
        
            
                
            
        

    
George Muller: Delighted In God By Roger Steer

	‘Delight thyself also in the Lord; and he shall give thee the desires of thine heart’ (Psalm 37:4).

	‘I know what a lovely, gracious, bountiful Being God is, from the revelation which he has been pleased to make of Himself in his Holy Word; I believe this revelation; I also know from my own experience the truth of it; and therefore I was satisfied with God, I delighted myself in God; and so it came, that He gave me the desire of my heart..

	George Muller, April 1874

	A major new biography of a man who dared to believe the promises of God.

	In the early 1830s George Muller embarked on a venture which may be unique in the history of the Christian church. Disturbed by the faithlessness of so many of his contemporaries, he longed to have something to point to, in his words, '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, in our day as formerly, to all who put their trust in Him ... It needed to be something which could be seen, even by the natural eye.’ The project which Muller decided on to demonstrate God’s reality made his name a byword for faith throughout the world. And his achievement may still be seen 'by the natural eye’. This book tells the remarkable story.
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Chapter One, Prussian Playboy

	Half a century earlier, Wolfenbiittel’s medieval castle had been the favourite residence of the dukes of Braunschweig-Wolfenbiittel; by the early nineteenth century, although the royal visitors had departed, the little seventeenth-century town nestling in the hills of Lower Saxony had lost none of its charm. In one of the half-timbered buildings, clustered around the castle, a police officer looked up from his desk. Two soldiers stood guard over a handsome Prussian youth. The officer began his interrogation.

	‘What is your name?’

	‘George Muller.’

	'Age?’

	‘Sixteen.’

	‘Place and date of birth?’

	‘Kroppenstaedt, Prussia, September 27th 1805.’

	‘Is it true that you have been living in style at Wolfenbiittel, and that you are unable to pay the Innkeeper?’

	‘Yes it is, but...’

	‘Is it also true that you spent last week at another hotel near Brunswick, living in similar luxury, and that when asked for payment you were forced to leave clothes as a security?’

	There was little that Muller could say in his defence. It was true that he was penniless, and in debt. After three hours of questioning, and with no indication as to when he could expect a trial, the two soldiers marched him away—to prison.

	December 18th 1821: George Muller looked at the cell where he was to spend his first night in prison. It was small and dark: lit only by a narrow window covered with large iron bars. Thick wooden partitions divided it from adjacent cells. The heavy door was bolted and locked: there was little chance of escape. That evening, Muller received some meat to eat with his bread: but he loathed the smell of it and left it untouched. This must have offended the chef, for there were no more special favours. On the second day he was treated to the same menu as his fellow-prisoners: for lunch, water and coarse bread; for dinner, vegetables but no meat—and, beginning to feel distinctly underfed, he ate a little.

	Muller was locked in his cell day and night. He was given no work and no exercise. In order to help pass the time, he asked the keeper for a Bible, but his request was refused. On the third day he ate all his food, and after the fourth, would always have been glad of more.

	Some time elasped before he discovered that there was another prisoner in the cell next to him. He shouted through the thick wooden partition and discovered that his neighbour had been imprisoned for stealing. The Governor decided to allow the two prisoners to share Muller’s cell and they then spent their time describing their adventures. Warming to his task, Muller began to invent stories which impressed his friend immensely.

	After about ten or twelve days, the two men disagreed and for day after day, they refused to speak to each other. In the silence, Muller began to reflect on his life.

	His earliest memory was of January in 1810 when, at the age of four, his family had moved from Kroppenstaedt to Heimersleben where his father was appointed collector of taxes. Before his tenth birthday, he had begun to steal government money from his father; and he remembered the day when his father had scored a tactical victory. Suspecting his son, Herr Muller had counted a small sum and placed it in the room where he was. Left alone for a while. George had taken some of the money and hidden it in his shoe. His father returned and counted the money; George was searched and found out. He remembered being punished on this and other occasions, but recalled that his reaction to being found guilty of mischief was usually to consider how he might do the thing again more cleverly, so as not to be detected.

	Herr Muller had hoped that George would become a clergyman: not that he might serve God, but in order that he should have a comfortable living. There in his cell, George reflected on his five years at the cathedral classical school at Halberstadt; and remembered—with some shame—the Saturday night, some two years previously, when his mother had died. Not knowing of her illness Muller had played cards until two on the Sunday morning. Then, having quenched his thirst at a tavern, he had toured the streets, half drunk, with some friends.

	He remembered that on the following day he had attended the first of a series of confirmation classes. On returning to his rooms, he found his father waiting to take him to his mother’s funeral. Later he wrote:

	This bereavement made no lasting impression on my mind. I grew worse and worse. Three or four days before I was confirmed (and thus admitted to partake of the Lord’s supper), I was guilty of gross immorality; and the very day before my confirmation, when I was in the vestry with the clergyman to confess my sins, ... I defrauded him; for I handed over to him only the twelfth part of the fee which my father had given me for him.

	With nothing to disturb the routine of life in the cell, and with neither prisoner showing any inclination to communicate, Muller continued to reflect on the past. He had taken his first communion in Halberstadt cathedral on the Sunday after Easter 1820. That afternoon and evening, in search of quiet, he had stayed at home while the young people who had been confirmed with him were out and about. He had resolved to turn over a new leaf, and spend more time studying. But his resolution was soon broken and his behaviour had grown worse rather than better.

	In the twenty months that had elapsed since his confirmation he had spent some of his time studying, but a great deal more time playing the piano and guitar, reading novels, drinking in taverns, making resolutions to improve, but breaking them almost as fast as they were made.

	On January 12th 1822, Muller’s recollections were interrupted by the welcome sound of the unbolting of his cell door. It was the keeper of the prison.

	‘You are wanted at the police office. Follow me, please.’

	The Commissioner told Muller that his father had sent the money which was needed for his travelling expenses, to pay his debt at the inn, and for his maintenance in prison. He was therefore free to leave at once.

	Herr Muller celebrated his reunion with his son by severely beating him. He took him home to Schoenebeck, near Magdeburg, where he had held another government appointment since the summer of 1821. George tried desperately hard to regain his father’s favour. He began to tutor pupils in Latin, French, German grammar and arithmetic. He progressed in his own studies, became popular with everyone—including, after a time, his father. But, as he later admitted: ‘All this time I was in heart as bad as ever; for I was still in secret habitually guilty of great sins.’

	Herr Muller now planned to send his son to a classical school at Halle, where he would be under strict discipline and the continual eye of a tutor. George dreaded this prospect, especially as he knew that at Halle he would meet young students enjoying all the freedom of the university. So he made a secret trip to Nordhausen, for an interview with the director of the gymnasium—that is, the preuniversity school. The interview went well: Muller was accepted.

	He returned to Schoenebeck, but never mentioned the matter to his father until the day before his departure—which meant that he had to invent a whole chain of lies. When his father learned the truth he was furious; but at last, after much ardent pleading, he gave way and allowed Muller to go. He arrived at the school in October 1822 when he was just seventeen.

	Nordhausen is one of the oldest towns in Prussia. It is built partly on the lower slopes of the Harz mountains; from here steps lead down to another part of the town which lies in the fruitful valley of the River Helme, known as the Golden Aue. In Muller’s day, a statue of Martin Luther stood in the market square, in silent protest against the doctrine and might of the great medieval cathedral.

	The Director of the school was quickly impressed by Muller and invited him to live in his house. He took him regularly on his walks through Nordhausen and into the Golden Aue, and they talked together in Latin. George behaved so well that he was held up as an example to his fellow pupils. He rose regularly at four, summer and winter, to study all day—usually until ten at night. He had about three hundred books of his own, but no Bible, preferring to read Horace, Cicero, Voltaire and Moliere.

	Four or five times during his time at Nordhausen he attended communion. On the day previous to these services he would give up some of his bad habits; and on the day itself he would make an effort to be extra serious. Once or twice, while the broken bread was in his mouth, he made a solemn oath to reform but after a few days he forgot his resolutions and returned to his old ways.

	Despite his enthusiasm for study, and occasional attempts to reform himself, Muller frequently disgraced himself at Nordhausen. One of his great failings was still an inability to make ends meet; he had contracted debts that he had no means of repaying. On one occasion, after receiving an allowance from his father, he purposely showed the money to some of his friends. Then, he carefully damaged the locks of his trunk and guitar case. A few minutes later he ran into the Director’s room with his coat off, and announced, breathlessly, that his money had been stolen.

	Everyone was wonderfully sympathetic. Some of his friends kindly clubbed together and managed to give him as much money as he had lost, while his creditors agreed to extend their loans. However, the Director—older and wiser—was suspicious and never fully restored George to his confidence. And for his part, Muller never again felt at ease in the presence of the Director’s wife, who had been like a mother to him during an illness caused, as he admitted, by his ‘profligate and vicious life.’

	Muller’s great ambition was to enter Halle, the famous university founded in 1694 by elector Frederick III of Brandenburg who later became King of Prussia. It had been closed by Napoleon in 1806 and 1813, but it was re-established in 1815 and strengthened by a merger with the old University of Wittenberg. It was recognised as one of the principal seats of Protestant theology in Europe, and also had faculties of law, medicine and philosophy.

	At this time, Muller still intended to become a clergyman, as was his father’s wish, and membership of Halle would entitle him to preach in the Lutheran Church. But to enter Halle he would need excellent references. With some anxiety, he requested these from the authorities at Nordhausen, the Director of which had no hesitation in giving Muller first-class testimonials on the basis of his academic performance. Halle accepted him; his ambition was realised.

	Muller entered Halle in the Easter of 1825, when he was nineteen. The town is built on a sandy plain on the right bank of the River Saale. The inner town is old; it has a market square in the centre overlooked by a fine medieval town hall, and the Gothic Marienkirche —where Handel learnt to play the organ. Just west of the market square was the Tal where the town’s famous salt springs rose. Like Handel, who was a student at Halle, a century earlier, Muller would have seen the distinctively dressed ‘Halloren’, who worked at the town’s salt-works.

	On arrival at Halle, he made yet another resolution to change his course of life for the better. This time he was in earnest. He knew that in his present state no parish would ever choose him as its pastor. And even if he were accepted, he would need a good knowledge of divinity to obtain a comfortable living, which in Prussia depended on the standard of a man’s university degree.

	Almost at once, his resolution came to nothing. The freedom of university life offered too many temptations, and George Muller yet again found it impossible to manage money. He was forced to pawn his watch, some of his linen and his clothes; he began, once more, to borrow extensively. He felt utterly miserable: worn out by his constant, but unsuccessful, attempts at self-improvement.

	It was in one of Halle’s taverns (where he once drunk ten pints of beer in a single afternoon), that he thought he recognised a young man from his old school at Halberstadt. They had not been close friends, for Beta had been quiet and serious, but it occurred to Muller that if he struck up a close friendship now, it might help him to lead a steadier life. He picked his way across the crowded Bierkeller and shook the old timer warmly by the hand:

	‘Beta! How are you? How nice to see you after so long!’

	‘George Muller! I hardly recognised you.’

	Beta welcomed the friendship because he thought it would enliven his social life.

	At this time, Muller had a passion for travel. He suggested to his friends that they should make a trip to Switzerland.

	‘But we have no money, and no passports.’

	Muller was not deterred. He persuaded his companions to forge letters from their parents which entitled them to passports. He took charge of the financial side and arranged that the group pledged all they could—particularly books—in order to obtain the necessary funds for the expedition. The party, which included Beta, left Halle on August 18th 1825.

	They travelled to Erfurt and then westward to Frankfurt and south via Heidelberg, Stuttgart and Zurich to the heart of Switzerland. There before them, nestling between steep limestone mountains and a rising mist was Lake Lucerne. There was no railway then, but they climbed the Rigi and the view took Muller’s breath away. He looked at the great promontories which thrust themselves into the lake: Biirgenstock, Seelisburg and away to the south-west Pilatus, all so irregular but magnificent. ‘Now,’ he thought, ‘I have lived!’

	They travelled home via Lake Constance and then east to Ulm and medieval Nuremberg in Bavaria, arriving back in Halle on September 29th. None of Muller’s friends had discovered that the man they had trusted with their money had cleverly arranged things so that he himself paid far less towards the cost of the trip than any other member of the party.

	


Chapter Two, ‘Constrained by the Love of Jesus’

	One Saturday afternoon, about the middle of November 1825, Muller and Beta were out for a stroll in Halle. As they talked, Beta grew serious.

	‘For some weeks I have been attending a meeting on Saturday evenings at the home of a Christian.’

	He paused, wondering what George’s reaction would be.

	‘And what happens at this meeting?’

	‘They read the Bible, they sing, they pray, and someone normally reads a sermon’.

	‘I should like to go with you, this evening.’

	‘I am not sure you will enjoy it’.

	George had made up his mind: ‘I am most anxious to go.’

	‘Then I will call for you this evening.’

	Muller felt that at the meeting he might find something for which he had been searching all his life. But he felt sure that Herr Wagner, at whose home the meeting was held, would not welcome him. On arrival, he apologised for coming. Herr Wagner smiled, saying: ‘Come as often as you please; house and heart are open to you!’

	He ushered George and Beta in to join the rest of the gathering and they sat down. They sang a hymn and then Herr Kayser—later to become a missionary in Africa with the London Missionary Society, but who was then living at Halle—knelt down and asked God to bless the meeting. Muller had never before seen anyone on his knees; he had never himself knelt to pray.

	Herr Kayser read a chapter from the Bible and then a printed sermon. Prussian law, at that time, made the extempore exposition of Scripture an offence unless an ordained clergyman were present. At the end of the sermon, they sang another hymn and Herr Wagner closed the meeting with prayer. While he prayed, Muller thought, ‘I could not pray as well, though I am much more learned than this illiterate man’.

	The meeting made a deep impression on Muller. He felt strangely happy. As they walked home, he said to Beta: ‘All we have seen on our journey to Switzerland, and all our former pleasures, are as nothing in comparison with this evening.’

	It was the turning point of his life; and that night he lay peaceful and happy in his bed.

	The next day and on several days during the following week, Muller returned to Herr Wagner’s house to study the Bible with him and another Christian. Writing about this time later, he wrote:

	It pleased God to teach me something of the meaning of that precious truth: ‘God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life’. I understood something of the reason why the Lord Jesus died on the cross, and suffered such agonies in the Garden of Gethsemane: even that thus, bearing the punishment due to us, we might not have to bear it ourselves. And, therefore, apprehending in some measure the love of Jesus for my soul, I was constrained to love Him in return. What all the exhortations and precepts of my father and others could not effect; what all my own resolutions could not bring about, even to renounce a life of sin and profligacy: I was enabled to do, constrained by the love of Jesus. The individual who desires to have his sins forgiven, must seek it through the blood of Jesus. The individual who desires to get power over sin, must likewise seek it through the blood of Jesus.

	Following his conversion, Muller began to live a different life. He never again drank in a tavern; he stopped telling lies regularly ‘but still a few times after this I spoke an untruth ... I was still often overcome, and sometimes even by open sins, though far less frequently than before, and not without sorrow of heart’. He now spent a great deal of time in reading the Bible and in prayer, ‘went to church from right motives, and stood on the side of Christ, though laughed at by my fellow-students’.

	In January 1826, six or seven weeks after becoming a Christian, Muller decided that he ought to become a missionary. The more he prayed about it, the more it seemed to be the right decision. But there was a distraction! Every Saturday evening a young Christian girl came to the meetings at Herr Wagner’s house. She was the only Christian girl of about his age whom Muller knew, and he soon found that he was growing fond of her. They began to meet regularly.

	Muller discovered that her parents would never allow her to become the wife of a missionary. His enthusiasm for missionary work left him; his prayers became cold and formal and after a time he stopped praying altogether. He lost the joy of following Christ.

	For about six weeks he continued in this state, until the Easter of 1826 when he met a young man named Hermann Ball. Ball was well educated and had wealthy parents, but preferred work in Poland among the Jews to the comforts of home life. His example made a great impression on Muller, who realised that he had given up God’s work and, indeed, his love for Christ, for the sake of a girl. He remembered that he had entered into the friendship without prayer, and decided that the relationship ought not to continue. The minor romance lasted for no more than two or three months.

	After bringing this friendship to an end, Muller wrote, ‘It was at this time that I began truly to enjoy the peace of God, which passeth all understanding.’ He wrote to his father and brother telling them how happy he was and begging them to seek the same way to happiness, but was surprised to receive an angry reply. His desire to become a missionary returned, and he decided to go home to seek his father’s permission which would be required by the German missionary societies. His father was angry. He told his son that he had spent large sums of money on his education in order that he could spent his last days with him in a parsonage. And now this prospect had come to nothing! He told Muller that he would no longer consider him as his son; and then, suddenly Herr Muller began to weep. It was this that George found hardest to bear. His father begged him to reconsider. But his mind was made up, and he felt that God gave him the strength to remain steadfast to His call.

	Muller returned to Halle, and although he still had two years of study ahead at the university, he made up his mind never to take any more money from his father. It seemed wrong to do this, now that his father had no prospect of seeing him become what he had wished—a clergyman with a good living.

	Muller was now faced with the problem of how to live without his father’s support. Would he be able to honour his resolution? It soon became clear that he would. For a number of events followed— the first of many of a similar character during his remarkable life— which demonstrated to Muller, and later to the world, that ‘there is no want to them that fear Him’ (Psalm 34:9).

	It came about in this way. Shortly after he returned from visiting his father, several Americans arrived in Halle to study, three of whom were professors in American colleges. Their problem was that they did not understand German. However, Halle now had a new Professor of Divinity, a Dr Tholuck, who was a devoted Christian, and he recommended to his new colleagues that one of his students should teach them the language. The Americans were delighted at the suggestion, and Dr Tholuck told them that George Muller would be the best man for the task. ‘These gentlemen, some of whom were believers, paid so handsomely for the instruction which I gave them, and for the lectures of certain professors which I wrote out for them, that I had enough and to spare. Thus did the Lord richly make up to me the little which I had relinquished for His sake.’

	Muller now embarked upon the task of sharing his new-found faith with the energetic dedication which was to become such a characteristic of his life. At Whitsun, 1826, he and Beta spent an enjoyable few days in the country at the home of a saintly clergyman. When they returned to Halle they described to two of their former friends how happy they had been on their visit.

	‘How I wish that you were as happy as we are,’ Muller said.

	‘But we do not feel that we are sinners,’ came the reply.

	Muller promptly knelt down and asked God to show them that they were sinners. He then went to his bedroom and continued to pray for them. ‘After a little while I returned to my sitting-room, and found them both in tears, and both told me that they now felt themselves to be sinners. From that time a work of grace commenced in their hearts... Though very weak and ignorant, yet I had now, by the grace of God, some desire to benefit others, and he who so faithfully had once served Satan, sought now to win souls for Christ.’

	From now on, he circulated monthly about two hundred missionary papers in different parts of the country. He often stuffed his pockets full of tracts so that he could give them to people whom he met on his walks, and perhaps get into conversation with them. He wrote letters to his former friends pleading with them to turn to Christ. For thirteen weeks he visited a sick man and had the joy of seeing him become a Christian.

	Not all his early efforts at personal evangelism were entirely successful. ‘Once I met a beggar in the fields, and spoke to him about his soul. But when I perceived it made no impression upon him, I spoke more loudly; and when he still remained unmoved, I quite bawled in talking to him; till at last I went away, seeing it was of no use.’ He came later to recognise the place of God’s sovereignty in evangelism but ‘yet so ignorant was I of the work of the Spirit, that I thought my speaking very loudly would force into him repentance towards God, and faith in the Lord Jesus’.

	In August 1826 a schoolmaster who lived in a village about six miles from Halle asked Muller whether he would be prepared to preach in his parish where the elderly clergyman would be glad of assistance. Muller had never yet preached a sermon but decided that if he could commit a sermon to memory he might be able to help. It took him nearly a week to memorise the sermon and on August 27th 1826, in a chapel of ease at eight in the morning, he ‘got through it, but had no enjoyment in the work’. At eleven he repeated the same sermon word for word in the parish church. Another service was planned for the afternoon at which it was arranged that the schoolmaster should read a printed sermon, as he often did. However, suspecting that during the forty-eight years the elderly clergyman had held his living the gospel had never been preached in the church, Muller decided to preach himself in the afternoon using the same memorised sermon he had recited in the morning. But when he stood in the pulpit to face his congregation, something seemed to tell him to read from the 5th chapter of Matthew’s gospel and to make such comments as came into his mind.

	Immediately upon beginning to expound ‘Blessed are the poor in spirit...’ I felt myself greatly assisted; and whereas in the morning my sermon had not been simple enough for the people to understand it, I now was listened to with the greatest attention, and I think I was also understood. My own peace and joy were great. I felt this a blessed work. After the service I left the aged clergyman as soon as possible, lest I should lose my enjoyment.

	From then on, he preached frequently in the villages and towns surrounding Halle. In the whole neighbourhood there were very few men who preached what Muller now considered to be a true gospel message, and when the opportunity to hear a godly preacher— like Dr Tholuck—arose, Muller would walk ten or fifteen miles to enjoy the privilege. On Saturday evenings he still visited and much enjoyed the meetings in Herr Wagner’s house. On Sunday evenings a group of Christian students from the university met together, and from the Easter of 1827 these meetings were held in Muller’s room, until he left Halle. On two occasions, when his love for Christ had grown cold and he was miserable, he opened his heart to his friends and they prayed for him and brought him through.

	In August 1827 the Continental Missionary Society in England decided to send a minister to Bucharest. They asked Professor Tholuck, at Halle, to keep his eye open for a suitable man. Muller thought and prayed about it, and was surprised to find that his father, formerly antagonistic, did not disapprove of the idea. It seemed that this was the very opportunity for service he longed for and eventually he told Professor Tholuck that he would like to go.

	As he waited to hear more details from London, he counted the cost of going to Bucharest and prayed earnestly about his future work. At the same time, oddly enough because it had nothing to do with the planned move to Bucharest, he developed a passionate interest in the Hebrew language and began to study it out of sheer enjoyment.

	At the end of October 1827 an unexpected but welcome visitor turned up at one of the Sunday evening meetings in Muller’s room. It was Hermann Ball, whom he had first met in the Easter of 1826. He told Muller that for health reasons he would have to give up his work amongst the Jews. On hearing this Muller ‘felt a peculiar desire to fill up his place’ but did not think seriously about the matter in view of the Bucharest assignment.

	In the evening of November 17th Muller called on Professor Tholuck. In the course of conversation, Tholuck said suddenly: ‘Have you ever wanted to be a missionary to the Jews? I am an agent for the London Missionary Society which works amongst them.’

	Muller was startled. He told Tholuck about Hermann Ball’s visit, and his own recent passion for Hebrew.

	‘But it is surely not proper for me to think any more about the matter as I am going to Bucharest,’ he said, and Professor Tholuck agreed.

	Next morning, however, Muller felt that he had lost all his desire to go to Bucharest. This ‘appeared to me very wrong and fleshly, and I therefore entreated the Lord, to restore to me the former desire for labouring on that missionary station. He graciously did so immediately. My earnestness in studying Hebrew, and my peculiar love for it, however, continued.’

	Towards the end of November Professor Tholuck received a letter from the Continental Society. It said that owing to the war between the Turks and Russians, the committee had decided for the time being to abandon the idea of sending a minister to Bucharest where the armies were fighting. Tholuck once more asked Muller what he thought about becoming a missionary to the Jews.

	‘I cannot give you an answer now,’ said Muller, ‘but I will let you know after I have considered the matter prayerfully.’ It was a response that was to become increasingly typical of the man. He wrote:

	After prayer and consideration, and consulting with experienced brethren, in order that they might probe my heart as to my motives, I came to this conclusion, that, though I could not say with certainty it was the will of God that I should be a missionary to the Jews yet, that I ought to offer myself to the committee, leaving it with the Lord to do with me afterwards, as it might seem good in His sight.

	About the beginning of December, 1827, Professor Tholuck wrote commending Muller to the committee in London.

	Early in 1828 a new workhouse was established in Halle, where men convicted of minor offences and inclined to be lazy were sent and made to work. Muller successfully applied to fill a temporary vacancy as chaplain to the inmates, while he waited to hear from London. This enabled him to preach to them twice on Sundays and once or twice in the week. He also took the men, one by one into a room ‘to converse with them about their souls... I had at least some qualifications for ministering there; for I knew the state of those poor sinners, having been myself formerly, in all probability, a great deal worse than most of them, and my simplicity and plainness of speech they would not have found in every minister.’

	Despite his many extramural activities, Muller successfully completed his university course at about Easter 1828. And it was a very different George Muller who graduated from Halle from the wayward and unhappy fresher who had arrived in 1825. Now his life had purpose, peace and joy; and if, with the passage of time, memories of Halle became dimmed, he would surely remember vividly that Saturday evening in November 1825 when he had visited Herr Wagner’s home and his life had been transformed.

	On the 13th of June 1828 Muller received a letter from the London Society for Promoting Christianity among the Jews (later to become the Church Mission to the Jews) of which Professor Tholuck was an agent. The committee decided to take him as a missionary student for six months on probation, provided that he would come to London. His immediate reaction to this news was bitter disappointment. He had spent most of his years since early childhood in study, and now longed to begin active Christian service.

	But, on calmly considering the matter, it appeared to me but right that the committee should know me personally, and that it was also well for me to know them more intimately than merely by correspondence, as this afterwards would make our connexion much more comfortable. I determined therefore after I had seen my father, and found no difficulty on his part, to go to London.

	Just one obstacle remained, however, before Muller could obtain a passport for England. Every male Prussian graduate was required to serve one year in the army (rather than the more usual three years for the less educated) provided he was healthy. Muller had been declared fit for service when he was twenty but at his own request had had his service postponed until his course had been completed. However, it was well known that those who intended to become missionaries were often exempted. Some influential friends of Muller in Berlin therefore wrote to the King himself seeking his exemption. King Frederick William III, however, replied that the matter must be referred to the appropriate ministry and to the law, and that no exception was to be made in Muller’s favour.

	The solution to this problem was unexpected: Muller became quite seriously ill. An eminent doctor prescribed tonics and wine, and a friend—an American Professor—took Muller to the country near Berlin. ‘As long as I was day after day in the open air, going from place to place, drinking wine and taking tonics I felt well; but as soon as I returned to Halle, the old symptoms returned.’ The main symptoms seem to have been severe giddiness, weakness of the stomach, and a cold which Muller could not throw off.

	Muller’s American friend was a believer whose love for Christ had grown cold. They went together to the famous Michaelmas fair at Leipzig, and then on to the opera, but Muller did not enjoy it. After the first act, for refreshment, he took a glass of ice; after the second act he fainted. He recovered sufficiently to return to their hotel where he spent a comfortable night. ‘This circumstance the Lord graciously used as a means of arousing me- and on my way home, I freely opened my mind to my friend about the way in which we had been going on.’ At this the Professor promptly revealed that when Muller had fainted at the opera, it had struck him that it was an awful place to die in! ‘This was the second and last time, since I have believed in the Lord Jesus, that I was in a theatre; and but once, in the year 1827, I went to a concert, when I likewise felt that it was unbecoming for me, as a child of God, to be in such a place.’

	On their return to Halle, Muller suffered a haemorrhage in his stomach which he attributed to the glass of ice. For several weeks he remained very weak in body but his spirits revived and his love for Jesus returned.

	In January 1829 a Christian major in the Prussian army suggested that Muller should offer himself for army service in the hope that while he was still so weak, he would be rejected, and be able at last to go to London. He was duly examined, and found unfit; it was thought that he had a tendency to tuberculosis. One of the generals of the Prussian army, in the absence of his adjutant wrote out the necessary papers himself which gave Muller a complete dismissal for life from all military engagements. The general, himself a devout Christian, took the opportunity to point out certain parts of the Bible which he particularly advised Muller to bring to the attention of Tews, especially Romans 11.

	For some time, Muller’s health continued to be very poor until, acting on the advice of a medical professor, he gave up all medicine and his condition began to improve. It would, perhaps, be idle to speculate on the content of the professor’s lectures!

	On February 3rd 1829, Muller left Berlin for London, visiting on the way to Rotterdam his father at the house in Heimersleben where he had spent his boyhood. Muller senior, recently retired, had returned to live at the old home. The last time Muller had been there was when he returned for a short while after his imprisonment at Wolfenbiittel. He spent a week with his father before travelling on to Rotterdam, via Munster. At Rotterdam the ice had just broken up on the river, and no steamers would dare venture out. However, after nearly a month’s delay Muller boarded a ship which was bound for England. On March 19th 1829 he arrived in London.

	


Chapter Three, England, 1829

	You could, smell the spring in London in 1829. The City had hardly begun to invade the country north of Hyde Park Corner. Over four hundred acres of rough heathland, north of Oxford Street had recently been made into a beautiful park for the Prince Regent by John Nash: they called it Regent’s Park. Leading south from the Park to the Mall, where the Prince lived, Nash had designed and built Regent Street. As one of the Street’s prominent features he had built a fine church with a circular Ionic portico: All Souls, Langham Place, just five years old when Muller arrived in London.

	By 1829 Nash was occupied with the rebuilding of Buckingham Palace for George IV, but the King died the following year before the work was done. William IV preferred to live at St James’s Palace and the young Princess Victoria, now living at Kensington, would not move into the Palace until after her Coronation in 1837. Muller was no doubt intrigued by the modern gas lamps which lit Pall Mall: a sign to all that London was the most advanced city in the world. He would have heard the incredible news, too, that at Rainhill, in the previous October, a Mr George Stephensen had driven a steam locomotive, The Rocket, on rails at thirty-five m.p.h.

	Muller eventually found some inexpensive lodgings—not in the fashionable west end—but in Hackney, said at that time to be a haunt of highwaymen. His great desire was to become fluent in English as quickly as possible, but most of his fellow students being German, opportunities to further this ambition were limited. It was in the country beyond Hackney that he spoke in English for the first time ‘to a little boy ... about his soul, thinking that he would bear with my broken English’.

	Soon after his arrival in England Muller heard one of his colleagues talking about a wealthy Exeter dentist named Anthony Norris Groves. Groves, he was told, had given up his fifteen-hundred-pound-a-year practice, and planned to go as a missionary to Persia, with his wife and children, depending on God alone for his needs. ‘This made such an impression on me,’ Muller recorded, ‘and delighted me so, that I not only marked it down in my journal, but also wrote about it to my German friends.’

	Characteristically, Muller worked hard in London: for about twelve hours a day, mainly at Hebrew (which included memorising portions of the Hebrew Old Testament), Chaldee and the Rabbinic alphabet. As he worked, he would pray about the most minute matters: ‘I looked up to the Lord even whilst turning over the leaves of my Hebrew dictionary, asking His help, that I might quickly find the words.’

	On May 15th 1829 Muller, who was then aged twenty-three, fell ill. He had been far from well when he left Germany, and the long hours of study took their toll in London. He felt sure he was dying; introspection set in but an inner happiness prevailed. ‘It was as if every sin, of which I had been guilty, was brought to my remembrance; but, at the same time, I could realise that all my sins were completely forgiven—that I was washed and made clean, completely clean, in the blood of Jesus. The result of this was great peace. I longed exceedingly to depart and be with Christ.’ But this departure was not to be just yet. After a fortnight’s illness, his doctor announced that he was better. ‘This, instead of giving me joy, bowed me down, so great was my desire to be with the Lord; though almost immediately afterwards grace was given me to submit myself to the will of God.’

	Muller’s friends advised him to go to the country for a change of air. Quite naturally, he prayed about it, ‘Lord, I will gladly submit myself to Thy will, and go, if Thou wilt have me go. And now let me know Thy will by the answer of my medical attendant. If, in reply to my question, he says it would be very good for me, I will go; but if he says it is of not great importance, then I will stay’.

	‘It is the very best thing you could do,’ was the verdict of his doctor. The air chosen to aid Muller’s convalescence was that of South Devon. It was his first visit to the country where he would later spend over two years, but this stay lasted for less than three months. It was at Teignmouth, in that summer of 1829 that Muller struck up a friendship that would last thirty-six years and change the course of his life.

	Henry Craik was a Scotsman who, like Muller, was nearly twenty four and who, also like Muller, had been converted while at university. After graduating with some distinction at St Andrew’s, he had moved to Exeter in 1826 to become private tutor in the home of Anthony Norris Groves—the dentist about whom Muller had been told in London. In Exeter Craik had led a course of Bible studies in a school-room at Heavitree before moving, in 1828, to Teignmouth. What really attracted Muller to Craik was ‘his warmth of heart towards the Lord’; and both were at this time fascinated by the study of Hebrew.

	While at Exeter Craik had been greatly influenced by Anthony Norris Groves, and it must have been from Craik that Muller first learnt more about this remarkable man and the equally remarkable circle of friends Groves had met in Dublin. In 1822 Groves, who at that time described himself as a ‘high churchman’, had begun an intensive study of the Bible and had come to regard the Scriptures alone as a sufficient source of spiritual growth. In 1825 he had written a tract entitled Christian Devotedness in which he set out the reasons why he thought that Christ was speaking literal truth, and meant to be understood as so speaking, when he used expressions such as ‘Sell that ye have, and give alms,’ (Luke 12:23) and ‘Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth,’ (Matthew 6:19). He argued for a return to the spirit and practice of the early church whose members ‘sold their possessions, and goods, and parted them to all men, as every man had need’ (Acts 2:43); this, he said, was as ‘consonant with reason as it is with revelation’.

	Groves then proceeded to practice what he preached: he and his wife had already given up first a tenth and then a quarter of their income and distributed it among the poor. Now they abandoned any idea of saving money or putting it aside for their children, and, reducing their expenses by simplifying their living, they gave away all the rest.

	In preparation for missionary service, Groves had enrolled as an external student of Trinity College, Dublin, intending to take a degree in theology before ordination in the Church of England. It was in Dublin that he met a group of men who are now regarded as the founders of the ‘Plymouth Brethren’ although they had no idea they were founding a movement: indeed the last thing any of them would have wished to do would have been to add another denomination to what they saw as a sadly divided Christendom. They were young men of culture, education and outstanding ability: men whom G. H. Lang referred to as a ‘brilliant galaxy of classical and theological talent and acquirement’. One of Groves’ closest friends was John Gifford Bellett (aged thirty-four in 1829) who Groves discovered had spent his childhood in Exeter, being educated at Exeter School, before going on to become a classical prizeman at Trinity College. Among the others were: Lord Congleton (aged twenty-four), son of the Irish M.P. Sir Henry Brooke Parnell, later the first Baron Congleton; Dr Edward Cronin (aged twenty-eight), another graduate of Trinity College; Francis Hutchinson (aged twenty-seven) son of Sir Samuel Synge, Archdeacon of Killala (Synge assumed the additional surname of Hutchinson on succeeding his uncle); and John Nelson Darby (aged twenty-nine), son of a wealthy Irish land-owner and merchant, and godson of the famous Admiral from whom he received his second name. Darby was educated at Westminster School and Trinity College where he graduated as Classical Gold Medallist. To this impressive list of well-connected intellectuals must be added the name of Benjamin Wills Newton (aged twenty-two) who took a ‘first’ at Exeter College, Oxford, and became a Fellow of that college. It was Newton who became so influential at one of the first Brethren meetings in England—Ebrington Street, Plymouth—the assembly which gave the movement its popular, though misleading title.

	More important however than the cultural background and immense ability of these men was their passion for reality in spiritual things. Having recognised that God is, they were satisfied with no manner of life in which He was not pre-eminent; and in words penned later by Groves’ widow, they wanted, like him, ‘to see more devotedness to Christ’.

	Convinced that the Bible is ‘the only infallible rule of faith and practice’ they studied the Scriptures, according to Mildred Cable and Francesca French, ‘with the intense concentration that scientists give to the study of natural phenomena, and the Church is debtor to this hour to the men who were brave enough to divest themselves of the cerements of preconceived notions and ready-made truth, and whose passionate devotion was rewarded by spiritual revelation.’ But as a result of their studies, despite their readiness to approach Scripture without preconceived ideas, they initiated no doctrinal peculiarities. And those amongst them who were trained Anglican (or Church of Ireland) theologians abandoned none of the great fundamental truths which they had learned.

	What disturbed them, however, and this is where their youth and a certain radicalism becomes apparent, was the divided and sectarian state of the church; therefore they tried—nearly a hundred and fifty years before modern ecumenism—to find a way in which they could come together for worship and communion simply as fellow-Christians, disregarding denominational barriers which were then even less easily surmounted than they are to-day. Edward Cronin, for instance, arrived in Dublin as a medical student at Trinity College in 1826. A contemporary of his, Andrew Miller, recorded that after his conversion Cronin ‘applied for communion as a visitor [to Dublin] and was readily received by the Independents [dissenters], but when they learnt he had become a resident this liberty was refused. He was then informed that he could no longer be admitted to the table of any of the congregations without special membership with some one of them.’ Cronin declined to do this on the grounds that ‘the Church of God was one, and that all that believed were members of that one Body’. After a lengthy study of the Scriptures, Cronin and Edward Wilson, Secretary of the Bible Society, met for ‘breaking of bread and prayer’ in one of Wilson’s rooms.

	At about the same time (spring 1827) Groves made one of his periodic visits to Dublin taking with him Miss Bessie Paget, a non-conformist friend from Exeter (she and her sister Charlotte were the only two dissenters Groves knew). Miss Paget recorded that during the visit, Bellett said to her, ‘Groves has just been telling me, that it appeared to him from Scripture, that believers, meeting together as disciples of Christ, were free to break bread together, as their Lord had admonished them, and that, in as far as the practice of the apostles could be a guide, every Lord’s day should be set apart for thus remembering the Lord’s death, and obeying His parting command’ (quoted by F. Roy Coad: A History of the Brethren Movement). Shortly after this Groves and Bellett heard about and began to meet with Cronin, Wilson and the few others who had already begun to break bread in this way. Being joined by others, including Francis Hutchinson, they moved from Wilson’s room to the back parlour of Cronin’s house in Lower Pembroke Street; but as their numbers increased still further Francis Hutchinson lent them a large room in his house in Fitzwilliam Square.

	About this time, too, Lord Congleton and two friends, in the words of E. H. Broadbent, being troubled by the fact that their fellowship with one another during the week was obscured by their separating on Sundays to their different denominations, tried to find some circle in which their differences of view on ecclesiastical points would no longer prevent the expression of their unity as children of God. Failing to find any company such as they sought, and being clear that they needed no consecrated building nor ordained minister, they began to meet and break bread in one of their own rooms. Shortly afterwards one of their number going out on a Sunday met a member of that circle where Bellett [plus Cronin, Groves, etc. was, whom he knew as a Christian. In a brief conversation they were struck by the fact that, though one in Christ, they were going different ways, and this led eventually to the bringing together of these two groups.

	By this time, Bellett and those with him had been joined by the Rev. J. N. Darby. The merged groups thus began to meet together in Hutchinson’s house. They were careful to have the Lord’s Supper on Monday evenings, so that the clergymen among them, including Darby, and others who might wish to attend the usual Sunday services at churches or dissenting chapels might join them.

