that night suddenly and awfully died.
The fate of the secretary produced great alarm in the
mind of his lordship [the lord of the castle].”—Baptist Martyrology.
These things determined the persecutors to be rid
of the prisoner; and it was decided to send him to the
galleys, those prison pens of the sea. But the Lord,
who had not suffered His servant to perish, and who
had given him the token of final deliverance, frustrated
their purpose. First Brael was left to go about the castle
yard for two days, “that he might learn again how to
walk.” Then he was sent off with an officer on the road
to the seaport. But at one of the first inns at which
they halted, the officer drank himself to sleep, with
the door open, and Brael walked out at liberty. “Thus
God on that night delivered him,” says the martyrologist, “and he came in peace and with joy to his brethren and the church of God.”
“Let us therefore come boldly unto the throne of
grace, that we may obtain mercy, and find grace to
help in time of need.”
—Hebrews 4:16