	At the close of one of these gatherings, one of those present asked, ‘Are there no principles in the Word of God, which would unite all believers in worship, whatever might be their various views or attainments in the Divine life?’

	Groves answered, and the reply is important: ‘Yes, there are: we are evidently called to know nothing among our fellow-Christians, but this one fact—Do they belong to Christ? Has Christ received them? Then we may receive all such to the glory of God.’ Commenting on his father’s reply thirty years later, Henry Groves wrote,

	The unsectarian fellowship here contemplated, is that alone whereby the oneness of the Spirit can be kept in the bond of peace. A unity not in a doctrine, nor in an attainment, far less one in external forms and circumstances; but a oneness that owned a common link, in the possession of a common life, and that the Eternal Life which is vouchsafed to those that believe, who therein are enabled to stand before the throne, because their garments were washed white in the blood of the Lamb. This was the point aimed after in those days.

	Such was the stage which the story of the early Brethren movement had reached when Muller spent those long hours in Teignmouth with Henry Craik during the summer of 1829. Groves’ decision to go to Persia as a missionary had compelled Craik to seek alternative employment and in the summer of 1828 he had been engaged by Mr John Synge, then living at Teignmouth, as tutor to his two sons. Synge’s permanent home was at Glanmore Castle, near Dublin, and he was one of the circle with which Groves had been in contact in that city. Thus Muller must have gained from Craik and Synge a pretty full and accurate picture of developments in Dublin. Moreover Craik’s and Muller’s links with Groves continued and in Muller’s case (as we shall see) were to become particularly close.

	A few days after his arrival in Teignmouth Muller attended the reopening of Ebenezer Chapel and was greatly impressed by one of those who preached on this occasion. He recorded, ‘though I did not like all he said, yet I saw a gravity and solemnity in him different from the rest’. After the service Muller made enquiries to find out more about this preacher and was invited to Exmouth, where he was staying, to spend ten days with him in the same house. Muller readily accepted the invitation and recorded that ‘through the instrumentality of this brother the Lord bestowed a great blessing upon me, for which I shall have cause to thank Him throughout eternity’. Unfortunately we do not know who ‘this brother’ was: Craik who lived at Shaldon is unlikely to have been staying in Exmouth, and Groves had left England in June; in any case Muller would almost certainly have referred to both these men by name. It is possible that it was Captain Percy Hall. Hall had resigned the rank of Commander in the Navy for conscientious reasons and was an early friend of Darby, Soltau, Harris and Wigram. He had taken part in the prophetic meetings at Aldbury Park in 1827; when Darby arrived in Plymouth in the early 1830s he found that Hall was actively engaged in preaching in the south Devon area. But this is speculation; what is clear, however, is that the development of Muller’s thought during and immediately following his stay in Exmouth reflects the influence of his contacts with infant Brethrenism. First, he accepted the supreme authority of the Bible; and decided that the only way to understand the Scriptures is by the help of the Holy Spirit. It was one summer evening in Devon that he first laid aside his commentaries and gave himself entirely to prayer and meditation over the Bible. He found that he learnt more in a few hours than he had done previously over a period of months; and he found his soul strengthened by doing so. He began to apply the test of Scripture to all that he had learnt at Halle and in London, and concluded that the only valuable ideas were those which stood this test. Secondly, Muller changed his attitude to the doctrine of election. This is the doctrine that God chose Christians ‘before the foundation of the world’ (Ephesians 1:4), that nothing can happen to shake God’s resolve to save them and that once saved they are safe for ever. A few days after arriving in Teignmouth he had called this a ‘devilish doctrine’. He did not believe that he had brought himself to God, ‘for that was too manifestly false; but yet I held, that I might have resisted finally’. He now read the New Testament through with this doctrine in mind. ‘To my great astonishment I found that the passages which speak decidedly for election and persevering grace, were about four times as many as those which speak apparently against these truths; and even those few, shortly after, when I had examined and understood them, served to confirm me in the above doctrines.’ Muller was aware of the danger that the belief that Christians are eternally secure could sanction a careless attitude to holiness, but held that the doctrine was only dangerous if believed in the head and not in the heart. Looking back some years later to the time when he first adopted these views in Teignmouth, he wrote:

	For in the time of temptation, I have been repeatedly led to say: Should I thus sin? I should only bring misery into my soul for a time, and dishonour God; for, being a son of God for ever, I should have to be brought back again, though it might be in the way of severe chastisement. Thus, I say, the electing love of God in Christ (when I have been able to realise it) has often been the means of producing holiness, instead of leading me into sin.

	The third matter on which Muller’s views changed during his stay in Devon was the second coming of Christ. Until that time he had accepted the standard eighteenth-century view which is known as the post-millennial interpretation. On this thesis the thousand years of the millennium would begin with the conversion of the world as a result of a new outpouring of the Holy Spirit, would involve the restoration of the Jews to Palestine, and the overthrow of both pope and Turk. The millennium would then be followed by the second coming. This view naturally excluded the possibility that Christ’s return could occur during the lifetime of anyone living and thus death was regarded as the ‘Christian’s hope’. Muller now decided that this view was ‘vague and unscriptural’; and came to adopt the idea of the pre-millennial return of Christ (now standard amongst evangelical Christians). His acceptance of this view (which involves a ‘futurist’ interpretation of the Book of Revelation) indicates that he had come under the influence of the findings of the Albury Park Conferences of 1826-1830. These meetings, convened by Henry Drummond, and dominated by Edward Irving, were attended by a number of the early Brethren. The studies continued at a series of Conferences in Ireland (1831-33) arranged by Lady Powerscourt (which Muller and Craik attended).

	Muller recorded his adoption of pre-millennialism in the following terms:

	I found in the Word, that we have not the least Scriptural warrant to look for the conversion of the world before the return of our Lord. I found in the Scriptures, that that which will usher in the glory of the church, and uninterrupted joy to the saints, is the return of the Lord Jesus, and that, till then, things will be more or less in confusion. I found in the Word, that the return of Jesus, and not death, was the hope of the apostolic Christians; and that it became me, therefore, to look for His appearing.

	Although Muller had arrived in Devon in a very weak condition, hardly expecting to see London again, his mind was now lifted above thoughts of death to dwell on His Saviour’s return. He began to consider how he could most usefully occupy himself in the meantime.

	In addition to these truths Muller felt that God was leading him to a ‘higher standard of devotedness’ than he had known before. His comments on this in his journal suggest that he had carefully studied and been impressed by Groves’ tract Christian Devotedness: ‘it ill becomes the servant,’ he wrote, ‘to seek to be rich, and great, and honoured in that world, where his Lord was poor, and mean, and despised’.

	All in all he described the change which he experienced during his stay in Devon as being ‘like a second conversion’. In a letter written many years later, Muller wrote of this time as follows:

	I became a believer in the Lord Jesus in the beginning of November 1825 ... For the first four years afterwards, it was for a good part in great weakness; but in July 1829 ... it came with me to an entire and full surrender of heart. I gave myself fully to the Lord. Honour, pleasure, money, my physical powers, my mental powers, all was laid down at the feet of Jesus, and I became a great lover of the Word of God. I found my all in God____

	Muller returned to London in September, determined to share his new insights and enthusiasms with his colleagues. He organised a meeting every morning from six to eight for prayers and Bible reading, at which each man present explained what God had shown him from the Bible portion he had read. One of his fellow students, in particular, shared his enthusiasm for spiritual things. On several evenings, when Muller enjoyed particularly good times of communion with God he went to his friend’s room after midnight and found him in a similar state. The two of them then continued in prayer together until one or two in the morning. Muller would then return to his room, but a few times he felt so full of joy that he hardly slept until six when it was time for him to meet his colleagues again for prayer and fellowship.

	But Muller was not content merely to bask in the blessings of his faith and to share his knowledge of the truth with his Christian friends only. He believed that God had called him to preach the gospel, and was not prepared to wait until he became a fully qualified missionary before he began to work amongst London’s Jews. He wrote his name and address on hundreds of tracts, and, as he gave them out, invited the recipients to come and talk with him about the things of God. He preached at favourite Jewish meeting points and regularly read the Bible to about fifty Jewish boys: he became a teacher in a Sunday School.

	Towards the end of November 1829, Muller began to wonder whether he should continue his connection with the London Society for Promoting Christianity amongst the Jews. At the root of his disenchantment were the same ideas which had been developing during his stay at Teignmouth in the summer. The feeling was growing in his mind that as a servant of Christ he ought to be guided by the Holy Spirit in his missionary endeavours and not by men. One of the requirements of the Committee would be that he should spend the greater part of his time working amongst the Jews. Now Muller loved the Jews, and had already proved this by his work amongst them in London. However it seemed to him that the Scriptural plan for him, on arrival in an area, would be to seek out and work especially among the Jews, but if they rejected the gospel to preach to the Gentiles also.

	If he served with the society, it was likely that he would be sent to the Continent where unordained ministers were generally prevented from working freely. In all conscience he was not prepared to be ordained by men who, he thought, might not even be converted. He felt increasingly sure that he could not work happily with an ‘established’ church which—by definition, it seemed to him—would not accept the Word of God as its final authority.

	By December 12th 1829 he had more or less made up his mind to write to the committee of the Society to make his views known to them. But, typically, he decided to wait a month longer to consider the matter so as to be sure he was taking the right course. Before making his final decision, he travelled again to Devon, leaving London on December 30th 1829, intending to spend a short vacation there. As things turned out, however, he never returned to London as a student.

	He planned to spend a fortnight in Exmouth and determined not to idle away his time. On the first morning he preached at Ebenezer Chapel on the difference between being a Christian and a happy Christian. Several of those present promptly asked him to speak again in the afternoon, which he did and took the opportunity to suggest a meeting in the chapel every morning at ten, when he would expound Paul’s epistle to the Romans.

	On the second day, after his first exposition of Romans, a devout Devonian approached him with a suggestion:

	I have been praying for this month past that the Lord would do something for Lympstone, a large parish where there is little spiritual light. There is a Wesleyan chapel, and I doubt not you would be allowed to preach there.’

	Muller gladly took up the suggestion, and the next day, a Sunday, found him at Lympstone enjoying the rich smells of the mud-flats on the Exe estuary. He had no difficulty in obtaining permission to preach twice that day at the Wesleyan chapel in the village. On most days in the following week he held a meeting ‘in a room with several ladies, for reading the Scriptures with them’; and preached in another village near Exmouth.

	In view of these growing commitments he decided to write straight away to the Committee in London so that while they were making up their minds about him, he could continue to preach. His letter set out what his views on missionary service were before he became connected with the Society and how they had since changed. He said that he owed them a lot for their part in bringing him to England, where he had been so blessed; and that he would be happy in future to serve them without any salary if they would allow him to go from place to place throughout England, as the Lord directed him, and to preach to nominal Christians as well as Jews. He would like to obtain his supplies of Hebrew Scriptures and tracts for the Jews from the Society.

	In reply, he received a ‘very kind private letter from one of the secretaries, who always had been very kind to me’ plus the following official communication from the Committee.

	London Society for promoting Christianity amongst the Jews.

	At a meeting of the Missionary Sub-Committee, held January 27th 1830, Society House, io, Wardrobe Place, Doctors’ Commons, a letter was read from Mr G. F. Muller.

	Resolved that Mr Muller be informed, that while the Committee cordially rejoice in any real progress in knowledge and grace which he may have made under the teaching of the Holy Spirit, they, nevertheless, consider it inexpedient for any society to employ those who are unwilling to submit themselves to their guidance with respect to missionary operations; and that while, therefore, Mr Muller holds his present opinions on that point, the committee cannot consider him as a missionary student; but should more mature reflection cause him to alter that opinion, they will readily enter into further communication with him.

	Thus ended Muller’s connection with the Society which he had come to England to serve. He did not attach any blame to the Society, and always appreciated the help it had been to him; but, at the same time, never regretted the break he had made. He was now free to put into practice his sincere belief ‘A servant of Christ has but one Master’ and to work whenever and wherever his Master directed him.

	After three weeks in Exmouth Muller left for Teignmouth intending to spend ten days with the friends he had made there during his convalescence the previous summer. The journey from Exmouth to Teignmouth is not a long one as the crow flies: Exmouth lies just east of the estuary where the Exe meets the sea, and Teignmouth lies on the other side a few miles to the south-west. But for those, like Muller, unable to fly, the journey involves either a detour of nearly twenty miles to the lowest bringing point of the Exe at Countess Wear, or the use of a tiresome ferry from Exmouth to Starcross. However, the compensation for the weary traveller is the magnificent scenery. There is the fine view across the estuary to Powderham and the woods of Mamhead. And beyond, on the Haldon hills, Belvedere Tower already stood out, in 1830 as it does to-day, a landmark over much of Devon. This was the country which was to become familiar to Muller—not as he thought for ten days or so, but for the next two and a half years. Who would have expected that the young Prussian who had so recently been rejected by the army on grounds of health, and who spoke such broken English, would now make the West Country his home until his death at the close of the century? He travelled to Teignmouth with little more than five pounds in his pocket, no income and no employment. But it was in those two and a half years that George Muller began to learn the lessons which would fit him for the work that lay ahead.

	Training by the Teign

	Teignmouth already had a long history as a small seaport, fishing and market town, when in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth century it became a fashionable seaside resort. Both Keats and Fanny Burney stayed there, among other notables. In 1827, a bridge was opened which linked the town to Shaldon, the charming village on the opposite bank of the Teign estuary where Henry Craik lived.

	Almost immediately on his arrival at Teignmouth, a member of the congregation of Ebenezer Chapel asked Muller whether he would consider becoming their minister to replace the existing one who was leaving. Muller replied that he did not intend to put down roots at any one place, but to travel the country preaching as and where God directed him.

	On his first evening in the area, Henry Craik asked Muller to preach for him at the Baptist chapel in Shaldon. In the congregation that night were three ministers: none of them liked the sermon. But a young lady who had been servant to one of them was converted after the service; Muller could not help reflecting that she had heard her master preach many times.

	Muller preached every night that first week either at Shaldon or Teignmouth. Some of those who listened who had been friendly to him in the summer now turned hostile. Muller concluded ‘That the Lord intended to work through my instrumentality at Teignmouth, and that therefore Satan, fearing this, sought to raise opposition against me’. Nevertheless there were a number who responded to the gospel and became Christians in that first week.

	Despite a degree of opposition, the pressure from a section of the congregation at Ebenezer Chapel for Muller to become their minister increased. And then, after twelve weeks, the whole congregation unanimously invited him to become their pastor. Muller accepted the invitation but made it clear that he would only stay with them for as long as he was sure that this was God’s will. He had not given up his intention to go from place to place as God directed him. The congregation offered him £55 a year, a sum which they later increased as numbers grew. But this method of support was later abandoned as Muller’s views developed. Although he lived at Teignmouth Muller began to preach regularly at Exeter, Topsham, Shaldon, Exmouth, Lympstone, Bishopsteign ton, Chudleigh, Collompton and Newton Abbot.

	At about the beginning of April (1830) Muller went to preach at the select little town of Sidmouth and became involved in a conversation with three equally select ladies. The conversation turned to the subject of baptism and he was asked to give his opinion. Muller who had often spoken against believers’ baptism, replied:

	‘I do not think that I need to be baptised again.’

	One of the ladies who had been baptised as a believer said, ‘Have you ever read the Scriptures, and prayed with reference to this subject?’

	‘No.’

	‘Then I entreat you never to speak any more about it till you have done so.’

	Thus chastened Muller made up his mind to examine the subject. Characteristically he read the New Testament from the beginning looking particularly at references to the disputed matter. He decided that believers only are the proper subjects for baptism, and that immersion is the scriptural pattern. He was especially struck by Acts 8:36-38 and Romans 6:3-5; some time afterwards he was baptised by Henry Craik, and almost all of his friends followed suit sooner or later.

	Devon is a big county—about seventy-five miles from north to south—but news of the able young Prussian who had settled at Teignmouth was spreading rapidly. In the north at Barnstaple, a lawyer, Thomas Pugsley had built a chapel and invited Muller to preach at the opening in June (1830). Muller accepted the invitation and two locals were converted. In fact almost every time Muller now preached there was a response; he commented, ‘So graciously did the Lord condescend to use me, that almost everywhere He blessed the word which I preached, thereby testifying that He had sent me, and thereby also getting glory to Himself in using such an instrument.’

	In that summer of 1830 Muller decided that Ebenezer Chapel should follow the example of the Apostles in Acts 20:7 and observe the Lord’s Supper every Sunday, although he admitted that there is no commandment to do so either from Christ or in the epistles. He decided, too, that it was scriptural, according to Ephesians 4, and Romans 12 etc, ‘that there should be given room for the Holy Ghost to work through any of the brethren whom He pleased to use; that thus one member might benefit the other with the gift which the Lord has bestowed upon him. Accordingly at certain meetings any of the brethren had an opportunity to exhort or teach the rest, if they considered that they had anything to say which might be beneficial to the hearers.’ Thus Ebenezer Chapel, with Midler as pastor, adopted a distinctively Brethren-style observance of the Lord’s Supper. A few weeks earlier the Brethren in Dublin had, at Lord Congleton’s suggestion, hired (in May) a large auction room in Aungier Street; this seems to have been in order that the celebration of the Lord’s Supper should be more of a public witness than it had been when held in Francis Hutchinson’s house. The Plymouth meeting commenced late in 1831 and owing to its size (by 1845 there were about a thousand members) and the fact that it attracted speakers and listeners from all over England, the other assemblies which began to meet on similar lines in various parts of the United Kingdom became known as ‘Plymouth Brethren’.

	In general, it did not remain practical for long for Brethren to continue to be members of their original churches, although in 1832 Darby would still be referred to in newspapers as ‘the Rev. Mr Darby’; in 1834 Bellett described him as ‘all but detached from the Church of England’. One of the first to leave had been Anthony Norris Groves; in one sense, however—despite the fact that he probably has more claim to be regarded as the founder of the movement than anyone else—Groves never really left the Church of England. In December 1828, writing to an Anglican friend, he had put his position like this,

	You say I quitted your communion; if you mean by that, that I do not now break bread with the Church ofEngland, this is not true; but if you mean that I do not exclusively join you, it is quite true, feeling this spirit of exclusiveness to be of the very essence of schism, which the apostle so strongly reproves in the Corinthians.

	I therefore know no distinction, but am ready to break the bread and drink the cup of holy joy with all who love the Lord and will not lightly speak evil of His name. I feel every saint to be a holy person, because Christ dwells in him, and manifests Himself where he worships; and though his faults may be as many as the hairs of his head, my duty still is, with my Lord, to join him as a member of the mystical body, and to hold communion and fellowship with him in any work of the Lord in which he may be engaged.

	This growing conviction of the unity of all believers in Christ was shared by Muller and Craik and influenced them as they played their part in the growth of the movement.

	Throughout that summer of 1830, Muller never refused an opportunity to visit Exeter. It was not only the beauty of the journey along the coast from Teignmouth to Starcross and then up the road by theExe estuary to the county town that he enjoyed. The attraction lay at the end of the journey: Muller had fallen in love. He had never confined his admiration of the Groves family to Anthony, but extended it to the sister who had been left behind in 1829. Mary Groves kept house for a Mrs Hake, an invalid who ran a boarding school at Northernhay House. Muller was sure that it was better for him to be married, and prayed much about the choice of a life’s partner. Miss Groves could hardly have been a more ideal answer to his prayers. She shared her brother’s earnest devotion to her Lord, and fully supported him in his decision to trust in God for material supplies. According to Muller, she played the piano nicely and painted beautifully; and as for providing him with intellectual companionship, she had studied English grammar, geography, history, French, Latin and Hebrew. She could also—should he be interested—teach George a thing or two about astronomy of which she possessed ‘a superior knowledge’. On August 15th he wrote asking her to be his wife; four days later he happened to be in Exeter, and called at Northernhay House. Mary accepted his proposal and they fell to their knees asking God to bless their marriage.

	Another housekeeper was found for Mrs Hake, and the couple were married on October 7th. It was a simple wedding. They walked to St David’s Church for the service which was conducted by the Rev. John Abbot. They then returned with their friends to Northern-hay House and ‘commemorated the Lord’s death; and then I drove off in the stage-coach with my beloved bride to Teignmouth, and next day we went to work for the Lord’.

	Soon after returning to Teignmouth, the newly married couple decided that it was wrong for George to receive a set salary. His salary had been made up by pew-rents, and, as the better seats were more expensive they now took the view that the system engendered unacceptable social discrimination and was contrary to the spirit of James 2:1-6. Therefore all pew-rents were abandoned and all seats made free. At the end of October Muller announced to the church that from then on he would give up his regular salary; he gave his reasons and read Philippians 4. A box was placed in the chapel with a notice saying that anyone who wanted to support Mr and Mrs Muller might put their offerings therein.

	Muller also decided that from that time onwards he would ask no one, not even his fellow Christians in Ebenezer Chapel, to help him financially in any way. There would be no more ‘going to man, instead of going to the Lord’. Muller admitted that this decision ‘required more grace than to give up my salary’. But it was this decision, probably more than anything else, that makes the story of his life from this time so exciting. At this time also they decided to take Luke 12:33 'Sell that ye have, and give alms’ literally and carry out the commandment.

	Throughout their married lives the Mullers never disagreed about the principle or practice of these momentous decisions made at the commencement of their life together. Looking back on this period later Muller wrote, ‘this has been the means of letting us see the tender love and care of our God over His children, even in the most minute things, in a way in which we never experimentally knew them before; and it has, in particular, made the Lord known to us more fully than we knew Him before, as a prayer hearing God’.

	Bishopsteignton is an attractive village on a hill overlooking the Teign estuary with magnificent views over the river and Dartmoor beyond. A number of the congregation at Ebenezer Chapel lived in the village. From the Norman conquest it had belonged to the bishops of Exeter and traditionally was one of their richest manors. But two visitors to the village on November 18th 1830 were not rich. It was nearly three weeks since the Mullers had given up their salary and they were reduced to about eight shillings. (For most of the nineteenth-century, which was remarkably free from inflation, a farm labourer typically earned about 10/- a week.) That morning they had asked God to give them some money.

	They had to visit a lady member of the church who lived in the village. During the conversation, their hostess asked Muller, ‘Do you want any money?’

	‘I told the brethren, dear sister, when I gave up my salary, that I would for the future tell the Lord only about my wants.’

	She replied, ‘But He has told me to give you some money. About a fortnight ago I asked Him, what I should do for Him, and He told me to give you some money; and last Saturday it came again powerfully to my mind, and has not left me since, and I felt it so forcibly last night, that I could not help speaking of it to Brother P.’

	Muller rejoiced when he realised how God had answered their prayers but still thinking it better not to mention their circumstances, he changed the subject to other matters. When they left, the lady gave him two guineas.

	The following week at Exmouth, when they were reduced to about nine shillings Muller prayed again for money and within thirty hours they were given £7 10s from three different sources. Muller commented on the first few weeks after their decision to ask God alone for funds ‘... admire the gentleness of the Lord, that He did not try our faith much at the commencement, but gave us first encouragement and allowed us to see His willingness to help us, before He was pleased to try it more fully’.

	What some would no doubt call Muller’s fanatical principles on the reception of gifts often led to amusing incidents. In March 1831, while staying at Axminster to preach, he was invited to spend a Sunday at Chard in Somerset. On that sort of occasion he was very reluctant to accept any gifts, as he was afraid to give the impression that he preached for money. After one meeting a brother tried to give him some money wrapped in paper, but Muller refused to accept it. However Somerset people are not easily discouraged: this determined saint forced the paper into Muller’s pocket and ran away. Another Chard brother forced him to accept a sovereign, but only after a tussle.

	The brethren at Barnstaple developed some ingenious solutions to the problem of Muller’s reluctance to accept gifts while preaching away from Teignmouth. While Mr and Mrs Muller were there in April 1831 they found a sovereign in Mrs Muller’s handbag which had been put there anonymously. On their return to Teignmouth on May 2nd, when they opened their case, an envelope fell out on to the floor. It contained two sovereigns and threepence. The threepence had obviously been put in to make a noise when the case was emptied.

	When Muller gave up his salary he asked the responsible brethren at Teignmouth to open the box in the hall once a week. However, as these gentlemen either forgot to take it out weekly or were ashamed to bring it to Muller in very small sums, it was usually emptied once in three to five weeks. This was a problem for the Mullers; Muller decided, however, to say nothing about the matter, on principle. But for a while the practice led to some narrow financial scrapes. On Saturday June nth 1831 Muller and Henry Craik returned from Torquay where they had been preaching. (Craik recorded in his diary how powerfully Muller had preached on the Friday.) The Mullers had 9d left. Muller prayed ‘that the Lord would be pleased to impress it on brother Y that we wanted money, so that he might open the box’. Next morning at breakfast the Mullers had just enough butter for a friend and relative who were staying with them. They made no mention of their circumstances, of course, so that their visitors should not feel uncomfortable. After the morning meeting, ‘brother Y’ quite unexpectedly opened the box and gave Muller the contents £1 8s 10½ d, i.e. the equivalent of rather more than two weeks’ wages. Poor brother Y, who had evidently learnt his lesson the hard way, told George that he and his wife had been unable to sleep the previous night for worry that the Mullers might be in need. Muller found it hard to conceal a smile.

	Henry Craik’s way of living was the same as Muller’s and this often deepened their friendship. On June 18th he called on the Mullers and mentioned that he had only had 1½d left. He later returned to their home having been given a sum of money and gave them 10s. They only had 3s left themselves.

	On July 20th a shoulder of mutton and a loaf of bread was sent to the Mullers anonymously. They later discovered that there had been a false rumour spread that they were starving and that therefore an anxious friend had sent these provisions. The truth was that although in the early days they were often brought so low they had not even a penny left, or not enough money to buy more bread when the last of the loaf was on the table, they never ever sat down to a meal without nourishing food on the table. Muller conceded, however, that God sometimes used these false rumours to remind people of their needs.

	On September 10th Muller was given £6 and recorded in his diary that in the previous month he had received £40 plus all sorts of gifts in kind. On November 16th, the Mullers were forced to pray for some meat for dinner as they had no money to buy any. After praying, they opened a parcel which had arrived from Exmouth. Among other things it contained a ham which was ample both for them and a friend who was staying with them.

	It will be remembered that when Muller arrived in London in 1829 his health broke down so that he thought he would die. Though it was now much improved, he was not a hundred per cent fit. On Saturday afternoon, February 18th 1832, he suffered a haemorrhage in his stomach and lost a good deal of blood. He was not unduly alarmed. Next day on the Sunday morning, two brethren from Ebenezer who had heard of the occurrence called at the house to ask about Muller’s arrangements for the day. Some of the brethren were in the habit of preaching in four neighbouring villages but they presumed that one of them would have to stay at Ebenezer to substitute for Muller while he remained ill. Muller asked them to call again in an hour when he would give them his answer. After they had gone, Muller prayed; and God gave him the faith to get up. He made up his mind to go to the morning meeting. Even walking the short distance to the chapel tired him out but he was able to preach and his voice was as strong and loud as usual. At lunch time, a medical friend called and pleaded with him not to preach in the afternoon as it might seriously injure him. Muller agreed that under normal circumstances it would indeed be foolish, but, he said, God had given him the faith to carry on. He preached again in the afternoon, after which his medical friend called again and begged him not to preach in the evening. But the doctor was no match for the faith of the stubborn Prussian; he preached yet again in the evening. After the meeting, he returned home and went straight to bed; the time had come when even he knew when enough was enough.

	Next morning he rose early and spent a normally busy day. On the Wednesday, after attending a meeting in the morning, he walked the six miles with two brethren to Newton Abbot and then rode to Plymouth. Strangely, this odd form of convalescence worked, for on the Thursday, he felt as well as he had before the haemorrhage. He wrote: 1 could not say, that, if such a thing should happen again, I would act in the same way; for when I have been not nearly so weak as when I had broken the blood vessel, having no faith, I did not preach; yet if it were to please the Lord to give me faith, I might be able to do the same, though even still weaker than at the time just spoken of.’

	At this time, Muller frequently prayed with sick believers until they were restored. He would ask God, unconditionally, for the blessing of health; later in his life, he gave up the practice of asking unconditionally for this blessing. Nearly always, his prayers were answered, but on some occasions they were not. Muller drew a distinction between the ‘gift’ and ‘grace’ of faith. He believed that at this time of his life he was given in some cases the ‘gift’ of faith so that unconditionally he could ask and expect the answer. With the ‘gift’ of faith, Muller believed that he was able to do something which if he had not done, or had not believed, would not have been sinful. But with the ‘grace’ of faith, Muller believed a man could do something or believe something, respecting which he had the word of God to rest upon, and which if he had not done, or believed, would have been sinful. For instance, it would need the ‘gift’ of faith to believe that a seriously ill person would be restored, for there is no promise that he should be; but it simply needs the ‘grace’ of faith to believe that God will give us the necessities of life if we seek first the Kingdom of God and his righteousness, for this is promised in Matthew 6.

	On April 8th 1832 Muller wrote in his diary:

	‘I have again felt much this day that Teignmouth is no longer my place, and that I shall leave it.’

	Since the previous August he had begun to feel that his work at Teignmouth was done and that he should move. He wondered whether his gift was not more to travel from place to place trying to bring Christians back to the Bible, than to remain in one place as a pastor. Moreover, he found that wherever he went he seemed to preach with more power and enjoyment than at Teignmouth, which was the opposite to his experience in his early days in the town. Also he tended now to attract larger congregations outside Teignmouth than on his home ground.

	On April 13th Henry Craik, who was on a working visit to Bristol (attracting large crowds to Gideon Chapel to hear him) wrote to Muller inviting him to come and help him. He replied that he would come if he clearly saw it to be God’s will. After preaching at Ebenezer Chapel on the evening of the 15th April Muller announced to his flock that he might soon leave them. He reminded them of his warning when he had become their pastor that he would stay only as long as he felt it was God’s will so to do. There was a lot of weeping; but Muller was by this time sure he knew God’s will.

	On April 19th, Muller preached the last of his regular weekly sermons at Torquay, and the following day left Teignmouth to join Craik at Bristol. Muller and Craik spent ten days together in Bristol, preaching in Gideon and Pithay Chapels and also in a ship called the Clifton Ark which had been made into a place of worship. Their visit was an undoubted success and there were many striking conversions; they felt sure that God was indicating His will for them to work in Bristol. On the evening of April 29th they held a meeting at Gideon Chapel. It was the last service of their visit and Henry Craik preached. The aisles, the pulpit stairs and the vestry were packed, and hundreds were turned away when no further square inches could be found. They left Bristol the following day: dozens of people pressed them to return and several had tears in their eyes. One brother promised that he would rent Bethesda Chapel for them at his own expense.

	The 2nd May found them back at Teignmouth.

	On the 18th May, while Muller was praying about Bristol, a message arrived for him to visit Henry Craik. Craik told him that the congregation of Gideon Chapel, Bristol, had written accepting an offer the two men had made to work amongst them under certain conditions which they had laid down. These were: that they would preach and work amongst them not according to a fixed pastoral relationship governed by any rules of the congregation, but as they themselves interpreted God’s will; that pew-rents should be abolished; and that they would continue the practice they had established at Teignmouth with regard to their financial support.

	On May 21st, Muller began to call in turn on each member of the congregation at Ebenezer to say his farewells. It was a trying day, with a lot more weeping. That night he wrote in his diary: ‘Were I not so fully persuaded that it is the will of God we should go to Bristol, I should have been hardly able to bear it’. The following day was spent in similar fashion and was no less emotional for all concerned.

	On 23rd May, Muller left Teignmouth for Exeter with his wife and father-in-law. Henry Craik followed the next day. They arrived in Bristol on the evening of May 25th 1832. Just before they left Teignmouth they had been given £15 without which they could not have afforded to make the journey.

	Muller had spent two years and five months at Teignmouth. When he arrived, the congregation of Ebenezer Chapel had numbered eighteen, when he left it numbered fifty-one. Both men had gained invaluable pastoral experience which would be stretched to the full as they worked amongst far larger congregations in Bristol; and both of them, too, had learned to depend on God alone for their needs. Muller was still only twenty-six when he arrived in Bristol and his maturity is perhaps one of the most striking features of the story so far; but he would need sterling character indeed to carry out the work God planned for him.

	


Chapter Five, The Bell Tolls

	High above the Avon Gorge, where Bristolians enjoy fresh channel breezes, a new foundation stone had been laid eleven months before the Mullers came to Bristol. But soon after Lady Elton had performed the ceremony in June 1831 funds ran low and work on Brunei’s daring suspension bridge came to a temporary halt. In fact it was not until after the designer’s death in 1859 that the bridge was completed carrying a new road nearly 250 feet above the Avon to link Clifton with the suburbs at Leigh Woods and Failand.

	Magnificent as they are, the high cliffs of the gorge had the awkward habit of depriving a ship of wind; add to this the hazards of the Avon’s steep mudbanks and a Bristol fog and you begin to understand why already by the turn of the century the city had begun to lose its place as England’s second port to Liverpool with its miles of easily accessible estuary. And then, in 1833, a year after Muller’s arrival, the emancipation of the West Indian slaves dealt Bristol a blow which hastened the decline of the city in the early Victorian era. Isambard Kingdom Brunei, however, did much to maintain the prestige of the city by his completion of the Great Western Railway and his construction in Bristol of the steam-ships ‘Great Western’ and ‘Great Britain’—the latter built of iron and driven by propellers.

	Unlike another of Bristol’s famous philanthropists, Edward Colston, who was born in Bristol but spent most of his life in London, Muller now made his home there until his death in 1898. After their arrival Muller and Craik spent nearly a fortnight looking for lodgings. Nothing seemed to be either plain or cheap enough and so, on the 4th June, they decided to make the matter the subject of serious prayer. Very quickly, they found suitable rooms. Muller wrote, ‘They are the plainest and cheapest we can find, but still too good for servants of Jesus, our Master had not where to lay His head’. They paid 18s a week for two sitting-rooms, three bedrooms, ‘coals and attendance’. Craik lived with the Mullers at this time.

	By the end ofjune the way had become clear for Muller and Craik to work in the heart of Bristol at Bethesda chapel in Great George Street; this was in addition to their prior arrangement to work at Gideon Chapel in Newfoundland Street. Bethesda was large and modem, built a few years earlier by a group led by a seceding clergyman, Mr Cowan. The congregation, however, had recently broken up as a result of false teaching. The offer for Muller and Craik to take the empty building gave them an opportunity to build up a work on their own lines, as they interpreted Scripture. A local supporter provided the first year’s rent, and they began to preach at Bethesda on July 6th 1832.

	Recalling those early days at Bethesda, W. Elfe Tayler wrote (in 1866): ‘They preached alternately—one Lord’s day Mr Craik preached in the morning, and Mr Muller in the evening; the next Lord’s day the order was reversed. From the first they attracted great attention; the chapel, especially at night, was crowded to excess. No doubt this was owing, in some degree, to certain peculiarities connected with their ministry. They are neither of them Englishmen, — the one being a Scotchman, the other a German, with a strong accent and pronunciation’. Muller saw the funny side of this bonus attraction of his sermons; after one Bristolian was converted, he recorded that she came to hear him preach ‘merely out of curiosity to hear my foreign accent, some words having been mentioned to her which I did not pronounce properly. Scarcely had she entered the chapel, when she was led to see herself a sinner’.

	It was during July 1832 that Muller and Craik began the practice, which they never abandoned, of setting aside evenings when people could come to the vestry to talk with them individually. On the first of these evenings there were so many enquirers that the two pastors were there for well over four hours.

	Not many weeks passed after their arrival in Bristol, before Muller and Craik found their time almost fully taken up with pastoral work. Muller realised that he would have to make time for quiet lest his own spiritual life should suffer. On the evening of July 18th lie wrote in his diary ‘To-day I spent the whole morning in the vestry, to procure a quiet season. This has now for some time been the only way, on account of the multiplicity of engagements, to make sure of time for prayer, reading the Word and meditation.’

	July 1832 was also the month that cholera broke out in Bristol. By mid-August, the outbreak had reached horrifying proportions and between two and three hundred people met (at 6 a.m.) in Gideon Chapel to pray for relief from the suffering.

	On August 24th Henry Craik wrote in his diary: ‘Our neighbour, Mrs Williams, a few yards from us, was attacked about 3 this morning, and died about 3 in the afternoon. Her husband was also attacked and is not expected to recover. The bell is incessantly tolling; it is an awful time.’ The same evening Muller recorded: ‘Just now, ten in the evening, the funeral bell is ringing, and has been ringing the greater part of this evening. It rings almost all day ... If this night I should be taken in the cholera, my only hope and trust is in the blood of Jesus Christ shed for the remission of all my many sins.’

	Both men displayed courage throughout and carried on their pastoral work undaunted, visiting many cholera victims day and night; throughout September the epidemic showed no signs of abating.

	In the midst of all this danger, Mary Muller was due to have a baby. On September 16th, as labour began, she became very ill. (Her illness was not connected with the epidemic). Muller spent the whole night in prayer; next day Mary gave birth to a daughter. Despite everything, mother and child did well. They called the little girl Lydia and she was in fact their only child to survive infancy.

	A week later Muller wrote:

	Last night brother Craik and I were called out of bed to a poor woman ill in the cholera. She was suffering intensely. We never saw a case so distressing. We could hardly say anything to her on account of her loud cries. I felt as if the cholera was coming upon me. We commended ourselves into the hands of the Lord when we came home, and He mercifully preserved us. The poor woman died to-day.

	By the beginning of October, the epidemic had passed its peak and Muller and Craik were able to set aside a day for thanksgiving. Miraculously, only one of the members of Bethesda and Gideon had died during the course of the outbreak.

	Craik’s first wife had died young early in 1832 at Teignmouth. On 20th October he remarried. For this reason, and as a result of the birth of Lydia, their first lodgings became too small. Jut as they began to think about this problem, the house belonging to Gideon chapel was unexpectedly given up by the tenant. The church then offered it to Muller and Craik, and suggested that they should furnish it for them. The two men objected to this, fearing that it would be a financial burden. However several of the brethren insisted, and Muller and Craik, having prayed over the matter, accepted the offer on condition that the furniture was very plain. The house was furnished, and Muller recorded that ‘the love of the brethren had done it more expensively than we wished it.’

	On May 27th 1833, the two churches at Gideon and Bethesda met together for tea. It was the first of many such occasions and Muller loved them—not least because, as he said, ‘they give us a sweet foretaste of our meeting together at the marriage supper of the Lamb’. The two congregations prayed together and sang, and Muller made it clear that ‘any brother has an opportunity to speak what may tend to the edification of the rest’.

	It was just twelve months since he had arrived in Bristol, and as he looked at the crowd gathered in the hall, Muller thought about the year that had passed. Bethesda already had sixty members; and nearly fifty new members had joined the congregation at Gideon. He knew of sixty-five people who had been converted under the preaching of Craik and himself. Many ‘backsliders’ had regained their first love for Christ and a number of Christians had been strengthened in their faith. Surely, Muller thought, this was proof enough that it had been God’s will for them to come to Bristol.

	All this time Muller was living in the way to which he had become accustomed at Teignmouth—depending on God for his needs and those of his family. During his second summer in Bristol (1833) he carefully recorded his gifts both large and small:

	June 22. A brother sent a hat to brother Craik, and one to me, as a token of his love and gratitude, like a thank-offering, as he says.

	This is now the fourth hat which the Lord has kindly sent me successively, whenever, or even before, I needed one. Between August 19th and 27th was sent to us, by several individuals, a considerable quantity of fruit. How very kind of the Lord, not merely to send us the necessaries of life, but even such things as, on account of the weakness of our bodies, or the want of appetite, we might have desired! Thus the Lord has sent wine or porter [beer] when we required it; or, when there was want of appetite, and, on account of the poverty of our brethren, we should not have considered it right to spend money upon such things, He has kindly sent fowls, game, etc, to suit our appetite. We have, indeed, not served a hard Master.

	By the end of December 1833 over three years had passed since Muller’s decision never to ask anybody for anything he needed, but to rely on God alone. In the first of those three years he had received just over £150, in the second nearly £200 and in 1833: £267 15s. 8£d—Muller’s accounts never lacked precision!

	Early in January, 1834, somebody discovered that thieves had broken into Gideon Chapel. Muller kept his sense of humour and recorded in his diary: ‘They had broken it open, but were either smitten with blindness, so as not to see a certain door which had been left unlocked, or were disturbed before accomplishing their design; for there was nothing missing.’

	But the chief significance of 1834 is that it was the year in which Muller and Craik founded the ‘Scriptural Knowledge Institution for Home and Abroad’, which still flourishes today despite its unimaginative title. The three aims of the Institution were first, to assist and establish Day Schools, Sunday Schools and Adult Schools in which scriptural teaching was given; second, to distribute Bibles; and third, to aid missionary work. The last of these three objects is the most well-known today: and the Institution currently sends about £30,000 abroad annually.

	In March 1834 Muller and Craik addressed a public meeting at which they outlined the principles on which they intended the body should run:

	... We never intend to ask unconverted persons of rank or wealth to countenance this Institution, because this, we consider, would be dishonourable to the Lord. In the name of our God we set up our banners (Psalm 20:5); He alone shall be our Patron, and if He helps us we shall prosper, and if He is not on our side, we shall not succeed.

	We do not mean to ask unbelievers for money;(2 Corinthians 6:14-18); though we do not feel ourselves warranted to refuse their contributions, if they, of their own accord should offer them (Acts 28:2-10). We reject altogether the help of unbelievers in managing or carrying on the affairs of the Institution (2 Corinthians 6:14-18).

	We intend never to enlarge the field of labour by contracting debts (Romans 13:8), and afterwards appealing to the Church of Christ for help, because this we consider to be opposed both to the letter and the spirit of the New Testament; but in secret prayer, God helping us, we shall carry the wants of the Institution to the Lord, and act according to the means that God shall give.

	We do not mean to reckon the success of the Institution by the amount of money given, or the number of Bibles distributed, but by the Lord’s blessing upon the work; and we expect this, in the proportion in which He shall help us to wait upon Him in prayer.

	In the first seven months of its existence, the Institution provided for about 120 children to be taught in Sunday Schools, 40 adults in an Adult School and over 200 children to be taught in two Day Schools. One thousand Bibles and New Testaments were circulated and ^57 was sent abroad to missionaries.

	On 19th March, Mary Muller gave birth to a son whom they called Elijah—‘My God is Jehovah’. For this reason, after living for nearly two years with the Craiks, George and Mary decided that they and Lydia and Elijah should live in a house of their own. Thus on May 15th they moved into No. 21 Paul Street, an end of terrace house in High Kingsdown. The house was solid but not beautiful. Nine steps led up to the front door on the first floor above a basement; there were four storeys in all. At the back of the house was a small garden which Muller was to use for prayer and meditation. In the eighteenth century Kingsdown had been a much sought-after suburb of the city, popular with merchants made wealthy by the slave trade. But by Muller’s day it was considered less desirable and had become a little scruffy. (No. 21 has fairly recently been pulled down and in its place is a new housing development’.) The Mullers received several substantial sums to help with furnishing the new house and also some carpeting.

	Two diary entries in the autumn of 1834 show that Muller’s personal needs were still well provided for: ‘September 18. A brother, a tailor, was sent to measure me for new clothes. My clothes are again getting old, and it is therefore very kind of the Lord to provide thus. September 25. A brother sent me a new hat to-day.’ Surviving photographs suggest that he was normally smartly dressed; there is no indication of shabbiness.

	At the end of 1834 Muller recorded that his income had been nearly £230 and that he had received gifts in kind worth about £60. Bethesda chapel now numbered 125 and Gideon, 132. Of these, over one hundred souls had been converted under Muller and Craik’s preaching.

	Muller spent a few months in Germany early in 1835 staying mostly at Heimersleben with his father and brother. Herr Muller was keen to hear about secular things in England which his son had scarcely mentioned in his letters—so much so that his father asked whether it was forbidden in England to send letters abroad dealing with such matters. By the middle of April Muller was back at Bristol to find Henry Craik suffering from inflammation of the wind-pipe and unable to preach. In May Craik travelled to Devon for a change of air.

	June 1835 was a sad month for the Mullers—especially for Mary. On the 22nd she lost her father, and on the 26th their son Elijah, now fifteen months old, died of pneumonia. Muller wrote:

	My prayer last evening was that God would be pleased to support my dear wife under trial, should he remove the little one; and to take him soon to Himself, thus sparing him from suffering. I did not pray for the child’s recovery. It was but two hours after that the dear little one went home. The eldest and the youngest the Lord has thus removed from our family in the same week. My dear Mary feels her loss much, yet is greatly supported.

	It is not clear why Muller did not pray for Elijah’s recovery. According to his distinction between the ‘gift’ and ‘grace’ of faith, this was the sort of situation where, early in his Christian life, he sometimes received, the ‘gift of faith’—that is he felt able to ask God unconditionally for the blessing of health. It appears that on this occasion he did not feel able so to do. On the day before Elijah died Muller simply recorded in his journal, ‘The Lord’s holy will be done concerning the dear little one.’ And several years later, he wrote: ‘When the Lord took from me a beloved infant, my soul was at peace, perfectly at peace; I could only weep tears of joy when I did weep. And why? Because my soul laid hold in faith on that word: “Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven”. Matthew 19:14. Believing, therefore, as I did, upon the ground of this word, my soul rejoiced, instead of mourning, that my beloved infant was far happier with the Lord, than with me.’

	Financial worries followed these losses. Early in July Muller wrote: ‘Our taxes are due, and may be called for any day, and for the first time we have no money to pay them, as we were obliged, on account of our late afflictions, to spend the money which we had put by for them. May the Lord in mercy provide.’ Two anxious days followed before Muller could record: ‘I was enabled to-day, by the free-will offerings through the boxes, and by what I had left, to pay the taxes before they were called for. How kind of the Lord to answer my prayer so soon.’

	This was not the end, however, of a period of successive trials for the Mullers during 1835. In the middle of July Muller developed severe indigestion and a weakness in his chest; Craik was still in Devon convalescing but Muller was forced nevertheless to cancel his public speaking engagements for a few days. His doctor confirmed that he was suffering from a stomach disorder. At the end of the month the problem of Muller and Craik’s illnesses was eased to some extent when an ex-Anglican clergyman joined them in the work of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution and in the course of the following twelve months substantially enlarged the work.

	Craik returned from Devon in mid-August but was still unable to speak very much, despite a considerable improvement in his general health. On August 24th Muller wrote: ‘I feel very weak, and suffer more than before from the disease. I am in doubt whether to leave Bristol entirely for a time. I have no money to go away for a change of air. I have had an invitation to stay for a week with a sister in the country, and I think of accepting the invitation, and going tomorrow.’ Two days later he wrote: ‘To-day I had £5 given to me for the express purpose of using change of air’. Shortly afterwards he received another £10 for the same purpose.

	At the beginning of September Muller travelled with Mary, Lydia and one servant whom they now employed, to Portishead where he settled down to read Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, feeling too weak for talking, walking or writing. The book refreshed him; and as his strength returned he took to horse riding in the country. However, he soon began to feel depressed and bored with ‘having for my chief employment eating and drinking, walking, bathing, and taking horse exercise ... I would rather be again in the midst of the work in Bristol, if my Lord will condescend to use His most unworthy servant.’

	On September 15th Muller discovered that the person from whom he was hiring his horse had no licence, and decided that as a Christian he could ride the animal no longer. On the same day he received a pressing invitation from friends in the Isle of Wight to stay with them at their house in Niton near Ventnor; funds, however, were too low to enable the whole family to make the journey. But the next day Muller unexpectedly received £6 13s which was owing to him and a letter containing a present of £2—more than enough for the trip.

	They spent just over three weeks on the Isle of Wight. Muller read some more biographies of martyrs of the English reformation and John Newton’s autobiography. The 27th September was Muller’s 30th birthday and in reflective mood he wrote, ‘I feel myself an unprofitable servant. How much more might I have lived for God than I have done!’

	Before retiring to bed on September 29th Muller felt able to pray, for the first time during his illness, that God would restore his health. He wrote in his diary, ‘I now long to go back again to Bristol, yet without impatience, and feel assured that the Lord will strengthen me to return to it.’ At the end of another week, he was able to record, ‘My strength has been during the last days increasing, but I feel still the symptoms of indigestion. I have been able to speak several times at family prayer, and to expound the Scriptures to the school children, without suffering in consequence of it.’ On October 15th they returned from the Isle of Wight to Bristol; Muller was fit again and about to embark on the great adventure of faith which would make him famous.

	


Chapter Six, A Visible Proof

	What an excellent example of the power of dress young Oliver Twist was! Wrapped in the blanket which had hitherto formed his only covering, he might have been the child of a nobleman or a beggar; —it would have been hard for the haughtiest stranger to have fixed his station in society. But now that he was enveloped in the old calico robes, which had grown yellow in the same service, he was badged and ticketed, and fell into his place at once— a parish child—the orphan of a workhouse—the humble half-starved drudge—to be cuffed and buffeted through the world-despised by all, and pitied by none.

	Oliver cried lustily. If he could have known that he was an orphan, left to the tender mercies of churchwardens and overseers, perhaps he would have cried the louder.

	Thus, in Oliver Twist (1837), Charles Dickens drew the British public’s attention to the desperate plight of orphans. The book levelled a series of charges against the Poor Law Amendment Act of 1834, which The Times in 1836 attacked as ‘that appalling machine ... for wringing the hearts of forlorn widowhood, for refusing crust to famished age, for imprisoning the orphan in workhouse dungeons and for driving to prostitution the friendless and unprotected girl’. The main aim of the new act was to stop the benevolent Allowance Systems—under which labourers’ wages were supplemented to subsistence level by contribution to the Poor rate—by abolishing relief to the able-bodied outside the workhouses. No able-bodied man would receive assistance unless he entered a workhouse; the workhouses themselves were to be, in the words of Edwin Chadwick ‘uninviting places of wholesome restraint’. Conditions in the work-houses became a social disgrace; and the children ‘imprisoned’ within their walls became quickly demoralised by the decrepit, insane and handicapped adults who also lived there.

	Leah and Harriet Culliford lived in Bristol in 1835: Leah was five and Harriet nine. The girls’ parents were poor and—like so many of their contemporaries—had fallen victim to tuberculosis. Medical science was powerless to help: the future for poor Leah and Harriet was grim, if they could expect little from the State to compensate them for the loss of both their parents, the attitude of the public was, in general, equally unsympathetic. Dickens’ charge that orphans were ‘despised by all, and pitied by none’ is well illustrated by a letter which appeared in the Bristol Mirror and General Advertiser on Saturday June 23rd 1849:

	‘The Begging Nuisance’

	... It was only a day or two ago I was returning from Bristol, when I saw a woman—whom, from the number of children she had about her, I should imagine an Irish woman—exposing to public gaze a leg and foot in the most loathsome state of disease, and this, too, in one of the principal thoroughfares in Bristol— Park Street! There is also a little girl I see almost daily, with a wooden leg, who, to convince you she is not an impostor, shows you the stump of her amputated limb. This little girl I think one of the most hardened beggars I ever came into contact with. She seems to know the tactics of the police quite as well as the Superintendent himself, for, if you tell her you will give her in charge of the first policeman you meet with, she will laugh, as much as to say— ‘You may, if you can meet one’, and still importune. Now, Sir, I need not say what distressing effects such sights as those cited above may have upon females in a certain critical state of health, not to say a word about the disgust excited in all. To say the least wherever the fault is, the inhabitants and visitors of a fashionable place like Clifton, and the wealthy citizens of the second city in England, should be able to take their recreation without having their nerves and senses shocked by such shocking and revolting sights ... Allow me to subscribe myself, dear Mr Editor. A CONSTANT READER Clifton, June 20th 1849

	It is surely not possible that such a harsh attitude to poverty can have been typical in the first half of the nineteenth century; but the fact that the editor printed the letter without comment is significant.

	If the State did little, and the public were unsympathetic, what could Leah and Harriet—and their many contemporaries in a similar plight—expect from charitable institutions? In 1835 orphanages supported by private charity were rare. Dr Barnardo founded his first home in 1866, and Spurgeon followed in 1867; the National Children’s Home was founded in 1869 and Mr Fegan began his work in 1870. (Both Barnardo and Fegan were members of the Brethren.) The Church of England Children’s Society (then ‘Waifs and Strays’) began in 1881. But in 1835 private orphan homes were regarded as revolutionary experiments.

	In the whole of England and Wales it is possible to trace a dozen orphanages which date back to the 1830s or earlier. They were all small and there was none in Bristol. Eight of the orphanages were in London and the other four in the Home Counties. But even if the Cullifords had lived in this area they would still have been ineligible for nearly all the homes. In the first place, they would have been barred for reasons of expense. Only one of the twelve homes— known as King Edward’s Schools, Southwark—was intended for destitute children and required no payment; the other eleven homes stipulated that admission was by election by subscribers or by purchase of annual or life subscriptions. The cost of a life subscription ranged from about £100 to £250. Secondly, the Cullifords would have been barred from most of the homes on grounds of class. For instance, the British Orphan Asylum made it clear that it was for ‘children of middle-class parents... who in their life time were in a position to provide a liberal education for their children’ and the Royal Asylum of St Anne’s Society advertised itself as existing to help children of ‘parents who have seen better days, and have moved in a superior station in life’. The Infant Orphan Asylum at Wanstead, Essex, was prepared to accept children from all parts of the British dominions, but only ‘children who are respectably descended’. Its prospectus boasted that ‘of the children on the foundation many are the orphans of clergyman, officers, and professional men’. In fact ‘no candidate is admitted whose parents have not filled respectable positions in society and, ceteris paribus, its eligibility is proportionate to the former respectability of its family.’ The London Orphan Asylum made it clear that ‘Children of domestic or agriculture servants and of journeymen tradesmen are ineligible’. Many of the homes refused to accept children who were in any way diseased or deformed; some refused those who could not read, and a number barred children whose parents had at any time received parish relief. Once again, the only institution which made no restrictions on grounds of class or creed was King Edward’s Schools which had been founded in Southwark in 1830. Maintained by the funds of Bridewell hospital it had room for 500 children from any part of the United Kingdom. The minimum age for entry was twelve.

	But even this forward-looking institution could do little to alleviate what had become one of Britain’s major social problems. It was a problem, however, which in the closing months of 1835 began increasingly to occupy the thoughts of one citizen of Bristol. While a student at Halle in 1826 Muller had lodged for two months in one of the great orphan houses built by the German ‘Pietist’ Professor A. H. Franke in the late seventeenth century. He never forgot the experience; and late in 1835 he was particularly reminded of Franke’s work. Muller’s diary contains the following entries:

	November 20. This evening I took tea at a sister’s house, where I found Franke’s life. I have frequently, for a long time, thought of labouring in a similar way, though it might be on a much smaller scale; not, to imitate Franke, but in reliance upon the Lord. May God make it plain! November 21. To-day I have had it very much impressed on my heart, no longer merely to think about the establishment of an Orphan-House, but actually to set about it, and I have been very much in prayer respecting it, in order to ascertain the Lord’s mind ... November 23. To-day I had £10 sent from Ireland for our Institution. Thus the Lord, in answer to prayer, has given me, in a few days, about £50. I had asked for only £40. This has been a great encouragement to me, and has still more stirred me up to think and pray about the establishment of an Orphan-House ... November 25.1 have been again much in prayer yesterday and to-day about the Orphan-House, and am more and more convinced that it is of God. May He in mercy guide me!

	Muller spent many hours during the next fortnight praying about his proposed orphanage. Repeatedly he examined his motives for the undertaking. He asked himself whether the whole idea did not originate in a desire to win glory for himself. He called on Henry Craik so that his friend could have the opportunity of probing his heart. Craik duly probed; but found nothing to which he could take exception. Indeed his verdict was encouraging.

	Muller’s concern for the plight of orphans in nineteenth-century England began rather more than a year before Dickens popularised the situation in Oliver Twist. There can be no doubt either about the tragic proportions of the problem or that Muller’s anxiety was genuine. When he first arrived in Bristol he had been deeply moved by the common sight of children begging in the streets; and when they knocked on his own door he longed to do something positive to help. In October 1834, too, he had recorded in his journal his distress on hearing an ‘account of a poor litde orphan boy, who for some time attended one of our schools, and who seems there, as far as we can judge, to have been brought to a real concern about his soul... and who some time ago was taken to the poor-house some miles out of Bristol’. The entry concludes, ‘May this, if it be the Lord’s will, lead me to do something also for the supply of the temporal wants of poor children, the pressure of which has occasioned this poor boy to be taken away from our school!’ But there was another equally important reason why Muller contemplated founding an orphanage: he wanted to demonstrate to the world that there is reality in the things of God.

	As he visited the members of his two congregations in Bristol he discovered repeatedly that people needed to have their faith strengthened. On one occasion he visited a man who was in the habit of working at his trade for nearly sixteen hours every day. His health was suffering and his Christian faith meant little to him. Muller suggested that if he worked less, his health would improve and he would have more time to read his Bible and pray; his spiritual condition would then improve. The reply was sceptical:

	‘But if I work less, I do not earn enough for the support of my family. Even now, whilst I work so much, I have scarcely enough. The wages are so low, that I must work hard in order to obtain what I need.’

	Muller thought, ‘This is not trust in God. This is not belief in the words of Christ, “Seek ye first the Kingdom of God, and His righteousness: and all these things shall be added unto you”.’ He replied:

	‘My dear brother, it is not your work which supports your family, but the Lord; and He who has fed you and your family when you could not work at all, on account of illness, would surely provide for you and yours, if, for the sake of obtaining food for your inner man, you were to work only for so many hours a day, as would allow you proper time for retirement. And is it not the case now, that you begin the work of the day after having had only a few hurried moments for prayer; and when you leave off your work in the evening, and mean then to read a little of the word of God, are you not too much worn out in body and mind, to enjoy it, and do you not often fall asleep whilst reading the Scriptures, or whilst on your knees in prayer?’

	As he waited for the reply, Muller looked at his friend’s expression. It was clear that the man agreed that the advice was sound; but yet there was doubt. He was not fully prepared to take God at his word.

	‘How ... how should I get on? How should I get on if I carried out your advice?’

	Muller was not annoyed. He was sad. He thought, ‘How I long that I had something to which I could point this brother! Something that would act 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, in our day as formerly, to all who put their trust in Him.’

	Sometimes Muller met businessmen who professed to be Christians yet who were conducting their affairs in a way which was less than honest. In consequence they suffered, amongst other things, from guilty consciences. Some excused their actions by reference to the fierceness of competition or the depression of trade, and maintained that if they carried on their business according to the Bible, it would not do well. Only rarely was a stand made for God; only rarely was there a determination to trust Him for everything. In these cases, too, Muller longed to demonstrate that God had not changed: that He would reward those who did not ‘regard iniquity in their hearts’. Muller had proved God in his own life; he was anxious that others should enjoy the same experience. He wrote, ‘I judged myself bound to be the servant of the Church of Christ, in the particular point on which I had obtained mercy: namely, in being able to take God by His word and to rely upon it.’ He felt that God had used his encounters with Christians who lacked assurance and conviction in their lives ‘to awaken in my heart the desire of setting before the church at large, and before the world, a proof that He had not in the least changed; and this seemed to me best done, by the establishing of an Orphan-House. It needed to be something which could be seen, even by the natural eye’.

	Muller had decided to embark upon an adventure, far more daring, far more exciting even than the construction by Brunei of his mighty bridge at Clifton. He put the challenge that faced him like this.

	Now, if I, a poor man, simply by prayer and faith, obtained, without asking any individual, [Muller’s italics] 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.

	Was the most important consideration which led Muller to found an orphan-home a desire to ease the orphans’ plight, or an attempt to demonstrate God’s reality? Let Muller answer:

	I certainly did from my heart desire to be used by God to benefit the bodies of poor children, bereaved of both parents, and seek, in other respects, with the help of God, to do them good for this life;—I also particularly longed to be used by God in getting the dear orphans trained up in the fear of God;—but still, the first and primary object of the work was that God might be magnified by the fact, that the orphans under my care are provided, with all they need, only by prayer and faith, without anyone being asked by me or my fellow-labourers, whereby it may be seen, that God is FAITHFUL STILL, and HEARS PRAYER STILL.

	One evening that December (1835), Muller was struck by the words in Psalm 81:10, ‘Open thy mouth wide, and I will fill it’. Until that evening, although he had prayed much about the pros and cons of establishing an orphanage, he had not prayed specifically that God would provide the means to do so. But on reading this psalm he felt led to apply the Scripture to the needs of the orphan-house. He asked. God to provide the premises, one thousand pounds and suitable people to look after the children.

	Muller had learnt to rely on God alone for the needs of his own family. Now he looked to Him to house, feed and clothe an altogether larger and needier family; he dared to ask God to give further proof of his reality and love.

	


Chapter Seven, ‘Whose is the Gold and the Silver’

	‘December 7. To-day I received the first shilling for the Orphan-House. Afterwards I received another shilling from a German brother. December 9. This afternoon the first piece of furniture was given—a large wardrobe.’

	On the evening of the 9th Muller addressed a meeting at which he outlined his proposals for the orphanage. He made it clear that the home would only be established if God provided the means and suitable people to run it. But, he said, ‘... I have been led more and more to think that the matter may be of Him. Now, if so, he can influence His people in any part of the world, (for I do not look to Bristol, nor even to England, but to the living God, whose is the gold and the silver), to intrust me and brother C —r, whom the Lord lias made willing to help me in this work, with the means’. Under no circumstances would any individual ever be asked for money or materials. There would be no charge for admission and no restriction of entry on grounds of class or creed.

	All who would be engaged as masters, matrons, and assistants would have to be both true believers and appropriately qualified for the work. Only children bereaved of both parents would be received. Girls would be brought up for service, boys for a trade; they would be employed ‘according to their ability and bodily strength, in useful occupations, and thus help to maintain themselves’. The institution would be for truly destitute children and any orphans whose relatives were able and willing to pay for their maintenance would be ineligible. They would receive a ‘plain education’; and, m conclusion, Muller said that ‘the chief and especial end of the Institution will be to seek, with God’s blessing, to bring them to die knowledge of Jesus Christ, by instructing them in the Scriptures’.

	When Muller had finished speaking there was purposely no collection; however, he was given 10s. A woman offered to help in the work and Muller recorded that he ‘went home happy in the Lord, and full of confidence that the matter will come to pass, though but 10s has been given.’

	The following day it began to look as if this confidence would be rewarded. Muller received a letter from a husband and wife who said: ‘We propose ourselves for the service of the intended Orphan-House, if you think us qualified for it; also to give up all the furniture, etc, which the Lord has given us, for its use; and to do this without receiving any salary whatever; believing, that if it be the will of the Lord to employ us, He will supply all our need, etc.’ In the evening ‘a brother brought from several individuals three dishes, twenty-eight plates, three basins, one jug, four mugs, three salt stands, one grater, four knives, and five forks’.

	Next day, Muller prayed that God would give further evidence of His favour towards the orphan-house. While he was on his knees three dishes, twelve plates, one basin, and one blanket were delivered. Muller thanked God and asked for another encouragement the same day. Not long after, he was duly given £50 from an unexpected source; he felt led by God to pray for even more that same day. In the evening, twenty-nine yards of material were sent and a woman offered herself for the work.

	And so it went on. ‘December 13. A brother was influenced this day to give 4s per week, or £10 8s yearly, as long as the Lord gives the means; 8s was given by him as two weeks’ subscriptions. To-day a brother and sister offered themselves, with all their furniture, and all the provisions which they have in the house, if they can be usefully employed in the concerns of the Orphan-House.

	December 14. To-day a sister offered her services for the work. In the evening another sister offered herself for the Institution. December 15. A sister brought from several friends, ten basins, eight mugs, one plate, five dessert spoons, six tea spoons, one skimmer, one toasting fork, one flour dredge, three knives and forks, one sheet, one pillow case, one table cloth; also £1. In the afternoon were sent 55 yards of sheeting, and 12 yards of calico. December 16.1 took out of the box in my room is. December 17. I was rather cast down last evening and this morning about the matter, questioning whether I ought to be engaged in this way, and was led to ask the Lord to give me some further encouragement. Soon after we were sent by a brother two pieces of print, the one seven and. the other 23d yards, 6f yards of calico, four pieces of lining, about four yards altogether, a sheet, and a yard measure. This evening another brother brought a clothes’ horse, three frocks, four pinafores, six handkerchiefs, three counterpanes, one blanket, two pewter salt cellars, six tin cups, and six metal tea spoons; he also brought 3s 6d given to him by three different individuals. At the same time he told me that it had been put into the heart of an individual to send to-morrow £100.

	December 18. This afternoon the same brother brought from a sister, a counterpane, a flat iron stand, eight cups and saucers, a sugar basin, a milk jug, a tea cup, 16 thimbles, five knives and forks, 6 dessert spoons, 12 tea spoons, four combs, and two little graters; from another friend a flat iron and a cup and saucer. At the same time he brought the £100 above referred to.

	When he discovered who had sent the £100, Muller was reluctant to accept it. He knew that the donor was a woman who earned about 3 s 6d a week by needlework and decided to visit her to find out whether the money had been given in a moment without thought of the cost. He discovered that the woman had been left £480 on the death of her father; on receipt of the money she had parted with a large sum to pay off some outstanding family debts, and had given her mother £100. She had then sent the £100 towards the orphan-house. Muller spoke to her at great length hoping to persuade her to reconsider. Her reply was brief:

	‘The Lord Jesus has given His last drop of blood for me, and should I not give all the money I have? Rather than the Orphan-House should not be established, I will give all the money I have.’

	Muller left the house not only with the £100, but another £5 for the poorer members of Gideon and Bethesda which she insisted he took. Muller commented, ‘during her life-time, I suppose, not six brethren and sisters among us knew that she had ever possessed £480, or that she had given £100 towards the Orphan-House’.

	As the year 1835 ended, Muller noted that the number ‘in fellowship’ at Bethesda Chapel was now 143 and at Gideon 154. Of these nearly 140 people had been converted through his preaching and that of Henry Craik since their arrival in Bristol. He had received, in ‘salary’, nearly £300 during the year. Gifts for the orphanage had, by the end of the year, become so encouraging that Muller was able to talk in terms of opening a small home at the beginning of the following April. At first, he would confine admission to girls between the ages of seven and twelve and allow them to stay until they were ready to go into domestic service. Children would be accepted from any part of the United Kingdom.

	Gifts continued to arrive in the new year. On the evening of the 5th January there was a ring at the Mullers’ house bell. The door was opened, not to a visitor but to - a kitchen fender and dish, left, no doubt, by a donor with strong views on anonymous giving. In the opening weeks of 1836 there were numerous such small gifts in money and in kind and some more substantial gifts including another of X100 in early February.

	Muller prayed about every detail of his plans and requirements for the proposed home; but until this time he had never asked God to send children. He had taken it for granted that there would be plenty of applications. However, by the beginning of February, although he had publicised his willingness to receive applications, not one had been received. He therefore spent a whole evening praying for applications; next day the first was received.

	Gifts now began to arrive from further afield, £5 from Sidmouth, nearly £15 and a desk from Clapham. A small girl sent 2s 6d two hundred miles to Bristol and £20 arrived from Plymouth. By this time, something would arrive every day and it became a little difficult to cope when, for instance, on the 25th March a ton of coal was delivered. Gifts from Trowbridge, the Isle of Wight and London followed and Muller was now able to set about furnishing a home.

	A large terraced house, No. 6 Wilson Street, close to Gideon Chapel, had been brought to his attention as available at a low rental. It was three stories high and solidly built. After prayer and careful inspection Muller decided to rent the property for at least a year. He then began to furnish it for thirty children. Gifts continued to arrive and to be eminently suited to the needs of the moment: ‘April 2 ... six blankets, two counterpanes, four sheets, eight bonnets, five frocks, six pinafores... April 6. One dozen washing basins and one jug____a set of fire irons, a tea kettle, a coal box, a tin saucepan, a tripod, a tea pot, three cups and saucers, a wash-hand basin, three small basins, and two plates ... 22 Hymn Books.’ By early April, furnishing and fitting of No. 6 had been completed.

	April nth, 1836, was the day when the first children arrived, looking pale and nervous. One of them was named Harriet—Harriet Culliford. Some of their temporary guardians, who might have expected Mr Muller to be elderly and bearded, were surprised to find a young man—he was still only thirty; the children, although they could detect a ‘no-nonsense’ look about their new father, responded to the air of kindness and calm in his expression. Muller introduced them to the smiling matron and governess whom he had engaged: no one could ever give these little girls back their parents, but here were folk who were determined to do everything possible to make up the loss.

	It is unlikely that they had any illusions about the immensity of the task which lay ahead. Although they might not have used the language of modern psychology, they were well aware of the emotional difficulties which faced children who had lost both their parents. And, financially, they knew that every day, three times a day, for seven days every week there would be thirty hungry children to feed, besides the staff. Thirty pairs of feet would wear our thirty pairs of shoes; clothes would grow too worn or too small and need replacement. Muller knew that if ever the children went hungry or badly clothed, his God would be discredited. But he was not alarmed; instead, he would repeat to his family and helpers Christ’s words in Matthew 6:31 and 3 3: ‘Therefore take no thought, saying, What shall we eat? or, What shall we drink? or, Wherewithal shall we be clothed? But seek ye first the Kingdom of God, and his righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you.’

	By early May there were nearly thirty girls in No. 6, and money and provisions were still arriving steadily. Often gifts of money would be accompanied by brief covering notes: on May 25th 1836, for instance, ‘The history of this money is: A lady was going to purchase a dress. The enclosed sum was the difference between the fashionable one, which took her fancy, and one less fashionable. So she thought, the orphans should profit by this sacrifice of her fancy.’ Some covering notes were briefer: on one occasion a sovereign was accompanied by the words, T Thessalonians 5 verse 25’ (‘Brethren, pray for us’). This gift was from a Bristol clergyman, a regular donor, whom Muller described in his diary as ‘the dear brother ... gracious devoted clergyman ... dear man of God’.

	Provisions of all kinds continued to pour in, ‘twenty pounds of bacon and ten pounds of cheese_____six straw bonnets ... six night caps and 2 petticoats ... a basket of apples, and three pounds of sugar’. The friends from Teignmouth had evidently not forgotten their former pastor, for in June, Muller recorded the arrival from Teignmouth of a considerable sum of money, ‘together with a gown, a boy’s pinafore, a pair of socks, coloured cotton for three children’s frocks, two babies’ bed gowns, and five babies’ night caps’.

	At the end of September a Bristol surgeon offered to attend the orphans, and supply them with medicine as necessary, entirely without charge. Muller gladly accepted the offer. On the 14th October he recorded the arrival of four and a half gallons of beer, but sadly does not tell us whether the children were allowed to indulge.

	While Muller made it a firm rule that neither he nor his helpers ever asked any individual for anything ‘that the Lord’s own hand might be clearly seen’, he did not hesitate on occasions to ask God to ‘incline the heart’ of certain individuals to give towards the work. In December 1835 he had noted in his diary a prayer that a particular person known to him should give ^Tioo. Some months later the gentleman in question had sent him £50; and then on Guy Fawkes’ Day 1836 he gave a further £50. Unusually for Muller, it was some days before he remembered his prayer of the previous December. In his delight, he called on the donor and showed him the diary entry for December 12th 1835 so that they could rejoice together over the precision of this answer to prayer.

	Soon after the opening of the home in No. 6 for girls aged from seven upwards it became obvious to Muller that there was a need for a home catering for children under the age of seven. In October (1836) he managed to obtain the use of No. 1 Wilson Street for an Infant-Orphan House, together with a piece of land for a playground. After much prayer a suitable Matron and Governess were engaged; the house was furnished and the first children—boys and girls—were taken on the 28th November. Some of the eldest girls from No. 6 were employed to help at No. 1 under the supervision of the Matron and Governess, and it was felt that this training in nursery work would be useful for them when they went into service—Leah Culliford was among the early occupants of No. 1.

	Christmas for Muller’s children in Wilson Street in 1836 cannot have been frugal. Towards the festive season his diary recorded the arrival of a number of ducks and turkeys—and a hundredweight of treacle. Muller was pleased, too, that Christmas when a pound arrived attached to a note recalling the occasion when Jesus took a child in his arms and said, ‘Whosoever shall receive one of such children in my name, receiveth me: and whosoever shall receive me, receiveth not me, but him that sent me.’ (Mark 9:37).

	In the closing minutes of 1836—the year it all began—Muller wrote in his journal, ‘We had this evening a prayer-meeting to praise the Lord for His goodness during the past year, and to ask Him for a continuance of His favours during the coming year. We continued together till half-past eleven’. Two days later the two churches at Gideon and Bethesda—those in fellowship now numbered 350—met again for prayer, and this meeting continued until half-past ten.

	By April, there were sixty children in the two Orphan-Houses, thirty infants at No 1 and thirty girls at No 6. Typhus fever raged in Bristol that spring, but mercifully only two children caught the disease and both recovered.

	It was in the early summer of 1837 that Muller planned to publish the first volume of his Narrative of some of the Lord’s dealings with George Muller. He had finally decided to write this only after many months of consideration, and examination of his motives; he conceded, in fact, that he had not prayed so much over any other step which he had taken in God’s service. On the one hand, he was not at all keen to add to the number of religious books on the market; but on the other hand,

	that which weighed more with me than any thing was, that I have reason to believe from what I have seen among the children of God, that many of their trials arise, either from want of confidence in the Lord as it regards temporal things, or from carrying on their business in an unscriptural way. On account, therefore, of the remarkable way in which the Lord has dealt with me in temporal things, within the last ten years, I feel that I am a debtor to the Church of Christ, and that I ought... to make known, as much as I can, the way in which I have been led.

	By May, 1837 the manuscript was nearly ready to be sent to the publishers. But before he did so, there was one prayer in particular to which he wanted to record a complete answer: on December 5th 1835, he had asked God for one thousand pounds towards the orphan work. Since then he had repeated the prayer almost every day, and in eighteen months he had received over £900. On 21st May he ‘gave himself earnestly’ to prayer that God would send the outstanding amount, ‘for though,’ he wrote, ‘in my own mind, the thing is as good as done, so much so, that I have repeatedly been able to thank God, that He will surely give me every shilling of that sum, yet to others this would not be enough’. In May, a lady whom he had never seen called on him and gave him ^40; smaller sums arrived daily. On the 15th June a gift of £5 made up the whole sum, and Muller was delighted. Every shilling of this money, and all the articles of clothing and furniture which he had received, had been given to him as he recorded without one single individual having been asked by me for any thing. The reason why I have refrained altogether from soliciting anyone for help is, that the hand of God evidently might be seen in the matter, that thus my fellow-believers might be encouraged more and more to trust Him, and that also those who know not the Lord, may have a fresh proof that, indeed, it is not a vain thing to pray to God.

	Writing recently about Mother Teresa of Calcutta, Malcolm Muggeridge has said that ‘in true evangelical style, she goes to God with her needs and difficulties, and is always marvelling at the magnificent response in meeting her every requirement, great and small. Those of us who cannot participate in such particular requests are not so much more sophisticated as less gifted with faith’.

	And so it was with Muller—although he denied that he had been granted a special gift of faith. For, as he wrote some years later,

	It is true that the faith, which I am enabled to exercise, is altogether God’s own gift; it is true that He alone supports it, and that He

	alone can increase it; it is true that, moment by moment, I depend upon Him for it, and that, if I were only one moment left to myself, my faith would utterly fail; but it is not true that my faith is that gift of faith which is spoken of in I Corinthians 12:9 ... it is the self-same faith which is found in every believer, and the growth of which I am sensible of to myself....

	


Chapter Eight, ‘Whom Christ has Received’

	Early in June 1837 it had been announced in London that the King’s health was breaking, and at twelve minutes past two in the morning of Tuesday the 20th June King William IV died at Windsor Castle in the arms of Queen Adelaide. While Bristol and the rest of England slept, London saw a flurry of activity. The Archbishop of Canterbury, who had performed the last rites, took his leave of Queen Adelaide and drove with Lord Conyngham in the darkness through country lanes to Kensington. At 5 a.m. they arrived at Kensington Palace but found great difficulty in gaining admission. The porter refused to rouse the young princess. Eventually they were allowed in and the Baroness Lehzen was sent for; she reluctantly agreed to inform the new sovereign of their presence. The Archbishop of Canterbury and the Lord Chamberlain stood as the Princess Victoria entered the room, a shawl thrown over her dressing gown, her feet in slippers, and her hair falling down her back. Lord Conyngham then knelt on one knee and saluted her as Queen; Victoria held out her hand which the gentleman kissed. The Archbishop followed suit and told the Princess that the King had died peacefully, at which Victoria clasped her hands and enquired anxiously for news of her Aunt Adelaide.

	A meeting of the Privy Council followed at 11 a.m. when the usual oaths were administered by the Lord Chancellor. Although the Queen was less than five feet tall, the Duke of Wellington commented that ‘she not merely filled her chair, she filled the room’. It is said that as she read a speech which had been written for her by the Prime Minister, Lord Melbourne, a few days earlier, her distinct and perfectly modulated elocution thrilled her audience.

	Victoria was eighteen at her accession and her reign was to be the longest in English history. Muller was thirty-one but he would live to preach a lengthy sermon on the occasion of the Queen’s diamond jubilee.

	Later that day, news of the King’s death reached Bristol and flags were lowered to half mast on ships, churches and public buildings. Some shops were closed and bells tolled until late into the night. But Saturday June 24th was a day of rejoicing on account of the proclamation of Her Majesty. The flags were raised and the church bells rang peals. At ten o’clock a procession ‘for proclaiming her most gracious majesty Queen Victoria in the Borough of Bristol’ wended its way from the top of the High Street via Wine Street, Peter’s Pump and Bridge Street over the bridge to Temple Cross. From there, the city police led the Mayor, the Sheriff, the Magistrates, clergy and dissenting ministers along Temple street and Portwall Lane to Thomas Street, over the bridge along the Back through the Mansion House into Queen Square, where the procession passed the statue of the late King, along the Quay to Quay Pipe and finally to the Council House.

	The Victorian era had begun; and for Muller and Craik the responsibility of caring for two large congregations at Gideon and Bethesda continued. God’s word in the Bible was the final authority to which they looked in their handling of the two churches. A minor crisis in the summer of 1837, together with the events preceding it, illustrates that they combined their supreme respect for the Scriptures with an intelligent flexibility of approach—particularly when they were themselves uncertain what was ‘the mind of God’. From the earliest days of their labours in Bristol they were never quite sure whether only those who had been baptised after becoming Christians should be received into the fellowship at Bethesda or whether all who believed in Christ irrespective of baptism should be received. For some time they had reached no decision on this, but at the same time they had a secret wish that only baptised believers would join with them in the church. One reason for this was that while they had been in Devon they had seen a number of painful quarrels which were, in their opinion, the result of baptised and unbaptised believers being in fellowship together. So without making it a rule that Bethesda was to be a church of ‘close communion’, they were careful always to instruct those who applied for fellowship about baptism.

	For many months after their arrival in Bristol there had been no difficulty: no one applied for fellowship who had not either already been baptised, or wished to be, or who did not become convinced that believers’ baptism was scriptural after instruction from Muller and Craik. Later, however, three women applied for fellowship none of whom had been baptised and whose views were not altered after they had been spoken to. Here was a dilemma: Craik and Muller had no doubt that the applicants were true believers, and, although they were still not fully convinced what was God’s will in the matter, they felt it right that the three sisters should be received. They knew well that there were several in fellowship at Bethesda who could not in conscience receive unbaptised believers, and as it was then the practice for everything to be done in the church unanimously, they announced the names of the ladies to the church. They stated that the applicants did not consider believers’ baptism to be scriptural, and if, on that account, anyone saw a reason why they should not be received he should let Muller or Craik know. Several people objected. Two or three meetings were held and the two pastors listened carefully to the objections which were brought forward; they prayed about it but remained undecided. Several days passed and then one of the sisters came to Muller and Craik, thanked them for not receiving her, for, as she explained, she realised that it was only pride and fear which had kept her back, and that she now wished to be baptised. Those who considered it scriptural that only baptised believers should be received into fellowship were immediately confirmed in their views by this incident; and Muller and Craik began seriously to wonder whether this group might not be right.

	The sister who had seen the light was received into fellowship, but the two others not. The situation was not too serious because at that time it was possible for all believers (whether or not baptised) to take the Lord’s supper at Bethesda without being received into full fellowship, which meant acceptance as a recognised member of the local church. (Muller and Craik later decided that there is no Biblical distinction between being in fellowship with people and breaking bread with them.) For many months that was how the position remained: unbaptised believers were received at the Lord’s table, but were not received to all the privileges of fellowship.

	Then in August 1836 Muller had a long conversation on the subject with Robert Chapman. Chapman was the son of Sir Thomas Chapman, a wealthy Yorkshire merchant; after his conversion, he had given up a highly promising solicitor’s practice in London to serve God in Barnstaple. Like Muller and Craik, he received no salary and depended on God for all his needs. Since 1832 he had been building up a church on similar lines to Muller at Bristol; it was the beginning of a life-long friendship. Chapman opened his Bible to II Thessalonians 3:6: ‘Now we command you, brethren, in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, that ye withdraw yourselves from every brother that walketh disorderly, and not after the tradition which he received of us.’

	‘Now,’ Chapman said to Muller, ‘either unbaptised believers come under the class of persons who “walk disorderly” and, in that case, we ought to withdraw from them; or they do not walk disorderly. Now if a believer be walking disorderly,’ continued Chapman, applying the logic of a trained lawyer, ‘we are not merely to withdraw from him at the Lord’s table, but our behaviour towards him ought to be decidedly different from what it would be were he not walking disorderly.’

	Muller and Chapman agreed that this was not the case with the conduct of baptised believers towards their unbaptised brethren: their not having been baptised did not necessarily imply that they were ‘walking disorderly’. It would not be right to refuse to have fellowship with them in prayer, in Bible study, in conversation generally, or in the Lord’s work—so how could they refuse to break bread with them?

	Muller felt that Chapman had helped him at last to see the mind of the Lord on the subject; they ought to ‘receive all whom Christ has received’ (Romans 15:7) irrespective of their views on baptism. Muller reported the conversation to Craik who came to accept the same conclusion.

	In May 1837 another sister, who had neither been baptised, nor considered herself under any obligation to be baptised, applied to join the fellowship at Bethesda. Muller and Craik were unable to convince her otherwise, but were happy that she was a true Christian. They therefore proposed to the church that she be received into fellowship. About a third of the members promptly expressed conscientious difficulties in receiving her. They argued that in the New Testament the apostles had invariably baptised the first believers immediately on profession of their faith. Muller and Craik agreed that this was a very powerful argument, but maintained that the truth about believers’ baptism had been mingled with error for so long, that it could not be held to be wilful disobedience if anyone in the nineteenth century refused to be baptised after conversion. As they argued their case to the flock, the number of those who considered that only baptised believers should be in communion decreased almost daily. At last on August 28th 1837, fourteen brethren and sisters out of a church numbering nearly two hundred, thought it right to leave Bethesda. Most of them later returned, however, and the church was never again troubled over the matter.

	In June 1837 Muller decided to open a third home, for about forty boys aged seven years and above, first because the need for one was so obvious in Bristol and secondly because without one he had nowhere to send the infant boys when they reached seven. By September enough money had been provided and suitable staff had offered themselves; all that remained was to find a suitable house. On October 21st Muller was offered another of the houses in Wilson Street—No. 3—which he gladly accepted.

	Early in November, Muller’s health again began to deteriorate. He woke in the night of the 4th with a feeling of weakness in his head. After some time, he got off to sleep by tying a handkerchief around his head which seemed to ease the weakness. By 7th November he was unable to work, and although the boys’ orphan house was about to be opened and there were certain problems at Bethesda, he decided to leave Bristol for rest and quiet. An anonymous letter arrived from Ireland enclosing £5 for his personal expenses, and he took this as a sign that it was right for him to leave.

	On the following morning he left his house with no idea where he would go. The first available coach was travelling to Bath—and Muller climbed aboard. He decided he would not stay with Christians, because that would mean he would have to talk which made his head feel worse. He booked into a hotel at Bath but found it so ‘worldly’ that he was forced to visit a Christian friend he knew in the city. This brother and his aunts persuaded Muller to stay with them which he did for about a week. The symptoms in his head were now so distressing that he feared he was going insane. The effort required to make conversation proved too much and after a week he returned to Bristol. On receiving another £5 for personal expenses, he travelled with Mary, their daughter Lydia and their servant to Weston-Super-Mare where they took lodgings. Many times, at Weston, Muller was afraid that the trouble in his head indicated the approach of insanity. While there, he received the news that one of the small girls at Wilson Street had died—but that she had trusted Christ before her death. After ten days at Weston the party returned to Bristol where Muller was seen by a surgeon who assured him that, although his nerves were disordered, there was no reason to fear insanity.

	Still he remained ill; he took comfort in the kindness of his friends who sent him gifts including a pickled tongue, poultry, cakes and grapes. At the end of the month he wrote to his father thinking it might be the last letter he would write. As in London in 1829, Muller was afraid he might soon die. In December, doctors diagnosed the problem as an inactive liver which was weakening his whole system. He now found that going to meetings at Bethesda made him feel worse, and that any sort of mental exertion exhausted him.

	The work continued to grow and funds were ample: there were now seventy-five children in the three homes and more were arriving almost daily; they had room for twenty-one more. On December 12th, a hundred pairs of top quality blankets arrived at Muller’s house for distribution to the poor. It was known that Muller was anxious to ease a number of cases of considerable hardship which had come to his notice in the area, and, despite his illness, he was able to arrange for this to be done.

	Gifts of money for his personal use were now more than he needed, and remained so for the rest of his life enabling him to give away large sums. But his health was not improving; his doctors changed his medicine but there was no noticeable improvement in his condition. Looking out of his window on Sunday December 17th, lie saw the thirty-two girls from No. 6 on their way to Bethesda with one of the staff. He noticed how comfortable they looked in their clean dresses and warm cloaks, and felt grateful to God that he had been made the instrument of providing for them. This, he thougth, was the answer to those of his friends who kept telling him, ‘you do too much’.

	There had never been more to do. By the end of 1837, eighty-one children and nine full time staff sat down to meals in the three homes. There were enough applications to fill another home with girls aged seven and above, and many more applications for infants than they were able to accommodate. 350 children were taught in the Day Schools run by the Scriptural Knowledge Institution, and there were 320 children at the Sunday School.

	Continued ill-health and growing responsibilities were getting Muller down. At the end of the month he wrote in his journal, ‘This morning I greatly dishonoured the Lord by irritability, manifested towards my dear wife, and that almost immediately after I had been on my knees before God, praising Him for having given me such a wife.’

	1838 did not get off to an encouraging start. On the night of January 1st thieves, apparently with an odd sense of humour, broke into Muller’s house: they were prevented from access to much of the building by a second strong door and took nothing but some cold meat. They then proceeded to the school room at Gideon Chapel, broke open several boxes but took nothing. Next day some bones, less the meat, were found—some in the boxes at the Gideon school room and one in a tree in Muller’s garden.

	Muller’s doctor now advised a further change of air. Muller was reluctant to leave Bristol; but when £15 ‘for the express purpose of change of air’ arrived from a lady who lived fifty miles from Bristol and who had no way of knowing the doctor’s advice, he took this as an indication of God’s will in the matter. He recalled that in 1829 at Exmouth and in 1835 at Niton on the Isle of Wight, a change of air had proved both a physical and spiritual tonic. On this occasion, though, for some reason he chose—not sea breezes—but the restful air of Wiltshire.

	On Friday January 12th he arrived with Mary and Lydia at the home of some Christian friends in Trowbridge, where he settled down to read Philip’s Life of George Whitfield. He was struck by the prayerfulness of the man and his habit of reading the Bible on his knees—the importance of which he had known for years, but, he now felt, had practised too little. He continued reading Whitfield’s life on the Sunday, but, besides spending several hours in prayer, spent two hours on his knees reading and ‘praying over’ Psalm 63. He wrote in his journal that night:

	God has blessed my soul much to-day... My soul is now brought into that state, that I delight myself in the will of God, as it regards my health. Yea, I can now say, from my heart, I would not have this disease removed till God, through it, has bestowed the blessing for which it was sent... what hinders God, to make of one, so vile as I am, another Whitfield? Surely, God could bestow as much grace upon me, as He did upon him. O, my Lord, draw me closer and closer to Thyself, that I may run after Thee!—I desire, if God should restore me again for the ministry of the Word (and this I believe He will do soon, judging from the state in which He has now brought my soul, though I have been worse in health the last eight days, than for several weeks previously), that my preaching may be more than ever the result of earnest prayer and much meditation, and that I may so walk with God, that ‘out of my belly may flow rivers of living water’.

	The following day, the pain and discomfort in his head being less severe, he spent three hours on his knees praying over Psalms 64 and 65. While meditating on Psalm 65:2, ‘O thou that hearest prayer’, he noted down eight specific requests: two personal ones, two general and four concerning various aspects of the work at Bristol. At the bottom of the list he wrote, ‘I believe He has heard me.’ Three years later he was able to record that five of the petitions had been answered in full and the other three in part.

	Tuesday dawned bitterly cold: and constantly having to rise from his knees to poke the fire, or pace about the room to keep warm, Muller grew steadily more irritable. Eventually he wrapped up and took a brisk walk to encourage his circulation. The change of scenery led him to confess his ‘sin of irritability’, and he concluded that the devil was trying to rob him of his recent peace with God. Returning to the house he spent several hours in undisturbed consideration of Psalm 66, in particular verses 10 to 12, 16 and 18—the latter being a verse which he emphasised repeatedly during his life: ‘If I regard iniquity in my heart, the Lord will not hear me.’

	Despite great discomfort again in his head on the Wednesday, Muller’s spirit was revived as, reading on in his Bible he came across the fifth verse of Psalm 68 where God is described as ‘A Father of the fatherless’. He wrote:

	By the help of God this shall be my argument before Him, respecting the Orphans, in the hour of need. He is their Father, and therefore has pledged Himself, as it were, to provide for them, and to care for them; and I have only to remind Him of the need of

	these poor children, in order to have it supplied ... This word ‘a Father of the fatherless’, contains enough encouragement to cast thousands of Orphans, with all their need, upon the loving heart of God.

	The Mullers stayed on in Trowbridge for another fortnight. On the whole, the improvement in George’s spirits lasted the stay— although once or twice he felt ashamed after spending time on his knees reading Whitfield’s Life instead of his Bible! On the 2nd February, although his physical health had not improved, he gave up all his medicine and left for Oxford where he arrived at the home of friends, the following evening.

	At Oxford Muller decided on a spell of horse riding. He managed to hire a well-behaved horse with a placid temperament which, he thought, would suit his troubled nerves. For a while this excellent therapy went well, and Muller followed Wesley’s footsteps— although it is not known whether, like Wesley, he read his Bible as he rode. But—alas—after three days with Muller on his back, the horse himself was taken ill! Muller returned to his Bible study and prayer until he was told that the horse was well enough to resume his duties. And so to the stables again, but Muller had not been seated long in the saddle when he discovered, to his great dismay, that this formerly good-natured animal had become self-willed and obdurate. He tried desperately to control the beast, but it was no use: the creature would not be tamed. Muller’s equestrian diversion was thus abruptly and sadly halted.

	He then travelled north to Lutterworth in Leicestershire, where feeling very unwell again, he was forced to resume his course of medicine. A friend strongly advised him to try the waters at Leamington Spa, and offered to pay his expenses if he would stay there. Having consulted his doctor in Bristol and receiving a favourable reply he decided to accept the offer, and left Lutterworth on 17th February in a heavy fall of snow. His route was via Rugby and Southam and then at furious pace to Leamington, driven by a drunken coachman. At the Spa he found excellent lodgings for ten shillings a week and was able to write up his journal by his own fireside. ‘How very kind of the Lord!’, he wrote—it was a typical ‘Mullerism’—and retired to bed.

	Muller found that the Leamington waters seemed to help his condition, but after ten days he was disturbed by inner tensions and temptations, the nature of which we can only guess from an entry in his journal: ‘Grace fought against evil suggestions of one kind and another, and prevailed; but it was a very trying season ... To-day I earnestly prayed to God to send my wife to me, as I feel that by being alone, and afflicted as I am in my head, and thus fit for little mental employment, Satan gets an advantage over me.’

	Next day, a letter was delivered a day late announcing that Mary was on her way; and shortly afterwards, the good lady arrived in person to Muller’s great delight. The couple spent the following days taking long walks in the Warwickshire countryside and Muller’s head began to feel better than it had for several months, although he was still far from well.

	At this time Muller was toying with the idea of making a short visit to Germany, partly so that he could offer advice and assistance to some contacts in Berlin who were keen to become missionaries, partly to witness to Christ before his father and brother, and partly also because he thought—rather optimistically perhaps—that his native air would do his health good. He wrote to Henry Craik and his doctor seeking their comments on the idea; Craik’s reply was to go ahead, but the doctor’s orders were to wait for a month or two lest the trip should prove too exhausting. Thus Muller spent March at Leamington with his wife until on 2nd April his doctor, on a brief visit to the area, pronounced him fit enough to make the trip. Next day George and Mary read Psalm 121 together, ‘The Lord shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth, and even for evermore’, before going their separate ways—Mrs Muller back to Bristol and Mr Muller to the land of his childhood.

	Muller arrived in Hamburg on the 9th April, having suffered badly from sea-sickness on the early part of the voyage. He spent ten days in Berlin meeting a number of brethren who planned to become missionaries, and then travelled to Heimersleben to stay with his father. Herr Muller had aged markedly and apparently did not have long to live; Muller doubted whether he would survive another winter. Relations between father and son were now good and the strain brought about by George’s conversion had been forgotten. Muller found that his brother was living in ‘open sin’ and took the opportunity to speak to both men about his faith in Christ; neither showed any sign of response. When the day of Muller’s departure arrived, his father accompanied him some of the way to Magdeburg; as they parted both felt they would never meet again: as it happened, they were wrong.

	Early in May, Muller arrived back in London and spent the night with his friends in Chancery Lane; the 7th saw him in Bristol again. The following evening he went to the prayer meeting at Gideon Chapel: since November 6th, 1836, he had been unable to take part at any meeting at Gideon or Bethesda. But that evening the familiar voice was heard again reading Psalm 103.

	‘Bless the Lord, O my soul: and all that is within me, bless his holy name. Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits: Who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases ...’ During the following months, as his strength increased, Muller found that ‘I preached, on the whole, with much more enjoyment, and with much more earnestness and prayerfulness, than I did before I was taken ill. I also felt more the solemnity of the work.’

	Muller was approaching his thirty-third birthday. In the years immediately following he had two or three bouts of less severe illness, but during his long life was never again so seriously ill as he had been in 1829 and 1837-8. And the man whom the army had rejected, claimed many years later that he felt fitter in his seventies than he had in his thirties.

	


Chapter Nine, ‘A Bank Which Cannot Break’

	From the commencement of Muller’s orphan work in April 1836 to the end of June 1838, finances gave no cause for anxiety: there was always an excess of funds. But as the summer of 1838 drew towards its close, so Muller’s journal indicated that times were becoming difficult.

	August 18,1838.1 have not one penny in hand for the Orphans. In a day or two again many pounds will be needed. My eyes are up to the Lord. Evening. Before this day is over, I have received from a sister £5. She had some time since put away her trinkets, to be sold for the benefit of the Orphans. This morning, whilst in prayer, it came to her mind, I have this £5, and owe no man any thing, therefore it would be better to give this money at once, as it may be some time, before I can dispose of the trinkets. She therefore brought it, little knowing that there was not a penny in hand, and that I had been able to advance only £4 15s 5d for housekeeping in the Boys’-Orphan-House, instead of the usual £10; knowing also, that within a few days many pounds more will be needed.

	Aug. 20. The £5 which I had received on the 18th, had been given for house-keeping, so that to-day I was again penniless. But my eyes were up to the Lord. I gave myself to prayer this morning, knowing that I should want again this week at least £13, if not above £20. To-day I received ^12 in answer to prayer, from a lady who is staying at Clifton, whom I had never seen before. Aug. 23. To-day I was again without one single penny, when £3 was sent from Clapham, with a box of new clothes for the Orphans.

	Muller was later to look back on the period from September 1838 to the end of 1846 as the time when the greatest trials of faith were experienced in the orphan work. They were not years of continuous trial: rather there tended to be a pattern of a few months of trial, followed by some months of comparative plenty. During the whole period, according to Muller, the children knew nothing of the trial. In the midst of one of the darkest periods, he recorded, ‘these dear little ones know nothing about it, because their tables are as well supplied as when there was £800 in the bank, and they have lack of nothing’. At another time he wrote, ‘the orphans have never lacked anything. Had I had thousands of pounds in hand, they would have fared no better than they have; for they have always had good nourishing food, the necessary articles of clothing etc’. In other words, the periods of trial were so in the sense that there was no excess of funds: God supplied the need by the day, even by the hour. Enough was sent, but no more than enough.

	Muller’s journal often hints at, but rarely attempts to analyse, why it was that God allowed this period of ‘trial’. The key to his understanding of the situation is perhaps best expressed in an entry, in the autumn of 1838, commenting on a gift of money which he had received from Teignmouth. ‘It is a most seasonable help, to defray the expenses of this day, and a fresh proof, that not in anger, but only for the trial of our faith, our gracious Lord delays as yet, to send larger sums.’ Muller saw a purpose in the trial similar to that in the Old Testament story where God tested Abraham by telling him to offer Isaac as a burnt offering on the mountain in Moriah. In one sense the period was a test of Muller’s obedience, and a time when his character was moulded—prepared, in fact, for his life’s work. In the opinion of the present Director of Muller’s Homes, the years of trial were ‘designed by the Lord to deepen Mr Muller’s faith and to show him that prayer is no vain thing. Many years afterwards he faced his financial trials with scarcely a tremor. He had learned so much and really knew His God.’

	From the earliest days of these trying years, it is possible to see how—in response to difficult situations—Muller never faltered from a path of almost fanatical obedience; his faith stood firm as a rock and his character fully measured up to the challenges of the day.

	In the evening of Thursday September 6th Muller listened to Henry Craik preach from Genesis 12. ‘All went well for Abraham,’ said Craik, ‘as long as he acted in faith, and walked according to the will of God; but when Abraham distrusted God, all failed.’ As Muller listened, he began to apply this lesson to his own difficult situation. That morning he recalled, the order-books had been brought to him from the Infant-Orphan-House, and shortly afterwards the matron had sent him a message asking when she should fetch them. Muller knew full well that her message was a polite way of asking when she could expect the money she would need for the next few days’ provisions. He had sent a message saying ‘to-morrow’, though he had not a single penny in hand. As he listened to Craik, however, he made up his mind that despite the seeming impossibility of the situation, he would never seek his own deliverance, by means of his own ingenuity. For instance, he thought of a sum of about £220 he had in the bank which had been given him for other spheres of Christian work. It would have been easy for him to write to the brother who had entrusted him with this and say that in difficult circumstances he had taken say £20 or even £100 for the orphans. For on a number of occasions he remembered the donor saying that if ever he wanted money he was only to let him know. But, Muller thought, ‘this would be a deliverance of my own, not God’s deliverance. Besides, it would be no small barrier to the exercise of faith, in the next hour of trial’. In the event he was sent just sufficient money to meet the immediate need at the Infant Home, plus a gift of 29 lbs of salt, 44 dozen onions, and 26 lbs of groats (that is, crushed oats).

	On the Saturday and Sunday no money came in at all, with the result that by Monday morning, September 10th, Muller—with a rare touch of drama— described the situation as a ‘solemn crisis’. He decided upon an unprecedented step. Until that day he had never taken any of his fellow workers into his confidence as to the state of the funds, with the exception of an obviously close assistant, referred to in his journal only as ‘brother T ...’. On this occasion, however, he broke with tradition and went to each of the Orphan-Houses in turn. He called the staff of each house together, frankly stated the financial situation and enquired how much money was needed for immediate needs. Having established the exact proportions of the problem, he announced that he still believed that God would help and led his helpers in prayer. He then gave instructions that nothing more was to be purchased than there was the means to pay for, but that the children were not to lack anything in the way of nourishing food and the necessary clothes. He would, he said, rather send the children away than see them lack anything. An investigation was ordered to discover whether they possessed any needless articles which could be sold. At half-past nine that morning, sixpence came in which had been put into the box at Gideon Chapel. Most men would not have found this a cause for great rejoicing, but Muller at least interpreted it as an earnest of greater things to come.

	Muller then left the homes, and visited Henry Craik to whom he unburdened his heart putting him fully in the picture. The two men knelt together in prayer.

	Soon after ten, Muller returned to his home. While he was praying in his room, a lady called and gave Mary two sovereigns (a farm worker’s monthly salary) for the children saying that she had felt herself stirred up to come, but had already delayed too long. A few minutes later, Muller entered the room where she was and she promptly gave him two more sovereigns without having any idea of the need of the moment. Very shortly afterwards, a messenger arrived from the Infant-Orphan-House to whom Muller was able to give £2 and through whom he sent £1 0s 6d to the Boys’ Home and £1 to the Girls’.

	That day, Craik left Bristol to stay with a friend in the country. It had been intended that Muller should accompany his friend, but owing to the critical state of affairs at Wilson Street he did not make the trip.

	Later that week, after meeting with his staff for prayer, one brother approached him with 16s saying ‘It would not be upright for me to pray, if I did not give what I had.’ Muller accepted the gift. It was not unusual in these years of trial for members of the staff to give money themselves to the work, and even to sell unnecessary personal articles, to help out at difficult periods. Muller denied that this practice represented a failure of the principles on which the homes operated. On the contrary he argued that under no circumstances could prayer for material things be expected to prevail unless there was a willingness to part with money or unnecessary personal belongings. ‘Indeed’, he wrote, ‘an Institution like the one under my care could not be carried on by any rich believer, on the principles on which we, by grace, are enabled to act, except it be that he were made willing himself to give of his own property, as long as he has anything, whenever the Institution is in real need.’

	Early the following Tuesday morning, Muller took stock of the situation at Wilson Street. ‘Brother T’ had 25s in hand, he himself had 3s. He would, that day as any other day, be responsible for the well-being of about one hundred people, including staff, in the three homes.

	The £1 8s enabled them to buy meat and bread which was needed, a little tea for one of the houses, and milk for all three homes. No more was needed for that day and there was bread for two days in hand. But how would God provide for the rest of the week? The funds were exhausted: all members of staff had given as much as they were able. They met as usual for prayer, but as they rose and went about the duties of the day nothing came in. A good lunch was eaten in all three homes; after lunch Muller returned to prayer. Still nothing came in. How could he face the children to-morrow and announce there was no breakfast? Muller became ‘tried in spirit’. Seven years later he was to look back on this day as the only occasion when he felt this way. ‘For the first time,’ he wrote, ‘the Lord seemed not to regard our prayer.’

	But at about the middle of the afternoon there was a ring at Muller’s house bell. A lady introduced herself to Muller as having arrived four or five days earlier from London, and explained that she was staying next door to the Boys’ Orphan-House. Her daughter had given her a parcel of money for the work which she now presented to Muller. It contained £3 2s 6d; enough, at that time, to provide comfortably for all the next day’s needs. As soon as the woman had left, Muller permitted himself a rare exclamation of excitement.

	I burst out into loud praises and thanks the first moment I was alone, after I had received the money. I met with my fellow-labourers again this evening for prayer and praise; their hearts were not a little cheered. That the money had been so near the Orphan-Houses for several days without being given, is a plain proof that it was from the beginning in the heart of God to help us; but, because He delights in the prayers of His children, He had allowed us to pray so long; also to try our faith, and to make the answer so much the sweeter.

	As autumn gave way to winter in 1838, the needs continued to be met almost by the day. On November 21st, after a good lunch had been taken in all three homes, it was established that there were no funds left in any of the three homes. By sharing the supplies of bread between the three homes, however, it looked as if they would get through another day. But there were no means to take in any further bread. Muller left Wilson Street following prayer at one o’clock, telling the staff that they must wait for help, and see how the Lord would deliver them this time. As he climbed the hill towards Kingsdown, he began to feel bitterly cold and decided that, needing more exercise for the benefit of his circulation, he would walk home a longer way, via Clarence Place. About twenty yards from his house in Paul Street he met a brother who walked back with him, and after a short talk gave him £20. £10 was to be given to the deacons at Bethesda towards providing the poorer members of the church with coal to help them through the winter, £5 was for the work of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution and £5 was for the children. The gentleman had called at No. 21 twice while Mulller was at Wilson Street, and had he been half a minute later he would have missed him again. Muller immediately sent the £5, sufficient for several days, to the three matrons.

	A week later, things again looked difficult. At twelve o’clock, November 28th, Muller met with the staff for prayer. The previous evening is had been left at No. 1, and all except 2d had now been spent. Muller heard that someone had cleaned the clock in No. 1 free of charge, and had offered to keep the clocks in all the homes in good repair. This was encouraging but it would not provide tea that day for one hundred people. There was sufficient in hand for lunch in the three homes but the Infant and Boys’ homes had not enough bread or milk for tea. As they prayed, there was a knock at the door and one of the ladies left the room. The rest continued silently in prayer for a while and then rose from their knees.

	‘God will surely send help,’ Muller said as he stood up. As he spoke, he noticed a note on the table which had been brought in while they were praying. It was from Mary, enclosing another letter with £10 for the children. The previous evening, a brother had asked Muller whether the balance in hand would be as great this time, when the accounts were made up, as last time. Muller never revealed the state of the funds.

	‘They will be as great as the Lord pleases,’ he had said. This was the man who had sent the £10.      10s was wanted for immediate needs and £3 19s was put by towards the rent; the same brother also gave £10 to be divided between Craik and Muller to buy new clothes.

	The following day £80 arrived from Suffolk of which £30 was for Craik and Muller’s personal expenses. On the 6th December another large sum of £100 arrived of which £50 was for the School-Bible-and-Missionary-Fund.

	Thursday, February 7th 1839, the funds were again exhausted. At about half-past eleven Brother T called on Muller to say that about £1 2s would be needed to buy bread for the three homes and to meet other expenses; but they had only 2s 9d. Brother T was due in Clifton where he would make arrangements for the reception of three children.

	‘Please be so good as to call on your way back, to see whether the Lord might have sent any money in the meantime,’ Muller said, before he left.

	There was sufficient in the three homes that day for lunch. After lunch a lady from Thornbury came and bought one of Muller’s Narratives and a copy of the latest Annual Report, and left 3 s besides. Five minutes later the baker called at the Boys’ Orphan-House; seeing him arrive, the matron of the Girls’ Home went immediately with the 6s 6d which she had just received to prevent him being sent away—knowing there was nothing in hand at the Boys’ Home. With this money, together with the few shillings in hand, she bought sufficient bread for all three homes. At four o’clock Brother T returned to Muller’s house from Clifton to find that he had received nothing. One of the assistants gave 5s of his own money. Muller had been asking God to show him a passage to speak from that evening at Bethesda and seemed to be directed to Matthew 6:19-34. Just before he left, another 5s was brought to his house.

	Perhaps the saints at Bethesda detected a specially fervent note in the voice of their young pastor as that evening he read the chosen portion in his strong Prussian accent:

	‘Therefore take no thought, saying, What shall we eat? or, What shall we drink? or, Wherewithal shall we clothed? ... for your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of all these things. But seek ye first the Kingdom of God, and his righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you. Take therefore no thought for the morrow: for the morrow shall take thought for the things of itself. Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.’

	After the meeting he went to No. 6 for a time of prayer; on arrival he found that a box had come from Barnstaple. Besides a letter from a sister, it contained £10 of which £5 was for the children and £2 for the Bible Fund; and a separate amount from the Barnstaple brethren of nearly three pounds. Besides this, there were four yards of merino wool, three pairs of new shoes, two pairs of new socks, six books intended for sale, a gold pencil-case, two gold rings, two gold ear-rings, a necklace, and a silver pencil-case.

	‘We have now again to look to the Lord for further supplies,’ Muller said to Brother T on the following Wednesday afternoon, having just given him the last of the money they had in hand.

	That afternoon a lady and gentleman visited the Homes in Wilson Street. At the Boys’ House they met two ladies who were also on a visit, one of whom turned to matron and said:

	‘Of course, you cannot carry on these institutions without a good stock of funds.’

	Turning to the matron, the gentleman then said: ‘Have you a good stock?’

	‘Our funds are deposited in a bank which cannot break,’ the matron replied, cleverly avoiding breaking the rule never to reveal the state of the funds. Tears came into the eyes of the enquiring lady.

	On leaving, the gentleman left £5 at the Boys’ Home.

	Until early March, supplies were sufficient to meet comfortably all demands. But on the 5th the funds were reduced to 5s. Muller knew that several pounds would be needed as, besides daily provisions, coal was running low and the treacle casks in two houses were empty. He gave himself to prayer. Whilst on his knees, he received a cheque for £7 10s; and later that day nearly two pounds was received from the sale of articles which had been given for the children.

	On 23rd March, Muller received a letter from Brother T, who was spending a few days in Devon for the benefit of his health. The letter showed that his visit would not be without profit as far as the children were concerned. He had given an Annual Report to an obviously artful brother, who, having read it, devoted himself wholeheartedly to asking the Lord to lead his Christian sister to donate some of her valuable jewellery to the orphans. It was not long before his prayer was answered, and Brother T returned from Devon with a heavy gold chain, a ring set with ten diamonds, a pair of gold bracelets and a sum of £2. Muller took the valuable ring, before parting with it, and neatly scratched the words JEHOVAH JIREH (‘the Lord will provide’) on a pane of glass in his room. Many times afterwards, until he left Paul Street, his heart was cheered as his eyes caught sight of the words on the glass and he remembered the remarkable way in which he came by the ring.

	Throughout the summer and autumn of 1839 supplies came in daily: rarely more than enough for a day or two at a time, but never too little. On October 19th Muller was able to record that they were comparatively rich, having enough money in hand for about eight days. Provisions, too, came in steadily—including on one Saturday in November twenty sacks of potatoes and a small barrel of herrings.

	The events of the following Monday illustrated how it so often happened that just enough but no more than enough would arrive. Muller had 10s left over from the previous day. On the Monday morning he was given a further 10s. Shortly after this, he received a note from Wilson Street to say that £3 would be needed that day. While he was reading the note, he received another note from Devon—enclosing a sovereign.

	On 22nd November they were again very poor. After breakfast Muller was told that there was nothing in any of the three houses for lunch, except enough potatoes to last for some weeks. At ten o’clock a large box arrived at Wilson Street from Wolverhampton. It contained £12 for the children (at this time current expenditure on food amounted to roughly £2 10s a day for all the houses) and just over thirty shillings for other purposes. Muller and his helpers then laid out the contents of the box before them: four yards of flannel, nine yards of calico, twelve yards of cotton print, four and a half yards of coloured cotton, four yards of stuff, two pairs of stockings, and three and a quarter yards of brown holland. Also, the following articles had been sent for sale: two decanters and stands, four glass salt cellars, three scent bottles, a set of cruets and stand, five beer glasses, seven chimney ornaments, three tortoise-shell combs, three fans, two silver vinaigrettes, two silver shoe-buckles, two waist buckles, two silver salt-cellars, one pair of knives and forks, with silver handles, a small silver toasting fork, nine silver coins, three gold rings, four pairs of ear-rings, three brooches, a cornelian heart, a silver seal, one pair of silver studs, one gold watch key, one silver pencil case, five pairs of bracelets, five necklaces and one urn rug!

	‘The Lord knew that the orphans had no dinner (meaning lunch) and, therefore, did He now send help,’ said Muller, smiling broadly.

	And as if this was not enough, that same morning, a brother sent to No. 6 to ask whether the treacle cask was empty, and if so, to send it to him by the messenger, that it might be filled.

	Public meetings to speak about God’s provision for the orphans during the previous year had now been fixed for December 10th to 12th, 1839. The helpers now began to pray that when the time of the meetings arrived, they would be able to report that ample funds were in hand. They always tried to avoid giving the impression at the public meetings—the only time when the state of the funds was mentioned—that they were simply an opportunity to beg for money. On the 4th December God answered their prayer; one hundred pounds arrived for the children from the East Indies. Muller rejoiced that at the meetings he would be able to tell of God’s rich supply after a time of trial.

	At the end of 1839, Muller recorded that his health and mental powers were better than they had been for years. ‘I ascribe this to God’s blessing, through the instrumentality of early rising, and plunging my head into cold water when I rise.’

	The usual end-of-year prayer meeting was held on 31st December. It lasted from seven p.m. until half-past twelve. At about one o’clock in the morning, after the meeting, Muller received a sealed envelope enclosing some money for the children. He remembered, that the individual who gave it was in debt, and that she had been repeatedly asked by her creditors for payment. He therefore resolved to return the envelope unopened, being firm in the belief that no one has a right to give while in debt. He did this knowing that there was not enough in hand to meet the expenses of New Year’s day. However, at eight in the morning he received £5, followed by over £s 10s a few hours later.

	Throughout January 1840, substantial stuns were received at the homes and at the beginning of February Muller was able to leave Bristol for a long awaited trip to Germany. He spent ten days in Berlin before travelling to his father’s home at Heimersleben on 21st February. He found his father very weak, and coughing greatly.

	Muller stayed with his father for five days and several times spoke to him about the way of salvation. Throughout the visit, Herr Muller was very affectionate to his son, and Muller noticed that he read prayers and the Bible; but he could not say that he was a true Christian. He left Heimersleben on February 26th and said farewell to his father for the last time.

	Early in March Muller boarded at Hamburg one of the earliest channel steamers bound for London. On deck, he got into conversation with two Russian Jews, who listened with great interest to all that he said, although he did not tell them plainly that he believed Jesus to be the Messiah. After he left them, Muller watched the two men talking to each other and judged from their faces that they took him to be a baptised Jew or a missionary to the Jews. After a while one of them came up to Muller and asked him what he thought of ‘that Jesus’. Muller then owned his Saviour as the true Messiah, Lord and God at which thejew began to blaspheme. From that time, the two men kept well away from Muller.

	At dinner that evening, at the captain’s table, one of the passengers, who had seen Muller’s long conversation, asked him about the two Jews. Muller decided that this would be an opportunity to discover whether there was another Christian at the table and deliberately threw out the remark:

	‘How remarkable it is that the Jews, in all parts of the world, can be recognised as such; and are not mixed with other nations ...’

	‘This can only be explained by the Scriptures, and shows the Bible to be true,’ replied the captain.

	Muller agreed with the captain and for the rest of the voyage had long and interesting conversations with this ‘true brother in the Lord’.

	On his return to Bristol on March 9th Mary told her husband that during his absence they had been well supplied and that a moderate sum was actually in hand.

	


Chapter Ten, ‘Morning by Morning Inspecting Our Stores’

	When Muller and Craik had arrived in Bristol in 1832, they found less than seventy regular attenders at Gideon Chapel; they had taken over Bethesda as an empty building. During 1840 they gave up Gideon Chapel, and those in fellowship at Bethesda now numbered 525 souls. Of these, over a hundred were added during 1840 of whom nearly fifty were converted under their preaching. In the next thirty years the numbers would again double so that by the 1870s there were over one thousand in fellowship. On May 10th, 1840, Muller was able to record that five orphans were baptised and received into the fellowship at Bethesda. This brought the number of older children from Wilson Street in fellowship to fourteen.

	It was in 1840 that Mrs Anne Evans arrived in Bristol from London where she had attended a fashionable Baptist church. On arrival at Bristol she went to Bethesda with a friend to hear a sermon on the second coming. She has left us a memorable picture of Bethesda at that time and of the atmosphere at Wilson Street in the early 1840s:

	His [Henry Craik’s] exposition of Scripture was quite a new feature of worship to me, and it was indeed ‘marrow and fatness’. The meaning of the passage was brought out as I never heard it before, and I found myself truly in green pastures. Dr Maclaren of Manchester is the only man I know to compare with Mr Craik. His knowledge of the original language was beyond that of most men of learning, and his insight into the meaning of Scripture also. It was a great privilege to hear such a man. ‘I shall come again,’ I said, and I did go again and again, and never went anywhere else while in Bristol. To me it was like a new conversion. Now I heard a clear gospel that I could understand. The Bible became a new book to me. The brotherly love shown was such as I had never seen before. The godly and simple lives of even wealthy people, who had moved in the highest society, was such as to carry one back to the days of the Apostles, and I felt this was indeed Christianity of a high type ...

	The day after I was 211 took up my abode in No. 6 [Wilson St.] Orphan House. Then followed five years of happy service among the orphans, during which time, I was behind the scenes and saw much of the private life of the Brethren, and can therefore testify to the truly spiritual lives they led; their devotion to service to the Lord, and the unworldliness of their daily private surroundings. Here I saw men and women giving up all and following Jesus in one capacity or another.

	Dr A. T. Pierson later described Bethesda as one of two truly apostolic churches he knew.

	During March, 1840, Muller received a letter from a brother who had several times given generously to the orphan work and who only two months previously had sent £30. The letter read:

	I have received a little money from-----. Have you any present need for the Institution under your care? I know you do not ask, except of Him whose work you are doing; but to answer when asked seems another thing, and a right thing. I have a reason for desiring to know the present state of your means towards the objects you are labouring to serve: viz. should you not have need, other departments of the Lord’s work or other people of the Lord may have need. Kindly then inform me, and to what amount, i.e. what amount you at this present time need, or can profitably lay out.

	There was indeed a need when the letter arrived: the orphan-fund amounted to 2s 3½ d; Muller was on the point of establishing an infant-school; and a number of Bibles were needed by the Scriptural Knowledge Institution. However, Muller replied to the letter as follows:

	Whilst I thank you for your love, and whilst I agree with you, that, in general, there is a difference between asking for money and answering when asked, nevertheless in our case I feel not at liberty to speak about the state of our funds, as the primary object of the work in my hand is, to lead those who are weak in faith to see that there is reality in dealing with God alone.

	But after sending the letter Muller had no qualms about praying as follows:

	‘Lord, thou knowest that for Thy sake I did not tell this brother about our need. Now, Lord, show afresh that there is reality in speaking to Thee only about our need, and speak therefore to this brother, so that he may help us.’

	On the 26th March Muller received _£ioo from the said brother of which he took £20 for the children and £20 for each of the other objects. This gave him the means to establish his infant-school, and for ordering more Bibles.

	In April Muller received a letter from his half brother saying that his father had become seriously ill a few days after he had left him and that he had died on March 30th.

	That which I do know [Muller wrote] gives me no proof of his having died in the faith of Christ. As to myself, I am sure of this, that it becomes me to adore that wonderful grace which plucked me as a brand out of the burning, and to say in reference to my dear departed father: ‘Shall not the judge of all the earth do right?’ and in submission to the will of God to be satisfied with His dealings ... During no period did I pray more frequently or more earnestly for the conversion of my dear aged parent, than during the last year of his life; but, at all events, it did not please the Lord to let me see the answer to my prayers.

	‘But how would you do’, people sometimes said to Muller, ‘in case there were a mealtime to come and you had no provisions for the children, or they really wanted clothes, and you had no money to procure them?’

	‘Such a thing is impossible,’ Muller would assure them, ‘as long as the Lord gives us grace to trust in Him—for “whosoever believeth on Him shall not be ashamed”—and as long as He shall enable us to carry on the work in uprightness of heart. But should we be ever so left to ourselves as to forsake the Lord and trust in an arm of flesh, or should we “regard iniquity in our heart” (Psalm 66, 18)—that is, wilfully and habitually do anything, either in connexion with the work or otherwise, which is against the will of God—then we may pray and utter many words before Him, but He will not hear us.’

	Towards the end of June 1840 Mr and Mrs Muller left Bristol for Liverpool with eight brethren and sisters who proposed to sail for the mission field from Liverpool. On July 2nd Muller accompanied the missionaries to the ship, and before they went on board one of the brethren gave Muller £6 10s for the orphans.

	‘The money which we have in the common stock,’ he said, as he handed Muller the money, ‘is enough for us. [They had about ^20 between the eight of them.] For some months, while we are on board, we need no money at all, whilst you may lay it out; and when we need more, the Lord will again supply our need. The other brethren and sisters have no money of their own, and I desire likewise to have none. The Lord has laid the orphans particularly on my heart, and therefore you must not refuse to accept it.’

	On July 4th, Muller received the following letter from Bristol:

	My dear Brother,—The last account I sent you left us in the greatest poverty. We had sufficient, it is true, for the time then present; but there was no money to take in bread with. In the afternoon there was an old riding habit sent for the orphans, which I sold this morning for 7s. I also sold a few books for 5s, two old silver trinkets and a ring for is 6d; besides this, is 6d was sent for Reports; making in all 15s. This purchased dinner for the three houses. At twelve o’clock we met for prayer. We were indeed in great need. There was no money either for bread or milk. The coals in all three houses were used, and in every other respect the stores were in a low state. We had really wanted nothing, but there was scarcely anything left. Well, while we were in prayer to God, your letter came. One of the sisters opened the door and received it, and after prayer it was given to me. You will be able to conceive the greatness of our joy, on opening it, and finding it to contain £5.1 cannot express how much I felt. During the trial I had been much comforted by the Lord’s sending a little token of His love every day. It just proved that He was mindful of us in our poverty, and that when His time was come, He would send us an abundance. I think we all felt your absence a little, although not cast down on that account. Money is very precious to those who, like us, so evidently see the HAND and HEART of our Heavenly Father in bestowing it. The sisters send their love to you.

	Your affectionate brother, R.B.

	Muller and Mary left Liverpool on the 10th and then spent a few days in Worcester where they ‘had again much love shown to us by the saints there’.

	Back in Bristol on the following Sunday, there was no opportunity for Muller to preach at Bethesda as two visiting brethren were ministering to the saints. Reluctant to let a Sunday pass without preaching the gospel, Muller preached twice that evening in the open air. This was a sphere of service to which Muller attached great importance, but generally did not feel strong enough to undertake. The second time he preached that evening was in a court filled with rather grubby and obviously very poor people. One of the women readily lent him a chair on which he stood and could thus be heard by folk living in the houses which overlooked the courtyard. A century earlier, John Wesley had commented: ‘I often wonder at the people of Bristol. They are so honest, yet so dull; ’tis scarce possible to strike any fire into them.’ That evening as the soft Prussian accent echoed round the court, Muller, rather more charitably, perhaps, detected ‘far more readiness to listen, than decidedly to oppose’. He commented, ‘How well a brother who has some gift, and a measure of strength of lungs, might employ a part of the Lord’s days, or of other days, either by reading the Scriptures from house to house to such persons, and making some remarks on them; or by standing up in a court and reading the Scriptures aloud and speaking on them.’

	The following week the Mullers had a Christian friend staying with them who was on his way to see his father, whom he had not seen for over two years, and who was antagonistic towards his son because he had committed his life to Christ. Before his friend left, the promise in Matthew 18:19 occurred to Muller: ‘If two of you shall agree on earth as touching anything that they ask, it shall be done for them of my Father which is in heaven.’ He therefore went to his guest’s room and together they prayed that his father would receive him kindly and also that both parents would be converted. At the beginning of August the brother left Bristol and Muller heard that, contrary to expectation, he was received kindly by his father.

	Some years later the old man was converted and became as attached to his son as he had been opposed to him. He now wanted to have him about as much as possible to read the Bible and pray with him. He died at the age of eighty-six. Sixteen years after Muller and his friend had prayed together, the mother, too, became a Christian, at a great age.

	Saturday August 15th 1840 there was again the possibility of a crisis in Wilson Street. All the stores were low, and the income during the past week had been small. On Saturday, too, needs were nearly double those of other days in order to buy in sufficient for the Sunday. At least £3 was needed to see the homes through the day; but there was nothing in hand.

	At about half-past twelve two sisters called on Muller with ^2 7s 6d. Muller took this to the Boys’ Orphan-House at one o’clock and found the children sitting down to lunch. Brother B handed Muller a note which he was just about to send:

	Dear Brother,—With potatoes from the children’s garden, and with apples from the tree in the play-ground (which apples were used for apple dumplings), and 4s 6d the price of some articles given by one of the labourers, we have a dinner. There is much needed. But the Lord has provided and will provide.

	Also that day there came in from the sale of Reports, is; from the box in No. 6, is; from children’s needlework, 6s 6d; from a donation of one of the sisters in the Orphan-Houses, 6s.

	In September there were a number of things which needed doing in connection with the Day School work, including a new stove in one of the school rooms and a fresh supply of several kinds of Bibles and New Testaments. For some while the funds for this side of the work had been rather low, and Muller decided, as he had done some two years earlier with his helpers at Wilson Street, to begin telling the school teachers the state of the funds. He began to hold prayer meetings daily with the staff at seven in the morning. ‘I doubt not,’ said Muller, ‘the brethren and sisters who are teachers in the Day Schools will be greatly blessed by being thus partakers of our precious secret respecting the state of the funds.’

	On October 7th five weeks after the prayer meetings had begun, £100 arrived from the East Indies which Muller devoted entirely to the school work and other objects of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution.

	Monday October 19th twelve pounds arrived from Wolverhampton and ‘D.C.’ gave Muller £2 in the evening. The following morning, Muller was thinking to himself that they needed some more potatoes and that they had no money to lay in a stock, when a brother arrived at his house with the news that he had just given orders for twenty sacks of good potatoes to be sent to Wilson Street.

	That week very little money came in for the Mullers’ personal needs and things were getting a little tight. On the Sunday morning Muller prayed that God would send some means for themselves as well as for the orphans. He rose from his knees, took his hat from the rail and found a note in one of his gloves containing five pounds. The note read: ‘£2 for the orphans, the rest for dear brother and sister Muller.’

	Friday, November 20th: after lunch it became clear that none of the three houses had any milk for tea, one had no bread and none had any coal left. There was no money in hand to buy any of these things. Some time after two, a cart load of logs was delivered at Wilson Street, thus solving for a while the fuel problem. Just before three, Brother B called at Muller’s home to see whether anything had come in, but he had received nothing. Muller was just leaving for a short while with a friend from Devon but he returned at a quarter-past three. Several people were waiting at his home to see him, including a sister from Bethesda whom Muller urgently wanted to speak to about a church matter. This he did, and at the end of the conversation she handed him ^10 for the children. Muller recorded in his journal:

	More sweet, and more needed, were none of the previous deliverances. Language cannot express the real joy in God which I had. I was free from excitement. The circumstance did not unfit me even for a single moment to attend to my other engagements. I was not in the least surprised, because, by grace, my soul had been waiting on God for deliverance. Never had help been so long delayed.

	Brother B immediately hurried to Wilson Street with the money arriving a few minutes before the milkman.

	In December the usual public meetings were again held to review God’s dealing with the work during 1840. Muller felt that the first meeting went well; he was particularly glad that he felt happy that evening, so that no one present could have detected from the expression on his face that he had nothing at all in hand towards the supply of the following day’s needs. After the meeting 2½ d was left at his house.

	Next morning, although the funds totalled precisely 2jd, Muller looked to the living God. At no time had there ever been less bread in the Orphan-House than that morning, and after breakfast all the bread in the Boys’ and Infant-House had been cut up for use. Mercifully, at about eleven in the morning, Muller received from Barnstaple a five-pound note and half a sovereign; the second public meeting was held that evening.

	Muller reflected at this time on the first five years of the homes’ existence.

	The chief end for which the Institution was established [he recalled] is that the Church of Christ at large might be benefited by seeing manifestly the hand of God stretched out on our behalf in the hour of need, in answer to prayer. Our desire, therefore, is not that we may be without trials of faith, but that the Lord graciously would be pleased to support us in the trial, that we may not dishonour Him by distrust.

	This way of living brings the Lord remarkably near. He is, as it were, morning by morning inspecting our stores, that accordingly He may send help. Greater and more manifest nearness of the Lord’s presence I have never had, than when after breakfast there were no means for dinner, and then the Lord provided the dinner for more than one hundred persons; or when after dinner, there were no means for the tea, and yet the Lord provided the tea; all this without one single human being having been informed about our need ...

	It has been more than once observed, that such a way of living must lead the mind continually to think whence food, clothes, etc, are to come, and so unfit for spiritual exercises. Now, in the first place, I answer that our minds are very little tried about the necessaries of life, just because the care respecting them is laid upon our Father, who, because we are His children, not only allows us to do so, but will have us to do so. Secondly, it must be remembered, that, even if our minds were much tried about the supplies for the children, and the means for the other work, yet, because we look to the Lord alone for these things, we should only be brought by our sense of need, into the presence of our Father, for the supply of it; and that is a blessing and no injury to the soul. Thirdly, our souls realise that for the glory of God and for the benefit of the church at large, it is that we have these trials of faith, and that leads again to God, to ask Him for fresh supplies of grace, to be enabled to be faithful in this service.

	During 1840, apart from the children’s work, Muller’s Scriptural Knowledge Institution entirely supported six Day Schools catering for over three hundred poor children. Also the rent for the school room of a seventh school run by a sister known to Muller was paid by the SKI; and two other such schools, not in Bristol, were assisted with Bibles and Testaments.

	Muller decided, at this time, to establish an evening class for adults who could neither read nor write. The class was held twice a week and concluded with a short session when the Bible was read and commented upon.

	Since the establishment of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution in 1834 over six thousand Bibles had been circulated. From 1840 it was decided to circulate gospel tracts and books and also publications for Christians in addition to the distribution of Bibles. Within two years over twenty-two thousand of such publications were circulated, of which well over nineteen thousand were actually given away. This aspect of the work of the Institution still flourishes to-day, although most publications are sold not given.

	During 1840, too, over £120 was sent abroad to missionaries by the SKI.

	By the spring of 1841, although not seriously ill, Muller was again in need of a change of air. When on the 19th March he was sent £15, of which £5 was for himself, he took this as a sign that he should leave Bristol for a while. He therefore travelled to Nailsworth in Gloucestershire the following day, and stayed with friends until May 7th.

	It was at Nailsworth that spring that he began a practice that he never abandoned during the remainder of his life. Up until this time he had made a habit, after having dressed in the morning, of getting straight down to prayer. But while at Nailsworth it came to him that the most important thing was to concentrate first on reading the Bible, meditating on the chosen portion that thus my heart might be comforted, encouraged, warned, reproved, instructed; and that thus, by means of the word of God, whilst meditating upon it, my heart might be brought into experimental communion with the Lord ... The first thing I did (early in the morning), after having asked in a few words the Lord’s blessing upon His precious word, was, to begin to meditate on the word of God, searching, as it were, into every verse, to get blessing out of it; not for the sake of preaching on what I had meditated upon; but for the sake of obtaining food for my soul. The result I have found to be almost invariably this, that after a very few minutes my soul has been led to confession, or to thanksgiving, or to intercession, or to supplication; so that, though I did not, as it were, give myself to prayer, but to meditation, yet it turned almost immediately more or less into prayer ... With this mode I have likewise combined the being out in the open air for an hour, an hour and a half, or two hours before breakfast, walking about in the fields, and in the summer sitting for a little on the stiles, if I find it too much to walk all the time. I find it very beneficial to my health to walk thus for meditation before breakfast, and am now so in the habit of using up the time for that purpose, that when I get in the open air, I generally take out a New Testament of good-sized type, which I carry with me for that purpose, besides my Bible: and I find that I can profitably spend my time in the open air, which formerly was not the case for want of habit ... The difference, then, between my former practice and my present one is this. Formerly, when I rose, I began to pray as soon as possible, and generally spent all my time till breakfast in prayer, or almost all the time ... But what was the result? I often spent a quarter of an hour, or half an hour, or even an hour on my knees, before being conscious to myself of having derived comfort, encouragement, humbling of soul, etc; and often, after having suffered much from wandering of mind for the first ten minutes, or a quarter of an hour, or even half an hour, I only then began really to pray. I scarcely ever suffer now in this way. For my heart being nourished by the truth, being brought into experimental fellowship with God, I speak to my Father, and to my Friend (vile though I am, and unworthy of it!) about the things that He has brought before me in His precious Word. It often now astonishes me that I did not sooner see this point... In addition to this [Muller wrote some years later] I generally read after family prayer large portions of the word of God, when I still pursue my practice of reading onward in the Holy Scriptures, sometimes in the New Testament and sometimes in the Old, and for more than thirty-nine years I have proved the blessedness of it. I take also either then or at other parts of the day, time more especially for prayer.

	It would be wrong to assume that during the years of trial (from 1838 to 1846) Muller found time to pray only for the financial needs of the homes. In May 1841, for instance, one of the boys needed to be apprenticed. Unable to think of a suitable Christian who would take an in-door apprentice, Muller marked the matter in his journal among the subjects for which he would pray daily. Not until September did he find a suitable home. It would also be quite wrong to assume that Muller’s prayers were confined to problems amongst the children. His journal for that summer records a number of prayers for friends including those whose problems might today be categorised as psychological. A woman was freed from ‘spiritual depression’ after Muller had prayed for three days. A brother whose ‘great spiritual nervousness’ hindered his ‘service towards the world and the church’ waited while Muller and others prayed for two years before he was delivered. One ‘sister in the Lord’ was kept by prayer from insanity; and Muller prayed with another Christian woman whose unconverted husband ill-treated her until he too became a Christian.

	The receipt of £100 from the East Indies at the end of May 1841 brought the funds up to between two and three hundred pounds. For this reason, a letter which Muller received on June 4th was remarkable. It read:

	My dear Brother,

	I have delayed writing to you under the expectation of seeing you at Bristol; but I am not yet suffered to leave—. I have, by this post, written to-----of London, desiring them to pay Messrs Robarts, Curtis & Co, in favour of Messrs Stuckey & Co of Bristol, to the credit of George Muller, the sum of fifty pounds. This apply, dear brother, as the Lord gives you wisdom. I am not concerned at my having been prevented for so many days from sending the money: I am confident it has not been needed.

	Muller commented that this was the only period within the previous three years when it could have been said that £50 was not needed.

	June 1841 was the month when the dream of the ‘Bristol Railway’, which it had seemed to so many would never come true, became a splendid reality. Some months earlier, the mastermind behind it all—Isambard Kingdom Brunei— had been present in the tunnel working under Box Hill, near Bath, when the two gangs which had commenced cutting from opposite ends finally met. When it was found that the cutting had remained perfectly true, Brunei, in his delight, had taken a ring from his finger and given it to the foreman in charge of the gang.

	And so it was that on June 30th 1841 a decorated train pulled out of Paddington and arrived in Bristol four hours later. Brunei rode on the locomotive platform, driven by his assistant Daniel Gooch; and it is said that one of the company directors, Thomas Guppy, danced on the roof of a carriage in his excitement. If Muller was among the exuberant crowd which gathered at Temple Meads that day, it is unlikely that he would have permitted himself such an uninhibited display of emotion; but he may well have reflected that Bristol would never be quite the same again.

	When Craik and Muller arrived in Bristol in 1832 they had declined a regular salary for a number of reasons including a scriptural objection to the pew-rates which would have been levied to support them (James 2:1-6). Instead, boxes were put up in Bethesda, over which their names were fixed, together with an explanation of the object of the boxes, so that the saints could now act according to Galatians 6:6: ‘Let him that is taught in the word communicate unto him that teacheth in all good things.’

	More recently they had become concerned that the names above the boxes made it look as if they were exalting themselves above the other brethren, and assuming office to themselves. Rather, they sought simply to fill the place which they believed the Holy Spirit had given to them. There was also the increasing possibility that God might call and qualify other brethren for the work of ruling and teaching in the church, and they felt that their names above the boxes may have put unnecessary difficulties in the way of others being fully recognised by the church as occupying equal positions with themselves.

	The facts were that there were others who worked with Muller and Craik at Bethesda, but that they were the only two who were supported by the church. They had no wish to be regarded as exclusive ‘ministers’. Thus it was that in July 1841 the boxes were removed. At first, this step appears to have resulted in a very slight drop in Muller’s personal income; his detailed annual accounts show that he received for himself in 1841, £239 as against £242 in 1840. However, this trend did not last, for in 1842 he received a healthy £329.

	Those summer months in 1841 were for the homes a period of continuous prosperity, or as Muller described it: ‘one continual even running of the river of God’s bounty’. At no period for more than three years had there been so much wealth at Wilson Street. But it did not last. For six months from September 1841, Muller reported, ‘it pleased the Lord... to try our faith more severely than during any time since the work first commenced’. A long, hard winter lay ahead.

	


Chapter Eleven, Looking to his Riches

	Indeed, so sharp were the trials of our faith for more than six months after [September, 1841]; so long the seasons when, day after day, only daily supplies were granted to us, and when even from meal to meal we had to look up to the Lord; so long had we to continue in prayer, and yet help seemed to fail; that it can be only ascribed to the especial mercy of God, that the faith of those who were engaged in this work did not altogether fail, and that they did not entirely grow weary of this way of carrying on the Lord’s work, and go, in despair of help from God, back again to the habits and maxims of this evil world ... In the midst of the trial I was fully assured that the Lord would lighten His hand in His own good time, and that, whilst it lasted, it was only in order that in a small measure, for the benefit of the church of Christ generally, that word might be fulfilled in us—‘Whether we be afflicted it is for your consolation.’

	After the period of comparative plenty which ended in September, the situation did not suddenly deteriorate; it is true that by the morning of October 1st Muller had again to record that he had not a penny in hand. But help was on the way. In the middle of the morning, 10s arrived with a note which read: ‘Your Heavenly Father knoweth that you have need of these things. Trust in the Lord.’ About five minutes later Muller received £10 from an Irish sister, through her banker in London. At the same time he heard from Tetbury that three boxes, containing articles to be disposed of for the children, were on the way. Two hours later, fourteen small donations, amounting to nearly 30s, were given to him.

	A month later, however, it was rare for donations as large as ten pounds to arrive:

	November 23. Yesterday came in 5s for stockings, which provided to-day the means for the breakfast in the Boys’ Orphan-House. A sister sent also a gammon and some peas. Now we are very poor indeed. One of the labourers [meaning a member of staff] was able to provide a dinner in the Girls’ Orphan-House out of his own means. In this our great need came in 17s 6d by sale of Reports, which money had been expected for some months past, but which the Lord sent just now most seasonably. Besides this, 2s 6d was also received for the children’s needlework. Thus we are provided for this day also. In the afternoon the Lord gave us a still further proof of the continuance of His loving care over us, now that we are so poor; for a box arrived from Plymouth containing clothes, trinkets etc.

	Early next morning one of the articles in the box from Plymouth was sold for £2 2s. This was sufficient to see them through the day, as there was a certain amount in stock in each of the houses. Prayer meetings were now held daily at Wilson Street, as a result of the urgency of the situation. When Muller arrived at this particular morning’s p.m., he heard that as the infants had taken a walk with their teacher that morning, a poor woman had approached her with two pence.

	‘It is but a trifle,’ she said, ‘but I must give it to you.’

	By the time Muller arrived at the prayer meeting one of these two pence had already been needed to make up the sum which was required for the bread. In the afternoon, another 9d was received and some more of the articles from Plymouth were sold for 12s.

	December was the usual month when the public meetings were held to give an account of the work. But at the end of 1841, times being so unusually difficult, it was decided to delay the meetings for a while, in case there should be criticism that they had been arranged in order to expose the need; the publication of the Annual Report was delayed for similar reasons. Muller wrote,

	What better proof, therefore, could we give of our depending on the living God alone, and not upon public meetings or printed Reports, than that, in the midst of our deepest poverty, instead of being glad for the time to have come when we could make known our circumstances, we still went quietly on for some time longer, without saying anything ... The Lord was saying by this poverty,

	‘I will now see whether you truly lean upon me, and whether you truly look to me.’

	This courageous step of faith was not instantly rewarded. On the contrary, Muller wrote a few years later that,

	Of all the seasons that I had ever passed through since I had been living in this way, up to that time, I never knew any period in which my faith was tried so sharply as during the four months from December 12th 1841 to April 12th 1842. But observe further: We might even now have altered our minds with respect to the public meetings and publishing the Report; for no one knew our determination, at this time, concerning the point. Nay, on the contrary, we knew with what delight very many children of God were looking forward to receive further accounts. But the Lord kept us steadfast to the conclusion, at which we arrived under His guidance.

	Throughout this period it remained true that the children neither knew of the difficulties nor lacked good food, clothes or warmth. Muller was well aware of the question that many longed to ask him and that some did:

	‘How would it be, suppose the funds for the Orphans were reduced to nothing, and those who are engaged in the work had nothing of their own to give, and a meal time were to come, and you had no food for the children?’

	Muller’s answer was that he believed such a situation would occur ‘if ever we should be so left to ourselves, as that either we depend no more upon the living God, or that “we regard iniquity in our hearts.” ’ ‘But so long’, he continued, ‘as we shall be enabled to trust in the living God, and so long as, though falling short in every way of what we might be, and ought to be, we are at least kept from living in sin, such a state of things cannot occur.’

	One of the nearest approaches to such a situation occurred in February 1842. At midday on Tuesday the eighth there was enough food in all the houses for that day’s meals, but no money to buy the usual stock of bread (for future use) or milk for the following morning; two houses needed coal. In Muller’s view they had never been in greater poverty and he noted that if God sent nothing before nine next day, ‘His name would be dishonoured’. Late in the afternoon nine plum cakes arrived, baked by order of a kindly sister. Encouraging—and, no doubt, tasty—as these were, the situation was still grim as Muller retired to bed that night. He finished that day’s journal entry with the words: ‘Truly, we are poorer than ever; but, through grace, my eyes look not at the empty stores and the empty purse, but to the riches of the Lord only.’

	Next morning, Muller walked early to Wilson Street to discover how God would meet the need, only to find on arrival between seven and eight that it had already been met. A Christian businessman had walked about half a mile to his place of work when the thought occurred to him that Muller’s children might be in need. He decided, however, not to retrace his steps then, but to take something to the homes that evening. But, as he later told Muller, ‘I could not go any further and felt constrained to go back.’ He delivered three sovereigns to the Boys’ Home. This donation, together with some other smaller sums, met the needs for two days.

	Muller described the following week, too, as being ‘full of trials of faith, but also full of deliverances.’ The final deliverance itself came via a well-known but by no means wealthy deliverer. It was Saturday February 19th and although enough had come in for the day’s needs there was no money to buy in bread for Sunday, which was needed in all three houses. Muller was forced to leave the evening prayer meeting at Wilson Street early as he expected Robert Chapman to arrive at his home from Barnstaple soon after eight. He asked one of the brethren to accompany him to Paul Street so that he could return to the homes with any donations that had arrived at No. 21. Chapman arrived soon after half-past eight and shortly produced half a sovereign for the children. Muller found an excuse to leave the room and presented the money to a grateful assistant who returned quickly to Wilson Street, so that by ten enough bread had been bought for the morrow.

	About a month later things were again pretty desperate. Muller left his house soon after seven in the morning to see whether there was enough money at the homes to buy in milk for the day. As he walked, he prayed:

	‘Lord pity us, even as a Father pitieth his children. Lay upon us no more than we are able to bear; refresh our hearts by sending us help.

	Lord, you know what would happen if we had to give up the work for want of means..

	Two minutes from Wilson Street his prayer was interrupted when he met a friend on his way to work. They chatted briefly and then parted—but not for long. Muller was soon overtaken by a breathless pursuer who gave him a pound note for the work. (For many, at that time, a pound equalled a fortnight’s wages.)

	‘It is worth being poor,’ Muller thought, ‘and greatly tried in faith for the sake of having day by day such precious proofs of the loving interest which our kind Father takes in everything that concerns us.’

	Wednesday March 30th found Muller on the platform of the new Temple Meads station to meet a friend from Devon who was to stay with him for a few days. As they made their way back to Wilson Street, Muller’s friend told how the previous year he had allocated a piece of his land to be used for the benefit of Muller’s children. He had prayed with his family that God would bless the crop that was to be planted and many times subsequently they repeated the prayer until they were able to dig a fine harvest of potatoes. These had been sold for two sovereigns which were now duly handed over. When they arrived at No. 21 they found one of the boys waiting for some money to provide lunch and certain other needs; the boy returned to Wilson Street with the two sovereigns: it was all Muller had, but just enough for that day’s requirements.

	That Wednesday was also the day when due to an acute shortage of funds for their personal use, the Mullers took lunch half an hour late. It was the only occasion when Muller ever remembered this happening, and he consoled himself that it was a good thing for him and Mary to know in a very small way the meaning of the Apostle Paul’s words in Philippians 4:12, ‘I know both how to be abased, and I know how to abound; everywhere and in all things I am instructed both to be full and to be hungry, both to abound and to suffer need.’

	By April 1842 Muller and his helpers had lived through six months of severe testing when week after week, with only short periods of relief, the funds had been no more than sufficient. Again and again money or supplies had arrived with only minutes to spare before the children sat down at table. Muller’s faith had at no time been more tried. How much longer would it last?

	On Tuesday 12th April the need had never been greater: since the previous Saturday less than fourteen shillings had been received at Wilson Street. Early in the morning, Muller knelt in prayer:

	‘Lord pity us! You know that we desperately need some oatmeal, some new pairs of shoes, money for the repair of old shoes and to replenish our stores, and some money for new clothes for the children as well as a little money which is needed for some of the lady helpers. Please send us some larger sums.’

	Later that morning an envelope arrived from the East Indies: it contained one hundred pounds. Muller wrote, ‘It is impossible to describe the real joy in God it gave me ... I was not in the least surprised or excited when this donation came, for I took it as that which came in answer to prayer, and had been long looked for.’

	By May, Muller thought it right to publish another Report of the activities of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution including, of course, the homes. The report had been delayed for five months on account of the period of trial, lest they should appear to be appealing for funds. At this time, however, there was no danger of such an accusation being made.

	During the previous seventeen months SKI had financed, besides one hundred children in the homes, a whole number of other important activities including: (a) two Sunday Schools; (b) two Adult Schools, one for men and one for women at which on four evenings in the week nearly 350 people were taught reading and writing, their books and writing materials being supplied free of charge. The opportunity was of course taken to ‘point out the way of salvation’ at some classes; (c) six Day Schools, three for boys and three for girls. Muller’s aim was that the poorest citizens of Bristol should be able to send their children to school entirely free or on payment of one fifth or one sixth of the expenses. They were also intended to enable Christian parents of modest means to send their children to schools where the teachers were all believers. From March 1834 to May 1842 well over two and a half thousand children were taught at these schools. All these adult and children’s schools were entirely financed by Muller’s Institution.

	In addition, from its foundation in 1834 SKI had circulated nearly seven thousand Bibles. In the seventeen months ending May 1842 nearly £130 had been sent to missionaries in Jamaica, Australia, Canada and the East Indies. In the same period well over twenty-two thousand short Christian books or pamphlets had been distributed, the greater part free of charge.

	During those seventeen months there had been very little sickness in Wilson Street and not one child had died. Total expenditure at the homes had been just over £1337 and total income just over £1339. Mr Micawber’s happiness would have been complete.

	Through periods of trial or periods of plenty, Muller never wavered in his determination that neither he nor any member of his staff should ever appeal for funds.

	I do not mean to say [he wrote] that it would be acting against the precepts of the Lord to seek for help in His work by personal and individual applications to believers, (though it would be in direct opposition to His will to apply to unbelievers, 2 Corinthians 6:14-18); but I act in the way in which I do for the benefit of the Church at large, cheerfully bearing the trials, and sometimes the deep trials connected with this life of faith (which however brings along with it its precious joys), if by any means a part at least of my fellow believers might be led to see the reality of dealing with God only, and that there is such a thing as the child of God having power with God by prayer and faith. That the Lord should use for so glorious a service one so vile, so unfaithful, so altogether unworthy of the least notice as I am, I can only ascribe to the riches of his condescending grace, in which He takes up the most unlikely instruments, that the honour may be manifestly His.

	It was once alleged at a public meeting in a large town that on an occasion when there was need at Wilson Street Muller had prayed publicly that God would send help for the children. When Muller heard the allegation he described it as ‘entirely false’. He commented that so far from wishing to make known our need, for the purpose of influencing benevolent persons to contribute to the necessities of the Institution under my care, I have even refused to let our circumstances be known, after having been asked about them, when on simply saying that we were in need, I might have had considerable sums... And such self-possession has the Lord given me, that at the times of deepest poverty (whilst there was nothing at all in hand, and whilst we had even from meal to meal to wait upon the Lord for the necessities of more than a hundred persons), when a donation of ^5 or £10 or more had been given to me, the donors could not have read in my countenance whether we had much or nothing at all in hand.

	
Chapter Twelve, Storms in Stuttgart

	A not infrequent visitor to the Mullers’ house in Paul Street was Robert Chapman of Barnstaple. A visit he had made in March 1842 had had a more than social purpose; he had just returned from a trip to the continent and had grown concerned about the state of many German Christians. He had put it to Muller that he should publish his Narratives of the Lord’s dealings ... in German so that the faith of his fellow countrymen might be strengthened and that they might see the importance of recognising in practice the authority of Scripture. He had suggested, too, that Muller should think very seriously about making a longish working visit to his homeland.

	In all the German States, Christians were, with very few exceptions, connected with established State Churches. Indeed, the only exceptions known to Muller were the ‘close Baptists’ who, he said, ‘by their most exclusive separate views, only confirmed believers in remaining in the Establishment’. Chapman had reported to his friend what he had found to be the typical German reaction to his explanation of the position on church order and practice which he, Muller and the early Brethren had decided was Scriptural. ‘It is Scriptural, you are right,’ they said, ‘but if we were to practise this, what would be the consequences? What would become of us and our wives and children?’

	Chapman had pointed out to Muller how ideally suited he would be to share with these brethren and sisters the experience and insight gained at Teignmouth and Bristol. ‘I cannot go till the Lord calls me,’ Muller had said. And that was how the matter had rested for about fourteen months.

	However, in May 1843 Muller was again faced with the question of whether to go or not to go. He received two letters from Germany: the first was from a German woman, ‘Frau G’ who had spent some time in Bristol in 1841 and 1842; she had become a Christian as a result of a series of conversations with Muller and of translating his Narratives into German. She reported that on returning to Germany she had searched in vain for a company of believers who met along the lines that she had learned from Muller and seen practised in Bristol. At last she had found a little Baptist church in Stuttgart, which was separated from the State Church, and where she had subsequently been baptised and received into fellowship. She soon noticed a number of differences in church order to those which she had seen practised at Bethesda and in particular became somewhat alarmed at their close Baptist principles such as their refusal to have fellowship with unbaptised believers. These principles were rigorously upheld by non-conformist Christians in the Stuttgart area; in addition they refused to baptise anyone unless they promised never to take the Lord’s supper with unbaptised believers or with those who belonged to a State Church. She knew that the practice at Bethesda was, in general, to receive all who were true believers in the Lord Jesus irrespective of more minor disagreements. She had therefore written to Muller asking his advice on the matter. Her letter was accompanied by another letter from a ‘Dr R’, a leading Wirtem-berg barrister who attended the Baptist church into which Frau G had been received. Dr R. clearly held the close communion views, but having read and been impressed with Frau G’s manuscript translation of Muller’s Narrative wished to have the scriptural basis of Muller’s open communion views explained to him.

	Muller wondered whether this was the opportunity for which he had been waiting since his conversation with Robert Chapman. If he was to work for a while in Germany it could not be within an established church for he would not have been permitted to do so even if his conscience had allowed it; but here for the first time was a contact with German believers out of the Establishment. ‘At Stuttgart, I judged, I might labour in expounding the truth in this close Baptist Church, and seek to bring these dear brethren out of their sectarian views.’

	Muller began to pray and ponder the difficulties.

	I saw a hard struggle before me with reference to the brethren who were to be won for the truth, and to be brought out of their errors; in the Continental manners and the long and beautiful journey on the Rhine I saw, through grace, no charm, and certainly I saw nothing in them which would induce me to leave home, but the reverse [after fourteen years in England, Muller now referred to Bristol as ‘home’]; the fourth Orphan-House was on the point of being opened, and I, naturally, was very reluctant to be absent from it just then; the labour would be great in Germany, and work would heap up greatly for me in Bristol, during my absence.

	After much prayer and self-examination, Muller became convinced that it was God’s will for him to go. This conviction came despite the enormous difficulties which lay in the way. First, a mass of work needed to be done before the fourth home could be opened: Muller asked the Lord to help him to get it done before he left. Secondly, Muller wanted to be in a position to leave behind him several hundred pounds so that the orphan and school work could continue for at least about two months without any undue burden being placed upon the staff in his absence. Humanly speaking, there was no prospect at all of Muller receiving such a sum: it would have to be got by prayer. Thirdly, Mr and Mrs Muller would need a considerable sum of money to get them to Germany and to keep them during a longish stay. Fourthly, Muller wanted to publish his Narrative in German. Frau G’s translation had gone no further than the manuscript stage and was unsuitable for publication. Although the cost of printing and paper was very much less at that time in Germany than in England, Muller reckoned he would need between one and two hundred pounds to publish privately about four thousand copies of the work. A fifth difficulty in the way was to find a suitable matron for the fourth home.

	From the beginning of June, George, Mary and Mary’s sister who now lived with them prayed every morning that God would remove the five difficulties if it were really His will that Muller should work for a while in Germany. Muller admitted later, I had a secret satisfaction in the greatness of the difficulties which were in the way. So far from being cast down on account of them, they delighted my soul; for I only desired to do the will of the Lord in this matter… the greater the obstacles, the more abundantly plain the proof, that I had come to a right judgment, if they were removed by prayer ... I did nothing but pray. Prayer and faith, the universal remedies against every want and every difficulty; and the nourishment of prayer and faith, God’s holy word, helped me over all the difficulties.

	But for a while the difficulties seemed to increase. Funds began to arrive if anything even more slowly, and instead of finding a matron for the new home, another lady member of staff seemed on the point of leaving. On July 12th Muller said to one of his helpers: ‘Well, my soul is at peace. The Lord’s time is not yet come, but, when it is come, He will blow away all these obstacles, as chaff is blown away before the wind.’

	A quarter of an hour later, Muller was handed a note. In it, the writer explained that he intended giving Muller just over seven hundred pounds to be used for four purposes but divided as Muller thought best: amongst poor Christians; to German Christians or for publishing the Narrative; amongst the children; and to complete the expenses of the new Grosvenor Street chapel which Robert Chapman was planning to build in Barnstaple.

	‘When I received this note, I was not in the least excited, but took the circumstances as quietly as if it were a matter which could not be otherwise.’ Three of the difficulties were thus immediately removed. The means for a German publication of the Narrative, and for the Mullers to stay in Stuttgart would now be easily met. And Muller would be able to leave behind him in Bristol more than enough to finance the work for several months. Over eighty pounds which was needed at Barnstaple was duly sent off, and over one hundred pounds was allocated to help poor local Christians.

	Shortly afterwards a suitable sister was found to fill the role of matron at the new home, and Muller was able, also, to fit out the house—No. 4 Wilson Street—ready to receive the first children. And the other member of staff who had considered leaving decided to stay; thus all the difficulties were removed.

	On August the 9th 1843 Muller and Mary left Bristol with a German woman, ‘Fraulein W’, who was returning to Germany after making a special trip to England to be baptised by Muller. (She had earlier been refused baptism by the Baptist church at Stuttgart, because she felt herself unable to promise never to have communion with unbaptised believers or members of the State Church.) Five days later, on a beautiful summer’s day, the travellers left Rotterdam aboard a Rhine steamer. On the river banks Muller noticed how clean the attractive Dutch cottages were; but here was an opportunity not to be missed. He began to give German tracts to those who could read German; many of those on deck were Dutch however: they would understand when he spoke to them but could not read his tracts.

	He then got into a long conversation with four Jews who disagreed among themselves as to their own religion but were unanimous in their rejection of Jesus as the Messiah. One elderly man, having been given a tract which he read, approached Muller with tears in his eyes asking him to sell him another tract.

	‘But I will gladly give you some more tracts,’ said Muller.

	‘Oh!’ said the old man, ‘if you could but stay, how glad the old clergyman, a pious man, would be to see you.’

	But Muller could not afford the time to stop in Holland; a little later, while explaining to another interested passenger the purpose of his mission to Germany, the reply was:

	‘Brother, the Lord bless thee.’ This turned out to be a Baptist minister from Amsterdam on his way to Utrecht. Perhaps Amsterdam Baptists were more liberal than those in Stuttgart.

	Muller decided to hire a two berth cabin aboard the steamer for Mary and himself to spend the nights, finding it was cheaper than going ashore. It was a decision he regretted. The noise of activities aboard kept them awake until midnight and woke them again soon after three: this happened for three nights and they had very little sleep. On the third day they arrived at Coblentz where George and Mary took a stroll and managed to give tracts to a Prussian soldier for himself and his comrades and to an English woman with a Roman Catholic servant whom they heard speaking in familiar language.

	On the fourth day Muller saw scenery as beautiful as any he had ever seen: ruined castles and fortresses amidst the vineyards on either bank for a hundred miles or more, a reminder of the faded glory of German knights and emperors. ‘It is beautiful,’ Muller thought, ‘but how poor, how very poor this beauty in comparison with Jesus!’

	That evening they arrived at Mayence, a large and busy fortress town, where printing had been invented. On the opposite bank they could see an early railway line; there seemed little trace of the poverty which was so obvious in large English towns of the period. Muller noted that almost the entire population was Catholic.

	Next day, on deck, Muller saw a young French woman reading Paul’s Epistle to the Romans; during a long conversation he soon discovered that she was a keen Christian and presented her with a copy of his Narrative, some tracts and an Orphan Report to help her with her English.

	At four on August 19th they arrived at Weinheim, where they stayed with friends in an old building, formerly a cloister; Muller was asked to expound the scriptures that evening and the following morning at family prayer.

	Three days later they arrived at Stuttgart and were warmly welcomed at her home by Frau G who was obviously determined to make their stay comfortable.

	The Baptist Church, to which he had been invited, had about fifty members. Muller, never a man prone to accept an unsatisfactory situation as he found it, fought and won his first minor battle at Stuttgart over the times of the church’s meetings—which, he said, if they ‘had been on purpose ill chosen, could scarcely have been worse’. On Sunday mornings they were at nine so that mothers of families found it difficult to attend: Muller had them put back half an hour. On Sunday afternoons they were at two when the heat of the summer sun and the after effects of Sunday lunch ‘combined together to make the persons sleepy, so that individuals not more than half a yard from me, though interested about what was going on, were sometimes fast asleep’. Evening meetings—on Sundays and during the week—began at half-past eight when people were not only exhausted at the end of a busy day but also generally drowsy after enjoying a heavy supper. Muller persuaded the saints to give up the two o’clock meeting on a Sunday on the grounds that two meetings were quite enough for one day and that parents would thus be given more time to be with their children, or to read their Bibles. During the week Muller had the evening meetings brought forward to eight and ‘affectionately advised the dear saints to take a very light supper on those evenings when we met, that blessing might not be hindered.’ For about a week things went quietly for Muller, but he suspected that this was merely the lull before the storm, and that shortly a more major battle would commence. He was right. On Wednesday August 30th he was requested to meet the elders of the church. The leading brother began to address Muller.

	‘The time is approaching,’ he said, ‘when the church will take the Lord’s Supper. [They did this once a month.] We have a rule, which we consider to be scriptural, that we neither take the Lord’s supper with any one who has not himself been baptised by immersion after he has believed, nor with anyone who, (though baptised himself) would take the Lord’s supper with anyone who has not thus been baptised. Neither will we take the Lord’s supper with any brother who would take it with any still remaining in the State church.’

	Muller therefore failed to qualify for reception at the Lord’s table on the last two counts. While he had of course been baptised as a believer, he would gladly break bread with any true believer in Christ; for about an hour he was listened to quietly while he stated his convictions and gave his reasons from scripture. The meeting then closed and it was agreed to meet again the following day.

	At this second meeting a number of other brethren besides the elders were present. The leading brother expounded his view that no one was born again nor had a right to say his sins were forgiven unless he was baptised, and that the apostles were not born again until the day of Pentecost. He then announced that Christ himself had been bom again at His baptism, and that during the last three years of His life He had not been under the Law, but had ceased to be under the Law when he was baptised. Muller felt that foundation truths of the gospel were now being attacked, and at the conclusion of this remarkable exposition suggested a further meeting the following day. This being agreed upon, Muller at the third meeting pressed the brother to defend his views. The said brother fairly soon conceded that he had made an unscriptural statement, and that our Lord had no need to be born again. Muller then argued from a number of passages—including Galatians 3:13, Philippians 2:8 and Hebrews 10:1-13—that our Lord was under the Law up to the end of His life on earth; on this point too, the elder eventually acknowledged his error. He was however unwilling to renounce his belief that baptism was a covenant with God, and that there can be no forgiveness of sins without adult baptism; he told Muller that he was sinning in breaking bread with unbaptised believers and with members of the State Church, and maintained that if the Church allowed him to break bread with them, they would be defiled with him. Another elder agreed with this, but two elders and a number of other brethren present declared themselves quite ready to take communion with Muller, and with anyone who loved the Lord Jesus.

	At this point the leading brother announced that there must be a separation. Muller begged the group not to think in those terms.

	‘Consider,’ he said, ‘what a scandal it would be to the ungodly, and what a stumbling block also to believers yet in the State Church. I have not come to Stuttgart to make a separation, but only to lend a helping hand according to the ability which the Lord may give me. Brethren, as we have now spent more than six hours together in intercourse, let us meet together to-morrow evening for some hours of prayer.’

	This suggestion having been agreed they met on the Saturday evening to pray that God would unite them together in truth and show on which side the truth was. Towards the end of the meeting the leading brother rose to his feet and related—in what he called prayer —his experience before his conversion, his conversion, his being convinced about baptism, Muller’s coming to Stuttgart, his readiness to receive the unbaptised as a result of Muller’s discussions with him, but that on reversion to his former view only to receive the baptised, his peace had been restored to him, and that he intended to live and die in that belief. At the conclusion of the meeting Muller could not resist telling him that the Lord had decided the matter, and shown on whose side the truth was: for if he had really been in peace, he could not have regarded a narrative of his experiences as prayer! According to Muller, the prayer had the effect of convincing those present that the elder ‘had not the truth’. Muller repeated that he dreaded a separation and that he and Mary would gladly break bread privately to avoid any unpleasantness; he suggested that all should continue to pray for unity and declared himself ready to meet anyone at any time for further discussion of the matter.

	Next day was Sunday and Muller (having been asked to preach at all meetings of the church) spoke in the morning from Exodus 12— the institution of the Passover feast. This led on to his delivering a discourse on what is meant by feeding upon Jesus, that believers unite round Him at the Lord’s table and that all believers are entitled to all the privileges of saints. Muller later claimed that he had not deliberately chosen these points but that they had emerged naturally from his talk which was the fourth in a series on Exodus 12. However, after he had finished speaking, he intended to close in prayer but before he could do so he was interrupted by the irrepressible and now irate leading elder:

	‘I must contradict you, Muller! First, you have said that the bread and wine means the body and blood of our Lord, whereas in truth it is the real body and blood of our Lord. Secondly, I believe that as circumcision makes a man an Israelite, and thus fits him to partake of the Paschal Lamb, so without baptism no one is fitted to partake of the Lord’s Supper, which is set forth by the Paschal Lamb’. 

	(Muller had said that every believer in Jesus was by his faith made a spiritual Israelite, and thus had a right to the Lord’s Supper.) The elder was now growing more angry:

	‘It is against the rules of our church that Muller takes the Lord’s Supper with unbaptised believers, and with those who have not left the State Church. Muller thus partakes of their sins, is defiled by them and therefore cannot be admitted to the Lord’s Supper’.

	His voice rising to a crescendo, he now turned towards Muller and delivered the final blow:

	‘I am the ruler of this church and you are no longer permitted to speak at our meetings. Whosoever takes the Lord’s Supper with Muller will no longer be considered as a member of the church.’

	With this he walked out of the meeting.

	Muller, who commendably had said nothing during this declamation, now fell to his knees and (perhaps this was unnecessarily ostentatious) prayed aloud that God would bless the word that he had spoken, forgive Brother…, and teach him (Muller) what he should do now. He then attempted to dismiss the meeting, at which ‘Brother R’ who according to Muller ‘had been sighing under the iron hand of Brother----for a long time’ asked Muller to continue the meeting as before. Brother R was, however, immediately interrupted by another elder and told that he had no right to make this invitation. Muller then repeated that he had only come from England in love, haying no wish to force himself upon them, and left the meeting.

	Muller had tried desperately to avoid a separation but it had happened. He decided not to go to the afternoon meeting but two sympathetic elders who were present reported to him that the leading brother had attempted to disprove what Muller had said.

	That evening seventeen people, including twelve from the Baptist church, met in his room for the breaking of bread ; and for the next few weeks a small company met with Muller—some from the Baptist church and some from elsewhere—according to the principles which he held dear and believed to be scriptural.

	Muller’s attitude to this little Baptist church in Stuttgart well illustrates the balance and maturity of his judgment (though still in his thirties) as well as his rare ability to combine a penetrating insight into the causes of unsound teaching with tolerance and love. He had no doubts that they had been right in considering believers’ baptism to be scriptural, and in separating from the state church in Wirtemberg. But he believed that they had made the mistake of placing too much emphasis on these two points. ‘Baptism and separation from the state church,’ he wrote, ‘had at last become almost everything to these dear brethren. “We are the church. Truth is only to be found among us. All others are in error, and in Babylon.” These were the phrases used again and again by our brother… .’ Muller believed that whenever people made too much of certain aspects of truth ‘though they were even the most precious truths connected with our being risen in Christ, or our heavenly calling, or prophecy’, then they would be ‘losers in their own souls’.

	For more than two months Muller met with the small company which had left the Stuttgart Baptists and expounded the scriptures to them, particularly those parts bearing on the false teaching which they had, in his view, been taught, for example that the forgiveness of sin is received through baptism, that baptism is a covenant between us and God, that there is no regeneration without baptism and that through baptism our old natures actually die. But at the end of this period, during which Muller had clearly let it be known that he was the only speaker at their meetings, he announced that when they next met for the breaking of bread he would take his place among them ‘simply as a brother’. Things did not, however, go quite as Muller had wished even then, and some delightful incidents occurred. A brother would read a portion from the Bible and then say, ‘Perhaps our brother Muller will expound to us this portion’; or another brother would speak briefly on a subject and then say, ‘Perhaps our brother Muller will enter somewhat more fully into this subject’. And brother Muller would oblige; but later he would privately and lovingly point out that all these matters ought to be left to the guidance of the Holy Spirit.

	Miiller spent over six months in Stuttgart. By the end of that time a group of twenty-five were meeting together including a third elder from the Baptist church who had at first thought of Muller as very much in error. The day before Muller and his wife left, he recorded that ‘not only the brethren and sisters among whom I had laboured took leave of me with many tears, but also nineteen brethren and sisters of the close Baptist church came to my lodgings, and affectionately bade me farewell, and with many tears’.

	


Chapter Thirteen, A Just Complaint

	At no time during the period which Muller spent in Stuttgart from August 1843 to February 1844, was there the slightest financial difficulty at Wilson Street. Apart from the large sum which he had been able to leave behind in Bristol, ^450 in cash was received together with a large quantity of valuable gifts in kind.

	Through most of the summer of 1844, too, there was little difficulty but as summer gave way to autumn so the funds grew lower.

	On the morning of Wednesday September 4th the funds at Wilson Street totalled one farthing; there were now nearly 140 people—children and staff—to be provided for. But as Muller set about his early morning activities, he was not worried: he often said, ‘Our need is my comfort’. To-day, as on so many other days, he would be fascinated to see how God would send help. A little after nine he received at Paul Street a sovereign from an anonymous donor. Between ten and eleven a note arrived from Wilson Street to say that £1 2s would be required for the day. As Muller finished reading the note a fly stopped outside the house and a gentleman from Manchester was announced. He introduced himself as a believer who had come to Bristol on business; he had heard about the homes and had been surprised that without any regular system of collection, and without personal application to anyone, Muller received more than £2,000 a year for the work. He gave Muller two pounds. Also that morning ten shillings came in, being profit from the sale of ladies’ bags. Before the evening was out 25s was also received, besides a box of valuable articles.

	As winter approached Muller began to pray hard that God would supply the means for him to buy a large quantity of new clothes which were needed for the children. He also reminded the Lord that the Boys’ Home needed painting and that the staff could do with a little extra money to spend on themselves. On the first evening in October his prayer was answered: he received a bank order for £70. The donor had asked Muller to let him know ‘if anything particular should be connected with this donation’. But Muller wrote in his journal ‘though the donation comes in so seasonably, I cannot write to the kind donor thus, lest he should be induced to give more, by my exposing our circumstances, and lest also the hand of God should not be so manifest, in providing me with means for the work as otherwise it would’. The Boys’ Home was, however, duly painted-inside and out—and the staff received their bonus.

	Everyone at Wilson Street enjoyed a prosperous Christmas in 1844: Muller described it as a ‘season of rich abundance’. It was a bitterly cold winter, and the children’s appetites increased to fight the cold. Whenever possible food was ordered in large quantities, for instance, on a Saturday in February eight hundredweight of rice and eight bushels of peas were bought. February 12th was the coldest morning of the whole winter: on his morning walk for prayer and meditation Muller thought how well he was supplied with coal, good food, and warm clothing and how many ‘of the dear children of God’ might be in need. He prayed that God would send him more means for himself so that he could be of greater help to those in need; three hours later he received ten pounds for his own needs. There can be no doubt what he did with this gift, although, of course, his journal is silent. It is known that during his life he gave away over £80,000 out of money given for his own use. Apart from this, many donors were aware of Muller’s concern for the poor in general and sometimes earmarked portions of their gifts for this purpose, as for instance, with four five-pound postal orders which were received from Hampstead in April, two of which were intended for ‘poor believers’.

	Lydia was now twelve, and receiving what Muller described as a ‘very good education’ at a private school. After she had attended the school for six months, Muller asked for the account, only to be told that the headmistress ‘had a pleasure in educating her gratuitously’. He pressed the matter, however, and eventually obtained an account, which he paid, but later the exact sum was returned to him anonymously by the headmistress (as he later discovered). Lydia remained at the school until she was eighteen, but despite several attempts Muller was never again successful in procuring an account. ‘I was able,’ he recorded, ‘and well able, to pay for her education, and most willing to do so; but the Lord gave it gratuitously; thus also showing how ready He is, abundantly to help me and to supply my wants.’

	From May to July 1845 funds were plentiful for the children’s work and in addition Muller received five hundred pounds for work in Germany (anything left over to be used in the homes). This money was especially timely since Muller had received worrying news of a false teacher who had influenced a number of members of the little church he had founded in Stuttgart. He was therefore able to spend July to October in Germany, not only working in Stuttgart but also undertaking with Mary a lengthy tour of the country in a hired carriage during which they distributed no less than 220,000 tracts and four thousand copies of Muller’s Narrative in German. During the visit an incident occurred which Dr Rowdon (in his study of The Origins of the Brethren) sees as symbolising the fact that Muller and Craik ‘walked in the footsteps of A. N. Groves’ rather than the separatist ones of J. N. Darby. In a letter from Stuttgart to the saints at Bethesda Muller recorded that we travelled with a most lovely and gracious brother, an English clergyman from Sussex, with whom, after two or three hours I was so one in heart, that on getting out of the omnibus, in which we travelled together about thirty miles, in order to walk up a long hill, we walked arm-in-arm. It was most refreshing to our spirits to find so lovely a brother in this dark land. We spent a few hours together at Stuttgart, and then this dear brother left for the neighbourhood of Munich ... where his family is for a season.

	This visit led a number of people to say ‘We are quite sure there must be money in hand for the orphans, else Mr Midler would not have gone to Germany’. Similar things were often said when a new and costly step of faith was taken by the Homes. At such times Muller and his staff remained silent: to have denied it would have been to expose the need and to give the appearance of appealing for funds. And so they would pray:

	‘Lord, it is said that there is much money in hand, whereby some who would, otherwise help us, it may be, are kept from doing so; now, Lord, do Thou nevertheless, as the work is Thine, lay our need, the real state of things, on the hearts of Thy children, that they may help us.’

	This prayer was offered many times by the Mullers in Germany and the staff in Bristol, and it was answered. The needs were fully met throughout the period of the visit.

	On Thursday morning, October 30th 1845, Muller received what he described as a ‘polite and friendly’ letter from an inhabitant of Wilson Street. The writer said that he and his neighbours were ‘in various ways inconvenienced by the Orphan-Houses being in Wilson Street’. The letter left it to Muller to decide what action to take.

	It was not until the following Monday that Muller found time to set aside some hours to pray and think about this new problem. Having asked God to guide him to a right decision he wrote down the reasons for and against moving the children from Wilson Street.

	In the first place he accepted that the neighbour’s complaint was ‘neither without foundation, nor unjust’. It was true that—particularly during play-time—the children were noisy ‘even though the noise be only of that kind, that one could not at all find fault with the dear children on account of it’. Muller thought, ‘I should myself feel it trying to my head to live next door to the Orphan-Houses ... I therefore ought to do to others, as I should wish to be done by.’ Secondly, with between 140 and 150 persons living in the four homes in Wilson Street, there had been occasions when the drains had been unable to cope and had even affected the water supply.

	There were other reasons for moving, too. The single play-ground at Wilson Street was only large enough for the children of one house at a time; Muller wanted the children to have more room to play. Also he wanted to be within easy reach of land which could be turned into gardens where the older boys could work. Another advantage of larger premises in the country would be that all the laundry could be done at the homes.

	Muller was also concerned that the air at Wilson Street was not as bracing as it might have been and, bearing in mind that many of the children were unhealthy on arrival at the homes, he was anxious that they should, be situated in an as invigorating a position as possible. The teachers and staff, too, he thought, would be glad of somewhere where they could relax in a garden or walk in the fields after hours.

	For some years Muller had been looking for property in Bristol which offered these advantages but had found none. Ordinary large houses, built for private families were, he felt, generally unsuitable for use as homes being inadequately ventilated.

	The more Muller thought and prayed about the matter, the more he began to feel that it was God’s will for him to embark on his boldest ever venture of faith: to build a brand new purpose built home.

	I began to see that the Lord would lead me to build, and that His intentions were not only the benefit of the Orphans, and the better ordering of the whole work, but also the bearing still further testimony that He could and would provide large sums for those who need them and trust in Him for them; and besides, that He would enlarge the work so, that, if I once did build a house, it might be large enough to accommodate three hundred Orphans, with their teachers and other overseers and servants needful for the work.

	During no period since the commencement of the work in 1836 had there been so many applications for admission—particularly boys—and Muller found it painful having to refuse so many children at home.

	The following Thursday he asked his fellow-workers at Bethesda their opinion and all eight judged that he ought to leave Wilson Street and could see no objection to building. Next day George and Mary began to meet every morning to pray over the matter, and, as soon as they were sure that it was God’s will, they started to ask Him for the necessary funds. These would be considerable: Muller estimated at least ten thousand pounds.

	On November 15th Robert Chapman arrived to work for a while in Bristol. Muller was glad of the opportunity to consult his dear friend about the building project; Chapman, who was very much in favour of the idea, also said ‘You must ask help from God to show you the plan, so that all may be according to the mind of God.’

	The last seven years had not been easy: for long periods there had been no excess of funds. Most men would have been content to continue the substantial and worthwhile work at Wilson Street, judging that expansion was neither feasible nor essential. Muller, however, was not content merely to consolidate the work; he was now ‘fully assured’ that it was God’s will for him to expand and build. His God, he often said, was a rich God and there were no limits to his resources: ‘The silver and the gold are His, the cattle upon a thousand hills’.

	On December 10th 1845 Muller received the first donation towards the new building: it was a gift of one thousand pounds—the largest single donation they had ever received. Muller recorded ‘When I received it I was as calm, as quiet, as if I had only received one shilling. For my heart was looking out for answers to my prayers’.

	Three days later, Mary’s sister returned from a visit to London with the news that she had met a Christian architect who had recently read Muller’s Narrative with great interest and was keen to hear more about the work. On hearing the plans to build a new Home, he offered to draw up plans and superintend the building free of charge. Muller was delighted and saw this offer plus the thousand pounds as an earnest of great things to come.

	He was looking out for a piece of land of at least six or seven acres somewhere on the outskirts of Bristol. Just at that time there was a great deal of speculative building development over the whole area and all suitable land was fetching high prices. An appropriate site would probably cost between £2,000 and £3,000; the building would cost from £6,000 to £8,000; and the cost of furnishing a house for three to four hundred inmates (including staff) would be £1,500 at least.

	Muller deliberately issued no circular giving details of his plans ‘in order that the hand of God may be the more manifest’. He spoke however to some people about his plans if conversation led to the subject. At the end of December he received on the 29th a further £50 towards the new building, and the following evening another donation of one thousand pounds. Thrilled as he was by this second large gift, he was no less pleased to be able to make the following entries in his journal early in the new year:

	Jan. 3. One of the Orphans gave 6d.

	Jan. 10. One of the Orphans having received half-a-crown from a cousin, gave is 6d of it towards building the Orphan-House; a sister in the Lord also gave me 3 s, a ring, a pair of gold ear-rings, and a gold brooch.

	During January Muller looked into the possibilities of a number of sites, but none proved entirely suitable or cheap enough. Next month, however, the following entries appeared in his journal:

	Feb. 2. To-day I heard of suitable and cheap land on Ashley Down. Feb. 3. Saw the land. It is the most desirable of all I have seen.

	Ashley Down certainly offered enormous possibilities: high up in a bracing position on the north side of Bristol with long views eastwards towards Stapleton and north to Horfield. And yet it was within easy reach of the centre of Bristol and not too far from Bethesda.

	The following evening Muller called at the home of the owner of the land only to be told that he was at his place of business. On arrival there, he was told that the gentleman had just left, but that he would be at his house at about eight. Muller, however, decided that it was not God’s will for them to meet that evening and returned to Kingsdown.

	Next morning Muller once again rang the front door bell of the fine house where the owner of the Ashley Down site lived. This time he was informed that the owner was at home and anxious that Mr Muller should be shown to his room as soon as possible. After the briefest introductory formalities the gentleman said to Muller: ‘This morning I awoke at three o’clock and could not sleep again until five. While I was lying awake I could think of nothing else but my land on Ashley Down and your enquiry which had been passed on to me about the possibility of acquiring it for building an orphan house. At length I made up my mind that if you applied for it, I would sell it to you at £120 an acre instead of £200 which I was previously asking!’

	‘How good is the Lord!’ thought Muller. That morning he signed an agreement to buy nearly seven acres at £120 an acre.

	A week later, Muller received a reply to a letter he had written to the London architect about his offer to help with the plans of the building. It read:

	My dear Sir,

	It will afford me gratification, beyond what I can communicate by letter, to lend you a helping hand in the labour of love you are engaged in, and I shall esteem it a very great privilege being allowed to exercise my abilities as an architect and surveyor in the erection of the building you propose to erect for the Orphans.

	I really do mean what I say, and, if all is well, by the blessing of God, I will gratuitously furnish you with plans, elevations, and sections; with specification of the work, so that the cost may be accurately estimated. I will also make you an estimate and superintend the works for you gratuitously ...’

	The following week the architect travelled to Bristol from London, and Muller and he visited Ashley Down together. ‘This site is most suitable,’ the expert assured Muller, ‘on grounds of situation, drainage and water supply’. Muller was delighted.

	Money for the building fund was now coming in steadily, and in mid-February Muller received a promise that on March 25th five hundred pounds would be paid to him. It was in fact paid before the end of February.

	Towards the end of April Muller received a letter which included the following sentences: ‘With regard to property I do not see my way clearly. I trust it is all indeed at the disposal of the Lord; and if you would let me know of any need of it in His service, any sum under £200 shall be at your disposal at about a week’s notice.’ As it happened Muller and his wife were about to leave Bristol for a short while and he could have easily written something like, ‘The Orphans my dear brother are now in need, and it would be a particular comfort to me, as I am going away, if you would send me £190 …' But that would not have been true to his principles; he therefore wrote thanking the brother for his kind offer but stating that he only spoke to the Lord about his need. It is not known whether or not this potential donor was offended by Muller’s reply but no money was sent. However on May 11th, Muller received £200 from another source: £100 for the present needs of the children, £50 for the building fund and £50 for other objects. Muller commented, ‘The Lord rewarded me thus, for not exposing our poverty to the brother who offered on April 20th to give me any sum under £200, if I should let him know if I needed anything for the Lord’s work. Thus we had at least a little more than we should have had, even if I had asked that brother.’

	The plans for the building were now completed: it would accommodate 300 children, 140 girls and 80 boys from eight upwards, and 80 infant boys and girls aged up to seven, as well as having proper quarters for all staff and teachers. Work, however, would not commence until all necessary funds had been received. It was planned to invest the land and building in the hands of about ten trustees.

	On July 6th 1846 Muller received the largest donation he had so far received for his work: two thousand and fifty pounds of which two thousand pounds was intended for the building fund. He wrote:

	It is impossible to describe my joy in God when I received this donation. I was neither excited nor surprised; for I look out for answers to my prayers. I believe that God hears me. Yet my heart was so full of joy, that I could only sit before God, and admire him, like David in 2 Samuel 7. At last I cast myself flat down upon my face, and burst forth in thanksgiving to God, and in surrendering my heart afresh to Him for His blessed service.

	On November 19th Muller rose at five to pray. There were a number of matters on his mind which he brought before God. For one thing publicity had recently been given to the fact that a number of the inhabitants of Wilson Street were complaining of the inconvenience of the orphan homes there, and Muller was even more anxious to receive enough money to begin the building. For another thing, applications for admission were now well in excess of places in the homes and Muller hated turning children away. After a period of prayer about all this Muller opened his Bible to Mark 11 and came to verse 24, ‘What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them.’ He began to pray again:

	‘Lord I believe that Thou wilt give me all I need for the work. I am sure that I shall have all, because I believe that I receive in answer to prayer.’

	After breakfast he had a time of prayer again and about five minutes after he had risen from his knees a registered letter was handed to him. It contained a cheque for £300 of which £280 was for the building fund, £10 for his own expenses and £10 for Henry Craik. This brought the building fund to over six thousand pounds.

	In December he received another gift of £1,000 and on January 25th 1847, another donation of £2,000 bringing the total up to well over £9,000.

	The winter of 1846-7 had not been an easy time for meeting the day-to-day needs in Wilson Street. The year 1846 was a year of catastrophic crop failure both of wheat and potatoes. The American cotton crop, too, was well below expectation, sending prices soaring. The British economy suffered a crisis of confidence with the soundness of the many railway companies being called into question, leading to widespread financial panic. In May 1847 Muller recorded: ‘Never were provisions nearly so dear since the commencement of the work, as they are now. The bread is almost twice as much as eighteen months ago, the oatmeal nearly three times as much as formerly, the rice more than double the usual price, and no potatoes can be used, on account of their exceeding high price.’ But, he continued, ‘... the children have lacked nothing .. . my heart is in peace, in great peace.’

	In June he received another thousand pounds for the building fund which ‘again encouraged my heart abundantly to trust in Him for all that which I shall yet need’. It was now estimated that, including fittings and furniture the whole project would cost not less than £14,500. However these extra expenses—mainly for heating, gas fittings, furnishing, three large playgrounds and a small road—would not be required until sometime after the commencement of the building work. Muller therefore decided to go ahead, and the first workmen arrived on Ashley Down on July 5th. On August 19th the foundation stone of the new building was laid.

	A gift of one hundred pounds in February 1848 enabled Muller to buy a new suit of clothes for every boy in Wilson Street, something for which he had been praying for some weeks.

	Throughout the winter, when the weather was fair, work proceeded on the new home and by May much of the building was already at roof level. But before the first children moved up to Ashley Down, Muller had to deal with the final explosion of a sad affair within the Brethren movement which had been simmering for some years, and would have tragic and far-reaching consequences.

	


Chapter Fourteen, Stronger Through Turmoil

	To understand the sad events of 1848 requires a rather closer look at one of the young men to whom we were introduced in Chapter 3 — John Nelson Darby.

	Darby’s was a complex personality. On the one hand, when engaged in the many bitter controversies of his life he could be obstinate, harsh and rude. On the other, he would show himself to be deeply sympathetic and humble. When travelling, he often preferred to stay with the less well-educated and poor rather than the affluent. He was especially fond of children. W. B. Neatby recorded that:

	In the act of addressing a meeting he would roll up his greatcoat as a pillow for a sleeping child whose uncomfortable attitude had struck him. I have heard that, on one of his numerous voyages, he might have been seen pacing the deck all night with a restless child in his arms, in order to afford the worn-out mother an opportunity to rest; and I doubt whether many children were more tenderly nursed that night [quoted by Coad].

	And W. G. Turner tells us that on another occasion while visiting the United States a poor family, anxious to provide the best for their visitor, cooked one of their children’s pet rabbits as a meal for Darby.

	Whilst the dinner was in process of serving, Mr Darby noticed the little lad’s downcast demeanour, inquired the reason; and the little fellow (contrary to previous instructions) blurted out the whole truth ... Declining to eat any of the little fellow’s pet, as soon as the meal was over Darby took him to where there was a large tank of water, and producing some mechanical toy ducks from his pocket... played with the little boy for an hour or so [also quoted by Coad].

	But it was not only children who were attracted by his personality. Neatby records the occasion when an old woman, a candidate for admission to the fellowship of one of Darby’s assemblies, was interviewed first by two if its leaders, and then by Darby himself. ‘She afterwards said that the two were very clever and learned, but she could not understand them; and she could get on best with the simple old gentleman that came.’ Describing a meeting he had attended at Guelph during a visit to the United States in 1866, Darby recalled, ‘We were very numerous. I passed two nights in a tent on the lawn, to leave room in the house for some unexpected Americans’.

	The natural ability which enabled him to graduate from Trinity College as a Classical Gold Medallist, was matched by enormous energy: by his death he had founded and guided some fifteen hundred churches in Britain and on the Continent, in North America and the West Indies, in New Zealand and Australia. Indeed, G. H. Lang, a severe critic of Darby on many points, freely acknowledged that ‘on the evangelical side, Darby was one of the greatest instruments employed by the Holy Spirit in the nineteenth century’. His writings, moreover, fill over forty large volumes and in addition to a five volume Synopsis of the Books of the Bible, he wrote individual commentaries on most of the books in the Bible. He translated the Bible into English and French, and the New Testament into Italian. He wrote many profound and sometimes beautiful hymns.

	In Ireland Darby had struck up a friendship with F. W. Newman (brother of John Henry—later Cardinal—Newman) who persuaded Darby to visit Oxford in 1830. There Newman introduced Darby to his former pupil Benjamin Wills Newton, now a Fellow of Exeter College, G. V. Wigram of Queen’s, Lancelot Brenton of Oriel, and a certain W. E. Gladstone of Christ Church. Gladstone, however, was to be more influenced by the preaching of John Henry Newman than by his younger brother Francis. In 1832 Newton persuaded Darby to visit the new Brethren meeting at Plymouth. Darby’s influence on the Plymouth meeting in its early years was to be great.

	Darby summarised his reasons for leaving the Church of Ireland, in which he had been an energetic clergyman, to become one of the early Brethren as follows: ‘What led me out of the Establishment was the unity of the body: where it is not owned and acted on, I should not go’. And his early years in the new movement were characterised by impeccable non-sectarian principles. ‘This is the true secret of a church well ordered.’ he wrote in 1832, ‘perfect largeness of heart, as large as Christ’s even at His coming .. .’ And in the following year, in a letter to the Brethren at Plymouth, he wrote, ‘I do trust that you will keep infinitely far from sectarianism ... You are nothing, nobody, but Christians, and the moment you cease to be an available mount for communion for any consistent Christian, you will go to pieces or help the evil.’

	In October 1832, Darby preached at Bethesda and Gideon Chapels in Bristol and commented on the ‘marked work’ which ‘dear brothers Muller and Craik’ were doing; he added however, ‘I should wish a little more principle of largeness of communion’. This was a rather odd comment, considering that Craik frequently preached for non-conformist ministers and, as Rowdon has pointed out, maintained friendly relations with ministers and scholars of the established church, such as Dean Alford, Archbishop Trench and Dean Ellicott. Furthermore, Muller and Craik ‘invited well-known divines, among them Bonar of Collace, to preach at Bethesda’ (Rowdon).

	As early as 1835, however, there is evidence that Darby’s early largeness of heart was being eroded by another and fatal principle. In that year, Anthony Norris Groves, having returned from India, visited Plymouth and detected signs that the Brethren there were becoming exclusive and sectarian: as his widow later put it, he found ‘that their original bond of union in the truth as it is in Jesus, had been changed for a united testimony against all who differed from them’.

	Before leaving England for the second time, therefore, Groves wrote a long letter to Darby (dated March 1836) in view of the latter’s paramount influence not only at Plymouth but at so many other new assemblies. He referred to Darby’s ‘enlarged and generous purposes that once so won and riveted’ him (Groves), but frankly told Darby ‘you have departed from those principles ... and are in principle returning to the city from whence you departed’.

	I ever understood [Groves told Darby] our principle of communion to be the possession of the common life or common blood of the family of God (for the life is in the blood); these were our early thoughts, and are my matured ones. The transition your little bodies have undergone, in no longer standing forth the witnesses for the glorious and simple truth, so much as standing forth witnesses against all that they judge error, have lowered them in my apprehension from heaven to earth in their position of witnesses ,.. The moment the witnessing for the common life as our bond gives place to a witnessing against errors by separation of persons and preaching ... every individual, or society of individuals, first comes before the mind as those who might need witnessing against, and all their conduct and principles have first to be examined and approved before they can be received; and the position which this occupying the seat of judgment will place you in will be this: the most narrow-minded and bigoted will rule . .. making light not life the measure of Communion ... As any system is in its provision narrower or wider than the truth, I either stop short, or go beyond its provisions, but I would infinitely rather bear with all their evils, than separate from their good.

	Before reading the conclusion of his letter, the normally gracious Groves could not resist driving his point home with a cunning reference to what he considered to be Darby’s unscriptural views on baptism. (Darby adhered to infant and family baptism.) ‘Some will not have me hold communion with the Scots, because their views are not satisfactory about the Lord’s Supper; others with you, because of your views about baptism; others with the Church of England, because of her thoughts about ministry. On my principles, I receive them all; but on the principle of witnessing against evil, I should reject them all.’ Groves concluded his letter to Darby, ‘feeling assured in my own heart, that your enlarged and generous spirit, so richly taught of the Lord, will one day burst again those bands which narrower minds than yours have encircled you with, and come forth again, rather anxious to advance ALL the living members of the living Head into the stature of men, than to be encircled by any little bodies, however numerous, that own you for their founder’. Sadly, Groves was expressing a hope which was not fulfilled.

	Thus by the middle 1830s the early Brethren movement already embraced divergent tendencies within it. On the other hand, those like Groves, Muller, Craik and Chapman strove to maintain the original non-sectarian principle of receiving all ‘whom Christ has received’; on the other, Darby and the growing number of churches under his influence envisaged the establishment of a corporate worldwide witness to the unity of the body of Christ and emphasised separation from evil as God’s principle of unity.

	Other tensions emerged. In 1839, after a fortnight’s retreat to consider certain matters of church order which had arisen at Bethesda, Muller and Craik adopted the firm view that there was a need for a recognised eldership and for ordered government within the church. Darby, on the other hand, disapproved of any formal recognition of the gifts of preaching and teaching, fearing that this might lead to the emergence of a select group of ministers. He regarded the recognition of elders as a restriction upon the free movement of the Holy Spirit, drawing what many now regard as a false distinction between the arranged and formal (which was ‘of man’) and the spontaneous and informal (which was ‘of the Spirit’).

	In 1840 the Plymouth meeting, which had begun in a small house in King Street, before moving to a chapel in Raleigh Street, finally settled at a large building in Ebrington Street, with accommodation for about 1,400 people. W. H. Cole joined the assembly in 1843 and has left some interesting reminiscences: ‘This was a large plain building, erected according to their own plans, without a gallery. The large table was placed in the centre, as the most prominent object, around which were ranged the seats on a gentle rise from the floor, so that everyone could look upon it. There were no pews but comfortable benches.’ Darby had been working in Switzerland since 1838, and Cole’s list of ‘leading ministering brethren’ begins with B. W. Newton. ‘Mr Newton, who in King Street could only at first speak with diffidence to a small number for a few minutes, could afterwards hold, for two hours at a time, the interested attention of a mixed audience of from 1,200 to 1,400 persons from the sects around. He was the principal teacher of the church. His leading subjects were prophetic, yet by no means confined to these, for he had a large grasp of scripture, and seemed deeply acquainted with every part of that mighty volume of truth. He always dealt with high subjects, momentous to the mind, and sacred to the heart. His delivery was calm, orderly, lucid, captivating, such as became a great scholar, one deeply taught in the word, and anxious to lead others on in the knowledge of that which he had himself learnt from its close study’. Cole summed up the atmosphere at Ebrington Street in 1843 as follows: ‘I breathed what appeared to me the pure element of love;

	I was in the enjoyment of the liberty of home; I was enlightened by its teachings, cheered by its joys, comforted by its hallowed fellowship, strengthened by godly companionship, and encouraged by those who were over me in the Lord. Those were delightful times, so sweet for their simplicity.’

	In the early 1840s Newton began to raise the alarm against what he considered to be Darby’s ‘strange system of dispensational doctrines’, at the heart of which was a sharp distinction between the ‘earthly’ hopes of the Jewish Church, and the ‘heavenly’ hopes of the Christian Church. The faithful Jews of the Old Testament were not comprised in the Church, and the dispensations of Old and New Testaments were totally distinct.

	Darby had developed much of his dispensationalism in order to defend a new doctrine of the second coming which emerged after the Albury Prophetic Conferences in 1830, and which is associated with the name of Edward Irving. The doctrine, known as the ‘Secret Rapture’, was a refinement of pre-millennialism, which, as we saw, Muller himself had adopted in 1829. According to the Secret Rapture teaching (which Muller never accepted), the second coming of Christ will take place in two stages: first there will be the ‘rapture of the saints’ when Christ will return to take all true Christians from the earth. Only then will the Antichrist arise and usher in the period of ‘tribulation’. The rule of the Antichrist will be brought to an end by the second stage of the coming—the public ‘appearing’ of Christ in glory. Newton, however—and he was not alone—objected. If the Church was to be removed before the tribulation began, he asked, who were the faithful ones who, according to the Book of Revelation, would suffer during that period? To Newton, the Church comprised all who were redeemed by Christ; the suffering ‘faithful remnant’ therefore must have been redeemed by an act of God other than Christ’s redemption. Newton regarded the theory as conflicting with a central doctrine of the faith.

	Darby’s reply was to assert that considerable sections of the New Testament applied not to the Church but only to a future dispensation of the restored Jewish remnant. Newton recorded,

	At last Darby wrote from Cork, saying he had discovered a method of reconciling the whole dispute, and would tell me when he came. When he did, it turned out to be the ‘Jewish Interpretation’.

	The Gospel of Matthew was not teaching Church Truth but Kingdom Truth, and so on. He explained it to me and I said ‘Darby, if you admit that distinction you virtually give up Christianity.’ Well, they kept on at that until they worked out the result as we know it. The Secret Rapture was bad enough, but this was worse.

	However, the influence of Darby’s personality—backed by his more lucid disciple William Kelly (whom some of Darby’s opponents mischievously referred to as ‘his interpreter’) meant that this view of the second coming ‘at any moment’ gained a wide acceptance not only within the Brethren movement. Over the years it has been adopted by many evangelical Anglicans, large numbers of fundamentalists in all Protestant churches, and amongst free-lance Bible teachers and evangelists; the process was forwarded by the adoption of the theory by Scofield in his popular reference Bible.

	Newton was not alone among the early Brethren, however, in rejecting the new view as an innovation. Notably Muller, Craik, Chapman, James Wright, and S. P. Tregelles firmly held to the view that certain events much take place before Christ’s return; and amongst Anglicans, Archbishop Trench, Dean Alford, Bishops Ellicott and Ryle, as well as Bonar and Guinness were among those upholding what they considered to be the ancient faith. Their rejection of the new view did not however alter the fact that for them as Muller put it, ‘the Coming of Christ, and not death, is the great Hope of the Church, and, if in a right state of heart, we (as the Thessalonian believers did) shall “serve the living and true God, and wait for His Son from Heaven” ’.

	Sadly these emerging tensions between the early Brethren and particularly between Darby and Newton destroyed the tranquillity of Ebrington Street. Cole’s account of that meeting continues ...

	it was too fair a scene for Satan to contemplate, and he must by some means mar its beauties and desolate its loveliness. This devastating work began soon after Mr J. N. Darby’s return from the continent in 1845.1 was told that, when he left Plymouth for his mission there, he commended Mr B. W. N. to the assembly as one qualified to lead on the saints in truth (although that ability had been abundantly proved), and to watch over and guide them in all spiritual matters. But, when he returned he found him in a position of great influence, attracting to his teaching believers from various parts of England, many of whom took up their residence in Plymouth, to benefit from his teaching and that of others. What were the feelings this popularity stirred? It would not perhaps be difficult to suppose; but a personal attack was soon made, and the disastrous strife of the two great teachers, who then became rivals, broke up the peace of the assembly and almost stopped the progress of the work ... No account, gathered merely from pamphlets, could describe the distress of mind, the poignant sorrow and heart-grief produced by Mr D as he ruthlessly pursued his course against his former friend ... I deeply regret to have to record that strifes, jealousies, wraths, factions, parties, works of the flesh, took the place, in great measure, of the fruit of the Spirit, and loving fellowship of the saints.

	We have already noticed Darby’s preference for the companionship of those less well-educated than himself, his affection for the poor and love of children. It is hard to escape the conclusion that the converse of this was that he could not tolerate a rival. On his return to Plymouth, in March 1845, he commenced his own teaching sessions and began to attack not only Newton’s doctrines but also, it seems, Newton himself: he accused him of acting ‘very badly towards many beloved brethren and in the sight of God’. According to Coad, ‘by avoiding a contest on the doctrinal grounds (where he was undoubtedly weak, and where his own involved arguments were no match for Newton’s incisive intellect), and by concentrating on Newton’s practices towards others, Darby was choosing his opponent’s weakest spot, and the one point on which he might isolate him from his colleagues’. In April, Newton and Darby met before thirteen other men. Unfortunately Newton, the younger man, lost his self-control at this meeting and from then on his colleagues began to lose confidence in him; Darby also admitted afterwards that ‘in manner I might have been more calm.’

	Darby thought that he now detected ‘evil’ at work in Plymouth. On October 26th 1845 he announced at Ebrington Street that he was withdrawing from their communion. (Eight years later, Darby confessed that in so dividing the assembly he had acted precipitately, and did not have the endorsement of the Lord.) Asked to attend a meeting to explain the reasons for his action more fully, he ‘launched his public attack on Newton’s personal honesty’ (Coad). He accused Newton of giving false accounts of the April meeting and of falsifying certain evidence in the republication of a controversial letter. Later in the year, following a meeting at Bath attended by a dozen leading Brethren, Lord Congleton, Sir Alexander Campbell, Robert Chapman and others signed a document acquitting Newton of any intention to deceive. At this meeting Chapman addressed Darby personally.

	‘You should have waited longer before separating,’ he said.

	‘I waited six months,’ Darby replied.

	‘But if it had been at Barnstaple, we should have waited six years,’ said Chapman.

	In 1847, the emphasis of the conflict switched to a new point of doctrine. In that year, a lady in Exeter lent to Mrs J. L. Harris (wife of one of the leading brethren at Plymouth) notes which she had taken of an address which Newton had given on Psalm 6. Puzzled by certain statements in the notes, Mrs Harris asked her husband to explain them. Harris, incidentally an Old Etonian and, like Newton, formerly a Fellow of Exeter College, was shocked at the implications of some of the notes.

	In order to see Newton’s addresses on the Psalms in context, the very briefest explanation is necessary. Some years earlier Edward Irving had been expelled from the ministry of the Church of Scotland for asserting that ‘in its proper nature [Christ’s flesh] was as the flesh of His Mother, but, by virture of the Holy Ghost’s quickening and inhabiting of it, it was preserved sinless and incorruptible’. In other words, in order to redeem fallen human nature Christ had assumed fallen human nature. The leaders of the Brethren movement were among those who rebutted these views, and in the course of his rebuttal, Newton (seeking to disentangle the truth from the error of Irving’s views) had endeavoured to set forth a more biblical account of Christ’s human nature by exploring its relation to the ‘federal headship’ of Adam. While he repudiated Irving’s view that Christ had inherited a sinful nature from Adam, he suggested that it was because of his federal relationship to Adam that he inherited such side-effects of the fall as ‘hunger, thirst, weariness, sorrow etc’. Now the controversial notes of the lecture he had given on Psalm 6 must be seen as a part of his attempt to consider Christ’s ‘non-atoning’ sufferings (as he called them) by expounding some of the ‘individual laments’ of the Psalms in a Christological sense.

	Harris—without referring the notes of Newton’s address on Psalm 6 back to him— sent them to a Darby supporter who published them in July 1847. Newton then published a tract in which he set out his views for himself. Darby condemned the views as ‘blasphemous doctrines’ and Muller commented that they seemed to imply ‘that Christ himself needed a Saviour’. Craik suspected that Newton’s errors were ‘only those of a rash speculative intellectualist, who is yet sound at heart and seeking to honour Christ’. In the recent judgment of Professor F. F. Bruce, Newton’s views were not heretical, but based on mistaken principles of Old Testament exegesis. ‘It is an instance of the irony of history that J. N. Darby, who led the attack against Newton, ran into trouble himself twelve years later because of papers on The Sufferings of Christ... While this thesis was not identical with Newton’s, both were based on mistaken exegesis, and some of Darby’s most faithful followers saw little to choose between the two, since both implied that Christ endured divine wrath otherwise than vicariously and by the way of atonement’ ( F. F. Bruce, The Humanity of Jesus Christ, Christian Brethren Research Fellowship Journal, 1974).

	According to F. F. Bruce, both Newton and Darby were genuinely concerned to learn and teach the truth but unfortunately each ‘identified their respective interpretations of revealed truth with revealed truth itself, and since their interpretations did not agree, each believed he was defending truth against error’.

	Later in the year, realising the error of his thinking, Newton published his Statement and Acknowledgment respecting certain Doctrinal Errors. He now readily admitted that he had erred in attributing Christ’s participation in the afflictions of hunger, thirst, weariness, sorrow, etc. to a federal relationship to Adam.

	I ought never to have connected Him with Adam as a federal Head, [Newton wrote] I wish to state distincdy, that I hold the perfectness of Christ’s person and the completeness of His one sacrifice, to be truths so solemnly unquestionable, that every doctrine and opinion must be subordinated to, and guided by these leading and foundation truths; and every statement of mine on the relations of Christ, whether in my recent tracts, which I have now withdrawn, or in any other place, I wish to subject entirely to these primary truths...

	Newton concluded with admirable humility:

	I would not wish it to be supposed that what I have now said is intended to extenuate the error which I have confessed, I desire to acknowledge it fully, and to acknowledge it as sin; it is my desire thus to confess it before God and His Church; and I desire that this may be considered as an expression of my deep and unfeigned grief and sorrow, especially by those who may have been grieved or injured by the false statement, or by any consequences thence resulting. I trust that the Lord will not only pardon, but will graciously counteract any evil effects which may have arisen to any therefrom.

	It is a tragedy that the dispute did not end at this point.

	Darby, however, attempted to show that Newton had not renounced his errors despite Newton’s sincere profession to have done so. The result was that the church at Ebrington Street virtually disintegrated, and Newton’s connexion with the Brethren ceased. He lived until 1899, ‘retreating into a little circle of two or three churches of his own, and leaving a devoted following, mainly among strict Baptists’. Muller was not satisfied with Newton’s doctrinal position in 1847. However, he formed the highest regard for his later writings and wrote (many years later): ‘I consider Mr Newton’s writings to be most sound and scriptural, and my wife and I are in the habit of reading them, not only with deepest interest, but with great profit to our souls. His books are certainly most valuable, for they exalt the person and work of our blessed Lord Jesus Christ to the very utmost ... I regard Mr Newton as the most accurate writer on religious themes of the nineteenth century.’

	It is interesting to note, before leaving Newton, the following incident which was recounted by Dr Robert Cameron of New York in the magazine Perilous Times in 1917:

	Over forty years ago, at my own table in New York City, Mr Darby called Mr Newton ‘dear brother Newton’. I expressed my deep surprise at the use of such an endearing term concerning the one who had been freely called ‘that dangerous man’, ‘the arch enemy’, ‘the fearful blasphemer’, and other equally harsh terms. At once Mr Darby replied: ‘Mr Newton is the most godly man I ever knew’. I said, ‘Well, then, what was all this trouble and condemnation about, if Mr Newton is such a godly man?’ He answered promptly, ‘Oh, but Mr Newton had taught blasphemous doctrines about the person of our blessed Lord, and these had to be dealt with.’ ‘But,’ I said, ‘Mr Newton withdrew the tract on which this charge was made and afterwards published another tract that is the clearest, most scriptural and most reverential treatment of that delicate question that has ever been published.’ ‘Yes,’ said Mr Darby, ‘but there never was any adequate repentance for the sin!’ Here the conversation ended, because dear Mr Darby (for I loved him) was too venerable a man to admit of my giving ‘adequate expression’ to my indignant feelings.

	It is odd that ‘the most godly man’ Darby ever knew never adequately repented of the sin of blasphemy! Most impartial observers would surely regard Newton’s Acknowledgement, quoted above, as an eminently adequate confession of guilt.

	At the end of April 1848 Darby visited Bristol and called on Muller as was his usual custom. Muller asked him to preach the following Sunday at Bethesda, but he declined on the grounds of a previous engagement.

	In May two members of Ebrington Street—a Captain Woodfall and his brother—came to Bristol and applied for communion at Bethesda. Captain Woodfall had been on the Continent during the Plymouth troubles and was therefore admitted but his brother’s application was held for consideration. Some of Darby’s supporters within Bethesda raised objections to the gentleman’s reception, and Craik then suggested that the three brethren most opposed to the Woodfalls’ reception should visit them. This they did and pronounced the two men clear of Newton’s alleged heresy.

	At a meeting at Exeter, Darby then publicly announced that he could never go again to Bethesda because the church had received ‘Newton’s followers’. He then confirmed this in a letter to Muller; and later alleged that Newton’s followers had circulated his writings within Bethesda. Darby’s disciples at Bethesda now began to press for a formal investigation by the church into Newton’s teachings (which had, of course, already been condemned by their author). In June one of Darby’s followers, George Alexander, withdrew from Bethesda; and the elders were forced to summon a church meeting for June 29th 1848. At this meeting a statement (which came to be known as the Letter of the Ten) signed by ten of the elders, including, of course, Muller and Craik, was read (with explanations) and sanctioned by the majority of the church. Darby’s sympathisers, however, promptly withdrew from fellowship.

	The statement made it clear that the truths relative to the person of our blessed Lord ... the divinity of His person—the sinlessness of His nature—and the perfection of His sacrifice, which have been taught [at Bethesda] are, through the grace of God, those which we still maintain... we utterly disclaim the assertion that the blessed Son of God was involved in the guilt of the first Adam; or that He was born under the curse of the broken law, because of His connection with Israel... We utterly reject the thought of His ever having had the experiences of an unconverted person; but maintain that while He suffered outwardly the trials connected with His being a man and an Israelite— still in His feelings and experiences, as well as in His external character, He was entirely ‘separate from sinners’.

	The statement gave nine reasons why ‘we have felt a difficulty in complying with the request of our brother, Mr Alexander, that we should formally investigate and give judgment on certain errors which have been taught among Christians meeting at Plymouth’. Briefly, the ten elders did not feel that because errors were taught at Plymouth or elsewhere they as a body were bound to investigate them. The statement pointed out that the tracts in question (Newton’s) were written in such an ambiguous style that the elders would shrink from giving formal judgment on the matter: responsible brethren had come to different conclusions about how much error was contained in the tracts. ‘Those who felt desirous to satisfy their own minds, would naturally be led to wish to peruse the writings for themselves. For this, many of us have no leisure time; many would not be able to understand what the tracts contained, because of the mode of expression employed; and the result, there is much reason to fear, would be such perverse disputations and strifes of words, as minister questions rather than godly edifying.’ The statement contained a timely reminder that, in any case, those meeting at Ebrington Stret had issued a statement disclaiming the errors charged aginst the tracts. Furthermore, the ‘requirements that we should investigate and judge Mr Newton’s tracts, appeared to some of us like the introduction of a fresh test of communion’. The final, and ninth, reason introduced a welcome and presumably intentional element of humour into the whole sad business: ‘We felt that the compliance with Mr Alexander’s request would be the introduction of an evil precedent. If a brother has a right to demand our examining a work of fifty pages, he may require our investigating error said to be contained in one of much larger dimensions; so that all our time might be wasted in the examination of other people’s errors, instead of more important service.’

	Darby now, on a visit to Yorkshire, found that churches there were sympathising with Bethesda. Thus on August 26th he issued from Leeds a circular excommunicating Bethesda ‘en bloc’. ‘Members of Ebrington Street, active and unceasing agents of Mr Newton, holding and justifying his views, are received at Bethesda ... Woe be to (Brethren) if they love the Brethren Muller and Craik or their own ease more than the souls of saints dear to Christ!’ Churches sympathetic to Darby were now urged to judge the Bethesda question’.

	Muller was not a man to panic easily and took no immediate action. In October, G. V. Wigram, now a Darby supporter, attacked Henry Craik’s Pastoral Letters (published 1835) on the grounds that it contained ‘blasphemous and heretical’ statements concerning the humanity of Christ. However, it appears that Darby well recognised that the able and experienced Craik was nothing if not orthodox and is reported as saying later ‘that Mr Wigram sent him his tracts, and that he [Darby] put them at the back of the fire’.

	On October 31st Muller at last decided to act. He publicly announced his personal condemnation of Newton’s teachings. During November and December seven church meetings were held at Bethesda and it was made clear that no one defending, maintaining or upholding Newton’s views should be received into communion. Several of Newton’s sympathisers including the Woodfalls left the meeting as a result.

	Henceforth those churches who refused to apply Darby’s decree against Bethesda came to be known as ‘Open Brethren’ and those who followed Darby became known as ‘Exclusive Brethren’. A. N. Groves’ son, Henry, maintained that more was done in Bethesda to judge and repudiate Newton’s views, than by any assembly acting under the Darby discipline. Robert Chapman and those under his influence in the Barnstaple area aligned themselves firmly with Muller and Craik as did Anthony Norris Groves, Lord Congleton, Captain Rhind, Messrs Harris, Soltau and Henry and William Dyer. In London, the notable meetings at Brook Street, Tottenham, (where Dr Bamardo was baptised) and Orchard Street, Hackney were among those siding with Bethesda. Even old friends of Darby like J. M. Code, Charles Hargrove and T. Maunsell remained in fellowship with Bethesda. The influential Hereford meeting stood apart from the controversy for a while until a split in 1850 meant that some Darby supporters left the church. However, although Darby-ism was not to be the enduring and expanding force that ‘Open Brethrenism’ has been, it is probably true that ‘the sheer force of Darby’s personality, coupled with the fact that his travels had made him a personal friend of men to whom Muller was [at that time] only a name, may well have meant that the Darbyite party was the larger in the division’ (Coad).

	Bethesda, and the ‘open meetings’ which sided with her, steadfastly maintained the independence of each local church in deciding whom it received into fellowship; whereas the exclusives argued that this was not ‘practical unity of the body’. E. H. Broadbent, in his Pilgrim Church noted that, ‘by untiring propaganda, a large number of churches were induced to accept as a necessary test of fellowship the condemnation of the church at Bethesda on account of a doctrine never held by it. By dint of constant repetition this circle of churches came to believe in all sincerity, that Bethesda had been cut off for holding Newton’s error, an error which he himself had repudiated, and which the church at Bethesda had never entertained. So consistently was this system carried out that Negro brethren in the West Indies had to judge the Bethesda question, and Swiss peasants in their Alpine villages were obliged to examine the errors attributed to Newton and condemn them. Such a system could not fail to lead to further divisions. Even in Darby’s lifetime, several such took place, the parties taking different sides excluding each other as vigorously as they had unitedly excluded Groves and Muller’. The ‘Open Brethren’ have known no such divisions.

	Sadly, few exclusives ever saw Newton’s acknowledgement of his error. One who joined them in 1858, maintained sixty years later the old bitter hostility to Newton but had never seen the Acknowledgment, nor knew of its contents. It was enough for him that ‘JND had rejected it!’ In 1866 J. E. Howard, the founder of the Tottenham assembly, published a penetrating Caution against the Darbyites in which he asked, ‘What then is to be the peculiar excellence and spiritual endowment of the Darbyite structure, which shall enable it to speak loftily, as if it were THE Church of God? Simply separation from evil, according to their own ideas of what is evil, and what separation from evil is.’ Writing recently, F. F. Bruce has said that in his view ‘the root error of Exclusivism is the embracing of the proposition that separation from evil is God’s principle of unity. Biblical unity is based on something much more positive: the common life in the body of Christ—and separation from evil is a corollary’.

	Despite the absurdity of Darby’s action against Bethesda and the bitterness of some of his attacks on Newton’s supporters or sympathisers he continued to display at times a strange—almost incredible— respect not only for Newton himself (his comment ‘Mr Newton is the most godly man I ever knew’, already quoted) but also for certain ‘Bethesda Brethren’. It is said that on one occasion he heard some of his supporters criticising Robert Chapman, and broke in abruptly: ‘Leave Robert Chapman alone: we talk about heavenly places, but he lives in them’. It is to Darby’s credit that he clearly bore no bitterness over Chapman’s rebuke at that meeting in Bath so many years earlier.

	Mrs Anne Evans continued to be a member of Bethesda throughout this sad and turbulent period. She described it as a ‘time of agony of intense sorrow, and upheaval’. Bethesda was, she wrote,

	for a time shattered from end to end. Friendships were broken up; families were divided—husband from wife, children from parents, business relations were dissolved, health and even reason wrecked. We [at Bethesda] sadly needed humbling. We had begun to think too much of ourselves. We had increased rapidly in numbers and even in worldly standing, for many had joined us from the upper classes. Our leading brethren, too, were without any check . .. All this was more than flesh and blood could stand, so Satan was permitted to come down on us and humble our pride in the dust.

	But all was not lost. Mrs Evans continued:

	At this time of sorrow Mr George Muller was a grand stay to us; he did not lose his head; he held the reins with a steady hand; and when at last Bethesda emerged from the turmoil she was stronger, freer than ever before. We had increased in numbers. [By the middle 1850s they were nearly 700 in fellowship.] The orphan work, which was to have come to nought, was the ‘wonder of the world’...

	When the great Revival commenced the Open Brethren threw themselves with heart and soul into it. It was the reading of George Muller’s book by two young men that led to it.

	But that is the story for a later chapter.

	
Chapter Fifteen, Miillers Secret Treasure

	By the time Darby’s circular excommunicating Bethesda was issued, the new orphan house had been entirely roofed in, and part of the interior plastering had been done. Over eleven thousand pounds had been given, and rather more than three thousand were still needed in order to complete the work and fittings. Money was still coming in steadily and by early November (1848) Muller was able to arrange with the clerk of works to buy over thirty grates for the small rooms, two copper furnaces for the wash-house, and two iron furnaces for the scullery. A further fifteen hundred pounds was received in two sizeable gifts that same month.

	Early in the new year Muller received ten pounds from Devon with a note which read, ‘A moiety of the first fruits of interest on Bristol Dock Shares from the Town Council of Bristol, towards the New Orphan Building’. He commented that ‘even the fact of Bristol being made a free port, was used by the Lord as a means to supply me with this sum’.

	In February Muller spent long hours making final preparations before he could receive the first children; this work made him realise how much money was still required before all would be ready. He gave himself to prayer that the total cost could soon be covered. In the morning of nth February, Muller was told that a visitor had called to see him. After a brief conversation, the gentleman explained that he had intended to leave Muller some money in his will but had now decided to give the money during his lifetime. He was particularly anxious that his name should be concealed and for that reason had not written out a cheque so that even his bank should not know of his donation. He therefore handed Muller the amount in notes: no less than two thousand pounds’ worth. ‘It is impossible to describe the real joy I had in God, when I received this sum. I was calm, not in the least excited, able to go on immediately with other work that came upon me ...; but inexpressible was the delight which I had in God,

	who had thus given me the full answer to my thousands of prayers, during these eleven hundred and ninety-five days.’ This gift gave Muller the means to meet all the expenses for the new home plus some hundred pounds to spare. Altogether he received nearly sixteen thousand pounds including nearly seventy from the sale of grass and turf from the field on which the home was built, and £750 interest: Muller took the view that ‘as a steward of large sums, which were entrusted to me, I ought to invest the money, till it was actually needed’.

	Monday June 18th 1849—great excitement at Wilson Street: the first children were to be moved up to Ashley Down. How the first sight of this large new building took their breath away! How they enjoyed the sound of the birds singing, the sight of cows grazing in the fields, and the view across the valley towards Stapleton! Once inside even the fresh paint and newly polished woodwork smelt good, and the whole place was light and well ventilated. Every day for four days, some more children arrived until on Thursday everyone, including the teachers and staff, had moved in: 140 people under one roof. By Saturday Muller was able to report that ‘there is already such a measure of order established in the house, by the help of God, as that things can be done by the minute hands of the time-pieces’.

	As if to assure Muller that He would never fail him as the numbers began now to grow towards three hundred children plus staff, God was ‘exceedingly kind’ during that first week. Muller was showing a gentleman through the new home who said:

	‘These children must consume a great deal of provisions.’

	As he said this he took from his pocket a roll of bank notes amounting to one hundred pounds. On the same evening a large cask of treacle arrived at the home, with six loaves of sugar. Also a cooper made two large new casks for treacle, free of charge. Next day ten hundredweight of rice arrived. ‘After all the many and long-continued seasons of great trial of faith,’ said Muller, ‘within these thirteen years and two months, during which the orphans were in Wilson Street, the Lord dismisses us from thence in comparative abundance. His holy name be praised for it!’

	One day next month, an unexpected visitor arrived at the ‘New Orphan-House’, as it was now known. Soon after noon, Muller was told that none other than John Nelson Darby was waiting to see him in a room in the house. What actually occurred during the encounter which followed has since been hotly disputed: the following is based on Muller’s account. At ten to one Muller entered the room where Darby was and shook him by the hand. Darby said:

	‘As you have now judged Newton’s tracts, the reason why we should not be united no longer exists.’ Muller replied:

	‘I have only ten minutes now free, having an engagement at one o’clock, and therefore I cannot now enter upon this subject; for you have acted so wickedly in this whole affair, that many things have to be looked into before we could be really united again.’

	At this Darby rose and left. The two men never saw each other again. Darby later denied that Muller’s account of the interview was correct but there is apparently no record of Darby’s version of the event. Professor Bruce has commented that ‘a more gracious answer [by Muller] might have redeemed that never-to-be-repeated opportunity. Like Muller, Darby had the qualities of his nationality, and his Irish impulsiveness might well have warmed to a less severe response.’

	Every week Muller now took in five to eight new children, and by May 1850, over three hundred people sat down every day to meals at the house. This included a staff of over thirty people. Every Wednesday afternoon parties of visitors were shown round the New Orphan-House, and saw for themselves how healthy these previously sickly children looked, how smartly they were dressed and how well they were fed. Visitors could judge for themselves the validity of Muller’s assertion that the children never had reason to know when times were difficult.

	One visitor to the New Orphan-House described his experience like this:

	We met at the door, a little after two o’clock, a pretty numerous party of all ranks in life, waiting for admission. When the doors were opened, we found ourselves in a very small hall, from whence a stone staircase leads up into a spacious room in the central buildings, where the visitors wait for their guide. This room is a perfect square, with the four angles taken off by the width of the windows, which we found looked into large pitched play-courts, with covered sheds for the children’s use in wet weather. One court we saw was appropriated to infants of both sexes, a number of whom were toddling about under the charge of two or three older girls; another to girls; the third to boys; while the fourth window overlooks the part of the garden through which the visitors approach.

	Our guide entered, and took charge of the forty or fifty who had by this time assembled ... We proceeded into the Infants’ Day Room, where we found a tribe of little things, under the care of a nurse. Ranged round one side of this room are a number of little basket beds, for the use of the youngsters when tired of play.

	We found in one room about half a dozen boys, under the care of a female, quietly and busily engaged in the very necessary employment of darning stockings, which attracted the sympathy of the female part of the company most wonderfully. One lady, advanced in life ,was quite carried away by her enthusiasm— ‘One thread up and one thread down, is the very perfection of darning’. Some, perhaps, of these boys may at a future time be in the navy, others may chance to be emigrants; and we can hardly estimate the value of this humble but necessary art in such circumstances. Even in the very common experience of apprentices in this country, it will often prove of very great advantage to them. In any case we admire the practical wisdom that insists, even in mending stockings, on teaching the best way.

	In the younger department are pigeon-holed cupboards for putting away their toys, when out of use. They were well-furnished with nearly every description that a general shop could supply.

	The washing-places, we observed, are furnished with baths, and on the walls is hung each child’s little bag, numbered, with comb and hair-brush. The most scrupulous care is evidently bestowed to ensure thorough cleanliness of both persons and linen, as well as to guard against the communication of any infectious juvenile complaints from personal contact.

	In going through this most interesting establishment we were most forcibly impressed with the entire absence of a pauperised look in the dress and appearance of the children. The hair of the girls is kept beautifully neat, such as we could fancy a mother’s love had attended to; and there was a cheerful looking-up at the visitors, and a heart-smile on the young faces, which prove indisputably that both in Principal and Assistants the spring of action is Love, and that the presiding and pervading spirit which rules the entire establishment is the Law of Kindness. In fact, it is impossible to help being thoroughly convinced that the best of practical management exists in every department, and that everyone engaged in the work is admirably fitted for his duties, and has a hearty unselfish love of the work for its own sake.

	Although Muller was now caring for three hundred children, he had a long and quickly growing waiting list of children seeking admission: in December 1850 the list ran to 78 names (by 1856 it had grown to nearly 850 names). He found it distressing to turn even one child away. There was still no other home in the United Kingdom with such a radical admissions policy. Muller was well aware of this. He wrote (in December 1850):

	The constitution of most other charitable Institutions for Orphans makes the admission of a really destitute Orphan, i.e. a child bereaved of both parents, and without an influential friend, very difficult, if not hopeless; for admission by means of the votes of donors precludes really poor persons from having, in most instances, the benefit of these Institutions, as they cannot give the time nor expend the money necessary for obtaining such votes. I have myself seen that certain candidates had several thousand votes ... In our case nothing is needed but application to me; and the very poorest person, without influence, without friends, without any expense, no matter where he lives, or of whatever religious denomination, who applies for children born in lawful wedlock, bereaved of both parents, and in destitute circumstances may procure admission.

	Neither national nor local government made proper provision for orphans: Muller recorded, also in 1850, that ‘about five years ago, a brother in the Lord told me he had seen in an official Report, that there were at that time' six thousand young Orphans in the prisons of England’. ‘By God’s help,’ he wrote, ‘I will do what I can to keep poor Orphans from prison.’ Muller therefore began to consider the possibility of building another home large enough to accommodate seven hundred children so that he could care for one thousand altogether.

	He was particularly depressed by what he heard about the moral state of the workhouses. ‘I have heard it again and again, from good authority, that children, placed in the Unions, are corrupted, on account of the children of vagrants, and other very bad young people who are in such places; so that many poor relatives of Orphans, though unable to provide for them, cannot bear the idea of their going there, lest they should be corrupted.’

	At the beginning of the new year (1851) Muller received the biggest donation for his work that had so far been received: three thousand pounds. ‘This donation is . .. like a voice from heaven, speaking to me concerning a most deeply important matter respecting which I am seeking guidance from the Lord, the building of another Orphan-House.’ For five more months, however, Muller continued to think and pray about the matter. He wrote down eight reasons against enlarging the work, plus an answer to each objection and then eight reasons for building a new home for seven hundred children.

	In April he received a donation to which a vicar, an archdeacon, and one of the Queen’s chaplains had contributed.

	In May 1851 he finally decided to go ahead with his plans for expansion, and began to pray that God would provide him with the necessary means, which would not, he reckoned, be less than about thirty-five thousand pounds. ‘The greatness of the sum required affords me a kind of secret joy; for the greater the difficulty to be overcome, the more will it be seen to the glory of God, how much can be done by prayer and faith.’

	At the end of May, Muller announced his intention to expand the work. The children themselves began to give and Muller recorded:

	June 3. From one of the Orphans in the New Orphan House 6d, and from another 6d.

	June 4. From another Orphan in the New Orphan House, 6d. I received also 8s ½d, which the Orphans in the Girls’ School of the New Orphan House gave between them for the Building Fund. June 5. Through one of the boxes at the New Orphan-House twopence and likewise one half-penny. These two small donations are very sweet to me. I take them as further earnest, out of the hands of my heavenly Father, that He, in His own time, will give the whole sum requisite.

	In August Muller received a cheque for £500 but in the early months of the new venture he received few large sums. In October Muller recorded that:

	It has now been for several months reported that I have already Thirty Thousand Pounds in hand for the Building fund, though this day it is actually only £1,139 19s 2fd ... But none of these things discourage me. God knows that I have not Thirty Thousand Pounds in hand. God can influence the minds of His dear children towards this intended Orphan-House, whatever their thoughts may have been hitherto on the subject.

	He knelt down and prayed:

	Lord, thou knowest how small an amount as yet Thy servant has, in comparison with what is needed; but Thou also knowest that Thy servant did not act rashly and trader excitement in this matter, but waited upon Thee for six months in secret, before he spoke about this his intention. Now, Lord, in Thy mercy, sustain Thy servant’s faith and patience, and, if it please Thee, speedily refresh his heart by sending large sums, for which he is looking, and which he confidently expects!

	There was no immediate answer to this prayer and for some months it seemed that the persistent rumour (Muller, of course, refused on principle to deny it) that he had thirty thousand pounds in hand was affecting donations. By March 1852 funds were running so low in the day-to-day expenses account that on the 16th there was actually no money in hand except the balance in the Building Fund. Muller was at his home in Paul Street expecting one of his staff to arrive from Ashley Down for more money. He prayed that he would not have to dip into the building fund. Just before the caller arrived he received ‘from a noble lady’ fifteen pounds which he was able to pass on towards immediate urgent needs.

	Next day the situation all round was eased when Muller received a donation of £999 13s 5d of which he took £200 for current expenses, £600 for the building fund and the remainder for school, Bible, tract, and missionary purposes.

	This was one of the worst periods in the whole history of the homes for sickness. Over a period of nearly four months, more than one hundred children in the new home became seriously ill mainly with scarlet fever and at one time over fifty children were confined to their beds: five children died.

	It was not uncommon now for donations to arrive from far away. One donation from Australia came from a shepherd who had read Muller’s Narrative while tending his flock, and one from New Zealand came from sales of eggs laid by a hen which a little girl had ‘set apart for the orphans’. Others came from the East and West Indies, the United States, Nova Scotia, Tahiti, Canada, India, Ceylon, Africa, China, the Cape of Good Hope, Turkey, France, Switzerland, Germany and Italy. The following letter from India is typical of many received:

	Madras,

	9th July 1852

	Dear Brother,

	Some time in the year 1842 or 1843 I met with ‘The Lord’s dealings with George Muller’, and, after reading it, was moved to send you something; but at that time I had no means. In fact, I had lent, what little money I had, to a person who was unable to repay me, and I was nearly destitute. The good hand of God has been on me since that time, and I have often wondered whether George Muller was still in the flesh; but never had the resolution to inquire. Last December I met in a friend’s house the Twelfth Report, and, after reading it, resolved to cast a mite into the Lord’s treasury towards building the Orphan-House for Seven Hundred children; and may the God of Jacob, that has fed me all my life long, unto this day, accept of it, as acknowledgement of the thousandth part of the mercies I have received at His hands. I therefore enclose a bill of exchange to the value of seventy pounds sterling. I have often mentioned you by name in my appeals to the throne of grace; and if I meet you not on earth, I hope I shall in those regions where we shall see the Lamb on His throne and in His Father’s Kingdom, and where there is no more sin or sorrow.

	My dear Brother,

	Ever Yours,

	Towards the end of 1852 Muller prayed especially hard that God would send him some larger sums for the work. At last, on January 4th 1853, he received a promise that as the joint donation of several Christians, he was to receive eight thousand one hundred pounds. ‘Day by day, for nineteen months,’ he wrote, 1 had been looking out for more abundant help than I had had. I was fully assured that God would help with larger stuns; yet the delay was long. See how precious it is to wait on God! See how those who do so are not confounded!... Have I then been boasting in God in vain? Is it not manifest that it is most precious, in every way, to depend upon God?’ The money was paid in four instalments from January to April.

	By Monday June 13th the current account was reduced to about twelve pounds. Various provisions were needed including: flour— at that time about ten sacks were bought a week, three hundred stones of oatmeal, four hundredweight of soap; and there were a number of fairly minor repairs going on in the house employing a number of workmen, besides the regular current expenses of about seventy pounds a week. On top of this, the previous Saturday Muller had discovered a fault in the heating system which would cost about twenty-five pounds to repair. Thus about one hundred pounds extra was needed plus means for the current expenses.

	That morning as Muller climbed the hill from Paul Street to Ashley Down he prayed as he walked. He pointed out to the Lord that although it was a Monday when generally little came in, He could send much if it was His will. On arrival in his room at the New Orphan-House he found a cheque for £301.

	The joy which I had cannot be described. I walked up and down in my room for a long time, tears of joy and gratitude to the Lord running plentifully over my cheeks, praising and magnifying the Lord for His goodness, and surrendering myself afresh, with all my heart, to Him for His blessed service. I scarcely ever felt more the kindness of the Lord in helping me.

	Muller still received a variety of gifts in kind as well as in money. Among the more unusual were three autographs of King William IV, one of Sir Robert Peel and two of Lord Melbourne which were sold to aid the work of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution in December.

	Early in January (1854) Muller received the promise of a further large donation, this time of £5,207 of which £3,000 was eventually put towards the building fund. It was a year before another large sum was received, but in January 1855 Muller again received from a number of Christian friends the promise of £5,700 of which £3,400 was put to the building fund. This brought the time much nearer when work on the second building could commence. At the beginning of February Muller applied to purchase two fields immediately adjoining the land on which the first home was built; he discovered however that according to the will of the late owner of the land the fields could not be sold at that time. He said to himself: ‘The Lord has something better to give me, instead of these two fields.’

	For some time Muller had been thinking that instead of putting up one enormous building for seven hundred children it might be better to build two houses for 400 in one and 300 in the other. He therefore measured out the ground on each side of ‘No. 1’ and judged that the idea seemed feasible. He called in architects to survey the ground and make a rough plan for two houses and this confirmed that the project was possible.

	Thus Muller decided to make an immediate start on building a second house to the south of No. 1 to accommodate 400 girls. On May 29th (1855) four wells were sunk on the site and work commenced. With an application list now numbering over 600 names Muller was most anxious to expand his work.

	There was now ample evidence of the spiritual as well as social value of Muller’s work. The following is typical of many letters Muller received from children formerly under his care:

	March 28, 1855

	Dear Sir,

	Will you graciously accept this mite [10s] from one who thinks of you and yours with gratitude. It is indeed a very small sum. I regret that I have no more to bestow on such a noble work. It will perhaps put a cornerstone in the wall of the intended Orphan House. I think I should like to labour for the Lord in that blessed house, if it is His own will, and be the means in the Lord’s hand of bringing many of the dear Orphans to know the truth as it is in Jesus. It was in the Orphan House in Wilson Street, 1846, that first the light of life dawned upon my benighted soul. It was there, that I first learned to call God my Father. I have need therefore to love the Orphan House, not only as concerning temporal things, but especially as its being my spiritual birth-place. May the Lord reward you, dear Sir, for all you have done for me. I am sure He will.

	I am, dear Sir, yours most respectfully,

	It is not difficult to imagine what a thrill it must have been to Muller to receive this and so many similar letters.

	In February 1856, Muller received another large donation of three thousand pounds of which he put £1,700 into the building fund. In March a further four thousand pounds arrived of which £2,000 went towards the building work.

	All sorts of ingenious explanations were offered to account for the remarkable success which Muller achieved in raising these very substantial sums of money without ever appealing for funds. Some said it was because he was a foreigner; others put it down to the novelty of the whole thing. Yet others decided that Muller must have access to some secret treasure; but the most popular explanation was that it was all the result of the Annual Reports which were produced. Muller replied to these objections with admirable brevity and wit:

	My being a foreigner, looked at naturally, would be much more likely to hinder my being entrusted with such large sums, than to induce donors to give. As to novelty procuring the money, the time is long gone by for novelty procuring the money, for this is June 1856, and the work commenced in March 1834. As to the secret treasure to which I have access, there is more in the supposition than the objectors are aware of; for surely God’s treasury is inexhaustible, and I have that (though that alone) to go to, and have indeed drawn out of it, simply by prayer and faith, more than £113,000 since the beginning of the work.

	As to the objection that the Reports were the means by which all the money was raised, Muller replied as follows:

	There is nothing unusual in writing Reports. This is done by public Institutions generally, but the constant complaint is, that Reports are not read. Our Reports are not extraordinary as to the power of language, or as to striking appeals to feelings. They are simple statements of facts. These Reports are not accompanied by personal application for means; but they are simply sent to the donors, or to any individuals who wish to have or purchase them. If they produce results, which Reports generally do not, I can only ascribe it to the Lord.

	... we doubt not that the Lord has again and again used the Reports as instruments in leading persons to help us with their means. For as we continually stand in need of considerable sums; and as even hundreds of pounds go but a very little way, I entreat the Lord day by day, and generally several times every day, to supply me with means, to speak to the hearts of His dear children, and to constrain them by the love of Christ to help me out of the means, with which he has entrusted them; and so it comes to pass, I doubt not, that the Lord again and again works by His Spirit in the hearts of those who have read or heard the Reports. But whether we are supplied with means through the Reports or irrespective of them; in either case it is God, who is working for us ...

	In October, Muller received the following letter:

	October 11, 1856

	Dear Sir,

	In admiration of the services which you have rendered to poor orphans and mankind in general, I think it right that some provision should be made for yourself. I think it right to send you £100 as a beginning, (which I hope many good Christians will add to), to form a fund for the maintenance of you and your family, and I hope you will lay out this as a beginning accordingly. May God bless you and your labours, as He has hitherto done everything connected with your institutions.

	I am, dear Sir,

	Muller saw this letter as a temptation, permitted by God, to put his trust in something other than God Himself, and without a moment’s hesitation replied as follows:

	21 Paul Street

	Kingsdown

	Bristol

	October 12, 1856

	My dear Sir,

	I hasten to thank you for your kind communication, and to inform you that your cheque for £100 has safely come to hand.

	I have no property whatever, nor has my dear wife; nor have I had one single shilling regular salary as Minister of the Gospel for the last 26 years, nor as the Director of the Orphan House and the other objects of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution for Home and Abroad. When I am in need of anything, I fall on my knees, and ask God that He would be pleased to give me what I need; and He puts it in the heart of someone or other to help me. Thus all my wants have been amply supplied during the last 26 years, and I can say, to the praise of God, I have lacked nothing. My dear wife and my only child, a daughter 24 years old, are of the same mind. Of this blessed way of living none of us is tired, but we become day by day more convinced of its blessedness.

	I have never thought it right to make provision for myself, or my dear wife and daughter, except in this way, that when I have seen a case of need, such as an aged widow, a sick person, or a helpless infant, I have used the means freely which God has given me, fully believing, that if either myself, or my dear wife or daughter, at some time or other, should be in need of anything, that God would richly repay what was given to the poor, considering it as lent to Himself.

	Under these circumstances, I am unable to accept your kind gift of £100 towards making a provision for myself and family; for so I understand your letter. Anything given to me, unasked for, by those who have it in their heart to help to supply my personal and family expenses, I thankfully accept; or any donation for the work of God in which I am engaged, I also thankfully accept, as a steward for the Orphans, etc; but your kind gift seems to me especially given to make a provision for myself; which I think would be displeasing to my Heavenly Father, who has so bountifully given me my daily bread hitherto. But should I have misunderstood the meaning of your letter, be pleased to let me know it. I hold the cheque till I hear again from you.

	In the meantime, my dear Sir, whatever your letter meant, I am deeply sensible of your kindness, and daily pray that God would be pleased richly to recompense you, both temporally and spiritually.

	I am, dear Sir,

	Yours very gratefully,

	George Muller

	Two days later Muller received a reply, in which the donor asked him to me the £100 for the support of the orphans, and a few days later received a further £200 for the orphans from the same donor all of which was gratefully received.

	By November 1857 Muller was able to open home ‘Number 2’ (as it became known) on Ashley Down: it lay immediately south of No. 1 and at right angles to it. It had room for 400 girls—200 infants and 200 girls from eight upwards, and the first excited children arrived from the 12th November onwards.

	There were not a few sceptics who doubted whether Muller would be able to provide for seven hundred children, and the large staff which was now needed to look after them. These doubts were confounded: and in the years which lay ahead Muller would startle the world by trebling the size of his work.

	
Chapter Sixteen, When the South Wind Blew

	Both New Orphan-Houses were fully centrally heated. Towards the end of November 1857, Muller was informed that the boiler which fed the radiators in No. 1 had a serious leak with which it would be impossible to go through the winter. The boiler was entirely surrounded by brickwork and the location of the leak could not be identified without taking down the brickwork, an operation which would probably cause further damage to the boiler. For eight winters there had been no problems and the present fault was quite unexpected. Muller was firmly of the opinion that to have done nothing and to have said ‘I will trust God regarding it’ would have been careless presumption, and not faith in God. ‘It would,’ he said, ‘be the counterfeit of faith.’ Something, therefore, had to be done, and done quickly.

	Muller was concerned that the children—especially the youngest— should not suffer from lack of warmth. He considered the possibilities: a new boiler would take many weeks to install. It was not certain whether the boiler could be repaired but, in any case, it would take several days to dismantle the brickwork to identify the problem. The introduction of temporary gas stoves was another possibility but on investigation it was found that there was not enough gas to spare from the lighting system to heat the large number of stoves which would be required. ‘Arnott’s’ stoves, too, would have been unsuitable as they needed long chimneys to remove fumes. Finance, however, was not the problem: Muller would have gladly laid out hundreds of pounds to prevent the children suffering from the cold. The problem was to know just what to do and how to spend the money.

	At last [Muller later recorded] I determined on falling entirely into the hands of God, who is very merciful and of tender compassion, and I decided on having the brick-chamber opened, to see the extent of the damage, and whether the boiler might be repaired, so as to carry us through the winter.

	The day was fixed, when the workmen were to come, and all the necessary arrangements were made. The fire, of course, had to be let out while the repairs were going on. But now see. After the day was fixed for the repairs, a bleak north wind set in. It began to blow either on Thursday or Friday before the Wednesday afternoon, when the fire was to be let out. Now came the first really cold weather, which we had in the beginning of that winter, during the first days of December. What was to be done? The repairs could not be put off. I now asked the Lord for two things, viz., that He would be pleased to change the north wind into a south wind, and that He would give to the workmen ‘a mind to work’; for I remembered how much Nehemiah accomplished in 52 days, whilst building the walls of Jerusalem, because ‘the people had a mind to work’.

	Well, the memorable day came. The evening before, the bleak north wind blew still; but, on the Wednesday, the south wind blew: exactly as I had prayed. The weather was so mild that no fire was needed. The brickwork is removed, the leak is found out very soon, the boiler makers begin to repair in good earnest.

	About half-past eight in the evening, when I was going home, I was informed at the lodge, that the acting principal of the firm, whence the boiler makers came, had arrived to see how the work was going on, and whether he could in any way speed the matter. I went immediately, therefore, into the cellar, to see him with the men, to seek to expedite the business. In speaking to the principal of this, he said in their hearing:

	‘The men will work late this evening, and come very early again to-morrow.’

	‘We would rather, sir,’ said the leader, ‘work all night.’

	Then I remembered the second part of my prayer, that God would give the men ‘a mind to work’. Thus it was: by the morning the repair was accomplished, the leak was stopped, though with great difficulty, and within about 30 hours the brickwork was up again and the fire in the boiler; and all the time the south wind blew so mildly, that there was not the least need of a fire.’

	In July Muller received what he considered to be a ‘deeply important’ letter from a manufacturer. It read:

	I enclose a Post Office Order for £5, which by the blessing of Almighty God I am enabled to send you this year. You will, no doubt, remember that the first sum I sent you was 5s, I think now 4 years ago; and indeed at that time it was a large sum for me to send, I might say considerably larger than the present. For some years previous to the time I sent you the first amount, I was at times much perplexed on the subject of giving; and the end of my reasoning was always, that a person so straitened in circumstances as I was then, was not called upon to give. I kept this opinion, until one of your Reports fell into my hands, and, from the accounts contained therein, was encouraged to send you the first amount of 5s. Soon after I thought my circumstances got something easier. I then began to seek out cases of distress, and relieved them to the best of my ability; and, to the astonishment of many, who did not know the secret, who wondered how I could give, I have proved, that, just as I give, the Lord gives in return; for during the time, since I first made up my mind to give, what with weakness of faith, and false reasonings of friends, I sometimes withheld when I ought not, and just as I withheld, the Lord in His infinite mercy withheld also. During the panic, which has scarcely passed over us, I dealt out to all who came within my reach, according as I considered the circumstances required; and the result is, that, although many in the same trade have been almost ruined, it has been the most prosperous year I have had since I commenced business. It would fill your heart with joy, if time and space would permit, for me to relate how in many instances I was directed to go to such a house and enquire how they were getting on, and to find that I had arrived just in time. But, above all, I have to thank God that my spiritual condition is much improved since I began to give. Etc.’

	Muller commented on this that,

	it is impossible to use for God the much or the little with which He may entrust us, without being blessed in our souls; for we walk, in this particular, according to His mind. In this way also life has a most blessed object. If we are willing to give back to Him the means with which He entrusts us, then occupation in our earthly calling becomes food for the inner man; for we work, because He would have us to work; and in order that our occupation of body or mind may be used for God. Laying up treasure on earth, and living for this, not only decreases spiritual enjoyment in the children of God, but weakens them more and more spiritually; whilst laying up treasure in heaven not only increases spiritual enjoyment, but develops and strengthens the spiritual faculties and powers; we are thus ‘laying hold on eternal life’ 1 Timothy 6: 17-19.

	Donations for the third home were still arriving: in the early months of 1858, one gift of £3,000 was sent and two others of £800 and £700. These and similar gifts meant that Muller now had enough funds to begin work on No. 3. In September Muller bought eleven and a half acres of land on the other side of the road from Nos 1 and 2. He decided, the site being a large one, to build No. 3 spacious enough to accommodate 450 children instead of the 300 originally planned. This would mean that he would be caring for 1,150 children instead of one thousand. Several thousand extra pounds would now be needed. In December he was told that a glass manufacturer would supply freely all the glass for No. 3’s 350 large windows. Early in January, 1859, he received a gift of seven thousand pounds of which he took £4,000 for the building fund.

	During 1859 and i860 gifts came in steadily and included numbers of very substantial donations towards the building. Even while No. 3 was being built and well before it was opened, Muller’s thoughts turned towards a further dramatic enlargement of his work. After a long period of daily prayer and self-examination, he decided to build two more large homes on Ashley Down for 850 more children so that he would eventually care for over two thousand children. What were Muller’s reasons for such a daring expansion and was it really necessary?

	As to the need, the number of applications for admission was, in the early 1860s, increasing all the time. Fresh applications arrived almost daily, sometimes three or four new ones a day. Moreover, Muller had until this time concentrated more on providing a home for girls than for boys. ‘Girls,’ he said, ‘are the weaker sex; and are still more exposed than boys to utter ruin if neglected; and we can easily keep them till they are eighteen or nineteen years of age.’ Thus there had been a policy of taking in rather more girls than boys. ‘But now,’ Muller continued, ‘... I was led to consider whether something more might be done for boys also, to prevent if possible, the necessity of refusing the boys of a family, when the girls could be received.’

	Accommodation in other orphan establishments in the United Kingdom was still inadequate; and their admissions policy highly selective. Muller said that even if there were room in them, which is not the case, still, the existing rules of admission by votes, which are in use in most of them, make it difficult if not impossible, for the poorest and most destitute persons, to avail themselves of them.... Some time since I had an application for some orphans, whose mother, a widow, in attempting to obtain votes for one of her fatherless children, was actually so worn out, that one day she came home, over-fatigued by canvassing for votes, sat down and died.

	The only other alternative for these poor children continued to be the workhouses where, Muller still insisted, ‘vice abounds’.

	Many of the children received by Muller since the beginning of his work had been quite unable to read when they arrived at the homes. This was true even of children of thirteen years and upwards. Muller reported that they had ‘had the joy of educating hundreds, who otherwise might have had no mental cultivation; besides teaching them a great variety of other things which are profitable for this life, in order to make them useful members of society’. But, he continued, ‘all physical and mental improvement regarding them could never satisfy us. All would be exceedingly little in our estimation, if they were not spiritually benefited ... And this blessing has been granted to us, not concerning 20 or 50 of the orphans, but concerning hundreds’.

	Looking back on nearly thirty years of the work, there was ample incentive for Muller to expand the institutions’ activities. Increased administrative work would present little problem: by the early 1860s Muller already employed three full-time personal assistants who relieved him of much of the correspondence, accounting etc. His staff could be expanded as necessary. But the expense of looking after two thousand children plus staff would be enormous. Two new homes with the necessary land (a large field for cultivation by the boys would be required) would cost about fifty thousand pounds. ‘And how,’ people said, ‘will you be able to keep up the work, provided you are able to accomplish the building, as then the regular current expenses will amount to about £35,000 a year?’

	I feel the force of all this [Muller replied] looking at it naturally. I am not a fanatic or enthusiast, but, as all who know me are well aware, a calm, cool, quiet, calculating business man; and therefore I should be utterly overwhelmed, looking at it naturally; but as the whole of this work was commenced, and ever has been gone on with in faith, trusting in the Living God alone for everything, so it is also regarding this intended enlargement. I look to the Lord alone for helpers, land, means, and everything else needed. I have pondered the difficulties for months, and have looked steadily at every one of them; but faith in God has put every one of them aside.

	Indeed, it was to demonstrate what can be wrought by faith that Muller originally began his work.

	My chief object was the glory of God, by giving a practical demonstration as to what could be accomplished simply through the instrumentality of prayer and faith, in order thus to benefit the Church of Christ at large, and to lead a careless world to see the reality of the things of God, by showing them, in this work, that the Living God is still, as 4,000 years ago, the Living God. This my aim has been abundantly honoured. Multitudes of sinners have been thus converted, multitudes of the children of God in all parts of the world have been benefited by this work, even as I had anticipated. But the larger the work has grown, the greater has been the blessing, bestowed in the very way in which I looked for blessing; for the attention of hundreds of thousands has been drawn to the work and many tens of thousands have come to see it. All this leads me to desire further and further to labour on in this way, in order to bring yet greater glory to the name of the Lord … That it may be seen how much one poor man, simply by trusting in God, can bring about by prayer; and that thus other children of God may be led to carry on the work of God in dependence upon Him, and that children of God may be led increasingly to trust in Him in their individual positions and circumstances, therefore I am led to this further enlargement.

	Thus it was that at the end of May 1861 Muller announced his intention of enlarging his work to cater for two thousand children. By the end of the year not quite a thousand pounds had been received towards the fifty thousand pounds which would be needed to build houses Nos 4 and 5. Muller wrote that, ‘after this rate, it would take about twenty-five years before all that is needed for the Building Fund would come in. However, I am not discouraged. I believe in God.’

	January nth 1862: before retiring to bed Muller was able to write the following in his journal:

	I had again had my long season for prayer this evening for all the various objects of the Institution, and a variety of subjects in connection with them, as also for individuals for whom I daily pray, and, amidst other things, also asked the Lord again for means for the Building Fund, when, about half an hour afterwards, I found at my house a crossed cheque for £2,000, with the following lines: ‘I enclose a cheque, value £2,000, which accept with my best love and the expression of my heartfelt thankfulness to God for the privilege of being fellow-helper in the work of caring for orphans. I would like it to be applied towards the building you propose (DV) erecting. I shall consider as though I had £1,000 in each building; but you are at liberty to use the whole for the first, if you wish. Inasmuch as it is done to the Lord, I know it is well spent’.

	Three days later he received another two thousand pounds and a fortnight later a further two thousand five hundred. The twenty-five year wait before Nos 4 and 5 were built began to look less likely!

	It was in the early summer of 1861 that the Townsend family moved to Bristol. A close friendship developed between Muller and John Townsend who greatly assisted Muller in his Sunday School work. Townsend’s daughter Abigail was not yet three when the family arrived in Bristol but she soon grew very fond of Muller and was often with him on Ashley Down and at his home in Paul Street. She was filled with wonder at what she saw and at what she heard her parents say about the way God provided for Muller and his children. She often said that she wanted ‘to be like George Muller’.

	On one occasion at Paul Street she said: ‘I wish God would answer my prayers like He does yours, George Muller.’

	‘He will.’

	Then, taking Abigail on his knee he repeated God’s promise, ‘What things soever ye desire when ye pray, believe that ye receive them and ye shall have them,’ and explained the meaning of the words to her.

	‘Now, Abbie,’ he asked, ‘what is it you want to ask God for?’ ‘Some wool.’

	Clasping her hands in an attitude of prayer, Muller said, ‘Now, you repeat what I say: Please God, send Abbie some wool.’

	‘Please Dod send Abbie some wool.’

	Jumping down Abigail ran out into the garden to play, perfectly sure that the wool would come. Then suddenly the thought came to her that God did not know what kind of wool she wanted, so she ran back to Muller.

	‘I want to pray again.’

	‘Not now, dear, I am busy.’

	‘But I forgot to tell Dod the colour I want.’

	Taking her up on his knee again, Muller said, ‘That’s right, be definite, my child, now tell God what you want.’

	‘Please Dod, send it wa-re-gated,’ said Abigail who possessed a wide vocabulary but could not pronounce her ‘v’s’. (Later that day she asked her mother the meaning of the word ‘definite’ and Caroline Townsend obliged with an explanation.) Next morning her joy knew no bounds when a parcel arrived addressed to Abigail containing a quantity of variegated wool. Her Sunday School teacher, remembering that her birthday was close although uncertain of the date, and remembering too that she was a keen knitter, had purchased some wool and sent it—not on her birthday—but on the right day to demonstrate to the child that God hears and answers prayer.

	On one occasion Caroline Townsend had tactfully to suggest to her daughter that it might be better if she ended her prayers ‘for Jesus’ sake’ instead of ‘like you do George Muller’s’ as she had been in the habit of doing.

	One of the best loved ‘Muller anecdotes’ also concerns Abigail Townsend. The story is not recorded in Muller’s journal but is included in a short biographical sketch entitled, ‘The Adventures of Sister Abigail’ and is quoted by Nancy Garton in her biography of Muller.

	Early one morning Abigail was playing in Muller’s garden on Ashley Down when he took her by the hand.

	‘Gome, see what our Father will do.’

	He led her into a long dining-room. ‘The plates and cups or bowls were on the table. There was nothing on the table but empty dishes. There was no food in the larder, and no money to supply the need.’ The children were standing waiting for breakfast.

	‘Children, you know we must be in time for school,’ said Muller. Then lifting his hand he prayed, ‘Dear Father, we thank Thee for what Thou art going to give us to eat.’

	According to the account, a knock was then heard at the door. The baker stood there.

	‘Mr Muller, I couldn’t sleep last night. Somehow I felt you didn’t have bread for breakfast, and the Lord wanted me to send you some. So I got up at two o’clock and baked some fresh bread, and have brought it.’

	Muller thanked the baker and praised God for His care.

	‘Children,’ he said, ‘we not only have bread, but the rare treat of fresh bread.’

	Almost immediately there came a second knock at the door. This time it was the milkman who announced that his milk cart had broken down outside the Orphanage, and that he would like to give the children his cans of fresh milk, so that he could empty his waggon and repair it.

	During the summer of 1861 one of the contractors building the third orphan house had found it difficult to get hold of sufficient men to carry on the work and this had led to serious delays. Another contractor also experienced other difficulties and the building was not opened until March 2nd 1862. (This meant that well over ten thousand pounds was in hand on the opening day to meet current expenses.) No. 3 was the largest of the buildings erected by Muller on Ashley Down. Its position was also the most prominent and it became (as it remains) a familiar landmark in Bristol. A man living in Horfield, in sight of Ashley Down, said that ‘whenever he felt doubts about the Living God creeping into his mind he used to get up and look through the night at the many windows lit up on Ashley Down, gleaming out through the darkness as stars in the sky’.

	But with a waiting list now of nearly a thousand children Muller was anxious that still more stars should shine on Ashley Down. In October 1864 a donation of five thousand pounds brought the building fund to over £27,000 and Muller felt justified in taking steps to buy land on which to build the fourth orphan house. For some years he had had his eye on a beautiful site on the same side of Ashley Down Road as Nos 1 and 2, opposite No. 3. The site was about eighteen acres and had a small house and out-houses built at one end, close to the point where Sefton Park Road (then a narrow track) meets Ashley Down Road. Muller had prayed hundreds of times that he would be enabled to erect two large houses on this site.

	Now that enough money was in hand to build the fourth home, Muller saw the agent who acted for the owner of the land and asked him whether the land was for sale. He replied that it was but that it was let until March 25th 1867. Muller was not discouraged; he expected, through prayer, to come to an arrangement with the tenant whereby he would leave early in return for fair compensation. Two other difficulties, however, now arose. First, the owner asked £7,000 for the land which Muller judged to be considerably more than its value. Secondly, he read that the Bristol Water Works Company intended to build an additional reservoir on the site, and to get an Act of Parliament passed to that effect.

	Several times a day Muller now gave himself to special prayer about these three problems. He then went to see the Committee of Directors of the Bristol Water Works Company about their reservoir. They told him that only a small area of the land would be required, not enough to interfere with his plans; and that if possible they would try not to take even this land. Muller then visited the tenant and told him of his plans, explaining that he hoped they could settle the matter in a pleasant and friendly manner. The tenant asked for a few days to think things over. While he thought, Muller prayed. After a week, he paid a second visit to the tenant who said that he did not wish to stand in the way of the land being used for such a worthwhile purpose; however, as he had spent a good deal of money on the house he expected fair compensation for leaving early. Muller was quite prepared and happy to do this.

	He now had to tackle the last and most difficult problem: that of the price wanted for the land. Typically, he combined ardent prayer with shrewd business sense: here we see Muller the tough negotiator.

	I knew well [he wrote] how much the land was worth to the Orphan Institution; but its value to the Institution was not the market value. I gave myself, therefore, day by day, to prayer, that the Lord would constrain the owner to accept a considerably lower sum than he had asked; I also pointed out to him why it was not worth as much as he asked. At last he consented to take £5,500 instead of £7,000, and I accepted the offer; for I knew that by the level character of the land we should save a considerable sum for the two houses, and that by the new sewer, which only a few months before had been completed, running along under the turnpike road near the field, we should be considerably benefited. In addition to these two points I had to take into account that we can have gas from Bristol, as in the three houses already in operation. And, lastly, the most important point of all, the nearness of this piece of land to the other three houses, so that all could be under the same direction and superintendence. In fact, no other piece of land, near or far off, would present so much advantage to us, as this spot, which the Lord thus so very kindly had given to us.

	Muller took the view that although in the middle of the nineteenth century there was much in the Christian church which gave cause for sadness, there was also a bright side: ‘there are many things yet to be found among the children of God, to gladden the hearts of those who love the Lord. It has been my happy lot... to become acquainted with hundreds of individuals, who were not inferior to apostolic Christians’. A prime example was the missonary who sent Muller the following letter, received in August 1865:

	My dear Brother in Jesus, I just write a line to inform you, that I have written to my father by this mail, requesting him to send you Five Hundred Pounds, being a portion of a legacy left me by my uncle, who departed to be, I hope, with Jesus. Please use it as our Lord directs. I feel unworthy of the privilege of contributing to the glorious work in your hands. If you think it right so to do, please do not let it be known who gave it. The other portion of the legacy I have ordered to be sent out here, as there are different objects, for which I feel it is greatly required. May the Lord enable me to act as His steward! etc.

	Muller was impressed.

	I love to dwell on such cases; ... Here is a missionary, labouring for years under many difficulties, trials, privations, and hardships, in order to preach the unsearchable riches of Christ to poor benighted idolaters, himself having been repeatedly reduced to the last piece of money. Now all at once he is put into the possession of many Hundreds of Pounds, and, instead of spending it on himself, or keeping it laid up in the Bank or otherwise on interest, the love of Christ constrains him to spend it, and gladly too, for the Lord.

	Another missionary, who, despite his youth, greatly impressed Muller, paid a visit to Ashley Down that same August: James Hudson Taylor. From the commencement of his Christian life, Hudson Taylor had been profoundly influenced and inspired by Muller’s example; and now that—at the age of thirty-three—he was himself being led out along similar lines, he valued more than ever Muller’s prayers, his judgment and advice.

	On August 22nd he arrived at Ashley Down with a party of outgoing missionaries and that evening recorded in his diary:

	Had an hour with Mr Muller. He spoke most preciously on the call and spirit of the missionary; on the consecutive reading of the Scriptures; on prayer and faith in God; on obstacles and thorn hedges.

	Next day Taylor recorded:

	Mr Muller spoke on communion with God being work for God; on the need of not acting uncertainly; on mixing freely with the people, and restraining the speaking of English among ourselves (in the presence of Chinese who could not understand); and finally promised to pray for the party.

	As this little band of missionaries was shown around the three houses, and saw those hundreds of children, laughing, healthy and well-clothed, they could not help but reflect on the value of that promise to pray. And for the next twenty years, Muller’s practical support of the China Inland Mission was to be crucial to its development. But that, too, is a story for another chapter.

	


Chapter Seventeen, Indescribable Happiness

	‘I was going up Ashley Hill the other morning when I met Mr Muller walking towards the city. Had I not known him, I should have said he was a gentleman of leisure and without a care, so quietly did he walk and so peaceful and stately was his demeanour! The twenty-third Psalm seemed written on his face.’ Such was a west-country farmer’s testimony to the man who had the care of so many.

	Muller was now (in 1865) in his sixtieth year; and still very much in his prime. His health was, indeed, far better than it had been in his twenties and early thirties. Arthur Tappan Pierson, who knew Muller well, wrote:

	His form was tall and slim, always neatly attired, and very erect, and his step firm and strong. His countenance, in repose, might have been thought stem, but for the smile which so habitually lit up his eyes and played over his features that it left its impress on the lines of his face. His manner was one of simple courtesy and unstudied dignity: no one would in his presence, have felt like vain trifling, and there was about him a certain indescribable air of authority and majesty that reminded one of a born prince; and yet there was mingled with all this a simplicity so childlike that even children felt themselves at home with him. In his speech, he never quite lost that peculiar foreign quality known as accent, and he always spoke with slow and measured articulation, as though a double watch were set at the door of his lips...

	Those who knew but little of him and saw him only in his serious moods might have thought him lacking in that peculiarly human quality, humour. But neither was he an ascetic nor devoid of that element of innocent appreciation of the ludicrous and that keen enjoyment of a good story which seem essential to a complete man. His habit was sobriety, but he relished a joke that was free of all taint of uncleanness and that had about it no sting for others. To those whom he best knew and loved he showed his true self, in his playful moods—as when at Ilfracombe, climbing with his wife and others the heights that overlook the sea, he walked on a little in advance, seated himself till the rest came up with him, and then, when they were barely seated, rose and quietly said, ‘Well now, we have had a good rest, let us go on’.

	Muller was very fond of Ilfracombe: he loved to wander around the harbour, protected from the sea winds by Capstone hill, or to explore the old town built on the cliffs above. Then, if the weather was fair he would take his family with him to climb the wooded heights which form a semi-circle around the town.

	In September 1865 he made one of his visits to Ilfracombe ‘for change of air’. On the morning of the 4th he climbed the Capstone hill with Mary and Lydia. While returning from the top, two men approached them.

	‘Please excuse me,’ one of them said, ‘are you not Mr Miiller?’

	1 am.

	‘I have to give to you some money for the orphans.’

	Muller asked the stranger to sit with him for a while on a nearby bench, so that they could talk further.

	‘I live in the neighbourhood of M. I am a businessman, and, what would be called, a hard-working businessman. Sometime since one of your Reports fell into my hands, but, I honestly confess it, I could not believe that you did obtain your funds simply in answer to prayer; I questioned the truth of it. However, the thing came up into my mind again and again. While I was thus considering whether God was really with you, and whether you really obtained simply by faith and in answer to prayer these large sums of money, I heard of a certain property to be sold, which I thought I should like to buy, if it were disposed of reasonably. I looked it over, and had it valued by a competent business man, who told me it was worth so much. I then said to myself, in a kind of sceptical way, I will now see whether God is with Mr Muller or not. If I get this property for so much (fixing a low price on it), I will give Mr Muller one hundred pounds. I then instructed a person to bid for me at the auction, where this property was sold at a distant place; but so great was my curiosity to see, whether God really would appear for you in this matter, that by the next train I set off to the place where the auction was, that I might obtain as early as possible information, how' the matter would, end; and I found, to my great surprise that I had actually obtained this valuable property, at the exact low price which I had fixed. I was astonished. But I began now to reflect more on the principles on which you act, and I wondered, that, as a Christian, I or any one else could call in question what you say about answers to prayer; and the more I consider the matter, and the more I read your Report, the more I see how right and proper it is, to come to God for all we need, and to trust in Him for everything. The conveyance having been made, and all being now settled about the sale, I felt it right to pursue my promise; so my friend, whom you saw just now with me, and I set out on a tour of Devonshire, and then, on our way home, called the day before yesterday at your house; but found you were from home. We stopped yesterday in Bristol, and having there learnt your address, we came on here to Ilfracombe today, for I wished to know you personally.’

	‘Well,’ said Muller, ‘I am not at all surprised at God’s working thus for me, since day by day I seek His help, and thus, in answer to prayer, obtain from the most unlikely persons, and entire strangers, donations for the work. For instance, I had a letter from a lawyer at M. where you come from, not long since, asking me to send him a proper form of a legacy to be left to the orphans, as one of his clients wished to leave a legacy of a £1,000 for the orphans. Now, as far as I know, I am not personally acquainted with a single person at M., nor do I know the name of the individual who purposes to leave this £1,000.’

	‘About this legacy,’ replied the stranger, ‘I can tell you something. After I had got this property, and saw how wrong I had been in looking in such a sceptical way on your work, as if there were no reality in prayer, I decided on helping you further. I thought to myself, though I am a man in health, and of middle age, yet it might be well to make my will, and to leave you a £1,000 for the orphans.’

	Thus Muller discovered that this was the individual on whose behalf the lawyer had written to him. An hour later, this one time sceptic called at Muller’s lodgings with a cheque for £100.

	In 1859 Muller’s friend and fellow-worker Henry Craik had been told by his doctor that he had a weakness in his heart. From the summer of 1865 it was clear that Craik, who, like Muller, was also sixty, was desperately ill. By January 1866 it was obvious that the man who had twice refused an honorary doctorate from St Andrews University (they offered him an LL.D or D.D., whichever he preferred) in recognition of his theological writings was going to die. Among letters Craik received that January was an affectionate one from Darby calling him his ‘dear brother’ and regretting their ‘ecclesiastical separation’.

	Muller was often at his friend’s bedside and after one visit wrote:

	After I had kissed him, when I purposed to go, he, being too weak to converse any more, said, ‘Sit down’, and also asked Mrs Craik to sit down, that he might look on us, though he could not converse. I sat thus silently still awhile, and then left. This was our last interview. The next day I took cold, and was for several days kept at home, during which time my dear friend fell asleep ... Both of us had then known the Lord a little above forty years; and both of us were then a little above sixty years of age. My beloved brother and friend now had finished his course; I was privileged and honoured, further to labour for the Lord, and to do now this without him, with whom I had often taken counsel.

	The immense crowds which gathered at Bethesda for Craik’s funeral were a fitting testimony to the loss which was felt by the Christian community.

	In May 1866 building work began on the fourth orphan house; and in January 1867, a further seven thousand pounds having been received, work began on No. 5. The contracts for both houses amounted to over £41,000. All the glass for the seven hundred large windows in the two buildings was freely given by a large firm of contractors. On Guy Fawkes’ day 1868 the fourth house was opened: three days earlier over seven hundred children’s knives and forks, twenty-four carvers and forks, thirty-six table knives and forks and thirty-six dessert knives and forks had arrived in the nick of time from Gloucestershire. On January 6th 1870, the last of Muller’s great buildings on Ashley Down, ‘New Orphan House No. 5’ was duly opened. For a few weeks, reception into the new building was hindered by a mild form of measles and scarlet fever which was affecting some of the children; but it would not now be long before Muller was caring for some two thousand children.

	Thus Muller’s vast expansion programme on Ashley Down was complete. Twenty-five years had elapsed since he had first announced his plans to build his own orphan house. But there was no sense at all in which Muller could now sit back on his laurels. Every morning he rose at half-past six and at a quarter to eight, after his usual period of Bible study and prayer, he began the task of going through his correspondence. Then, as The Times recorded some years later, ‘at 10 o’clock he was waited on by nine assistants, to whom he gave instructions’. (Until the 1850s he had conducted a correspondence of about three thousand letters a year without a secretary.)

	Expenses for the children’s work now amounted to nearly thirty thousand pounds a year. Muller wrote that these two thousand orphans are not only to be fed, but clothed; their clothes are to be washed and repaired. The one single article of shoes and boots alone, think of it, for two thousand, both the supplies of new and repairs: how many hundred pounds it takes! Hundreds of fresh orphans are received year by year, and the new comers are to be fitted out; hundreds of boys and girls go out as apprentices and servants, and they are to be provided with an outfit, at the expense of the Institution. The considerable number of boys who are sent out as apprentices, year by year, have a premium paid for them to their masters, which is about equal to another year’s support.

	Then come the heavy expenses connected with keeping in repair these five large houses, in which there are more than seventeen hundred large windows and above five hundred rooms ... It may therefore easily be supposed how much the mere painting, white-washing, colouring, repairs, etc, must cost year by year! Then consider the many thousands of articles of table linen, bed linen, towels, etc; all has to be kept up. The thousands of articles of furniture... have to be kept in repair, or to be replaced by new articles, which continually become more or less needful.

	The children are ill, or one or the other even dies; all the extra expenses are to be met. The children leave as servants or apprentices; the travelling expenses are to be paid. Further — the large staff of overseers of one kind or another, such as school inspector, matrons, teachers, medical officers, assistants helping the Directors, etc; all their salaries are to be obtained from the Lord. All the nurses in the infirmaries in each of the five houses, the nurses for little infants, the laundresses and other servants… all this costs much, and for all this we look to the Lord. And there are, over and above, year by year, heavy extra expenses, not here referred to, occasioned by extraordinary circumstances, for all of which we look to the Lord... We are able with as much ease, if not greater ease than very rich noblemen, to accomplish this simply by looking in our poverty to the infinitely rich One for everything.

	Mary Muller was the ideal wife for the Director of five large orphan homes.

	‘My darling,’ Muller would say to her, ‘God himself singled you out for me, as the most suitable wife I could possibly wish to have had.’

	During the years of trial from 1838 to 1846, when, as Muller recalled, ‘hundreds of times the necessities of the orphans could only be met by our means, and when all our own money had to be expended,’ Mary ‘never found fault with me, but heartily joined me in prayer for help from God, and with me looked out for help, and help came; and then we rejoiced together, and often wept for joy together.’

	Also, in addition to an excellent general education, she possessed a thorough knowledge of every kind of needlework and of the quality of material for clothes, linen etc. so useful on Ashley Down where it was her duty to order hundreds of thousands of yards of all kinds of material. She would approve or reject the material which was delivered; Muller said ‘it was to get good blanketing or good blankets, that she was busied, thus to serve the Lord Jesus, in caring for these dear bereaved children, who had not a mother or father to care for them! She regularly examined all the account books every month and checked hundreds of bills for the matrons of the various houses. It was said that ‘should any tradesmen or one of the matrons at any time have made the least mistake, it would be surely found out by her’. Every day, except on Sundays, she would be seen on Ashley Down and would pay particular attention to the sick children.

	Muller said of their marriage that every year our happiness increased more and more. I never saw my beloved wife at any time, when I met her unexpectedly anywhere in Bristol, without being delighted so to do. I never met her even in the Orphan Houses, without my heart being delighted so to do. Day by day, as we met in our dressing room, at the Orphan Houses, to wash our hands before dinner and tea, I was delighted to meet her, and she was equally pleased to see me. Thousands of times I told her. ‘My darling, I never saw you at any time, since you became my wife, without my being delighted to see you.’ Further, [Muller continued] day after day, if anyhow it could be done, I spent after dinner twenty minutes or half an hour with her in her room at the Orphan Houses, seated on her couch, which the love of a Christian brother, together with an easy chair, had sent her in the year i860, when she was, for about nine months, so ill in rheumatism. I knew that it was good for her, that her dear active mind and hands should have rest, and I knew well that this would not be, except her husband was by her side; moreover, I also needed a little rest after dinner, on account of my weak digestive powers; and therefore I spent these precious moments with my darling wife. There we sat, side by side, her hand in mine, as an habitual thing, having a few words of loving intercourse, or being silent, but most happy in the Lord, and in each other, whether we spoke or were silent. And thus it was many times ... in the fortieth year of our conjugal life. Our happiness in God, and in each other, was indescribable. We had not some happy days every year, not a month of happiness every year; but we had twelve months of happiness in the year, and thus year after year. Often and often did I say ... ‘My darling, do you think there is a couple in Bristol, or in the world, happier than we are?’

	Muller believed that one of the greatest secrets of their marital bliss was that besides their times of private prayer, and family prayer, he and Mary frequendy prayed together.

	For many years my precious wife and I, had, immediately after family prayer, in the morning, a short time for prayer together, when the most important points for prayer, with regard to the day, were brought before God. Should very heavy trials press on us, or should our need of any kind be particularly great, we prayed again after dinner, when I visited her room ... and this, at times of extraordinary difficulties or necessities, might be repeated once or twice more in the afternoon'... Then in the evening, during the last hour of our stay at the Orphan-Houses, though her or my work was never so much, it was an habitually understood thing, that this hour was for prayer. My beloved wife came then to my room, and now our prayer, and supplication, and intercessions mingled with thanksgiving, lasted generally 40 minutes, 50 minutes, and sometimes the whole hour. At these seasons we brought perhaps 50 or more different points, or persons, or circumstances before God.

	Mary Muller was now (in 1870) seventy-two. For a year or two it had been obvious to Muller that her health was failing: she was growing thinner and tiring quickly. Muller begged her to work less and eat more, but, he said, ‘I could neither prevail as to the one nor the other’. Sometimes she would lie awake at night for two hours or more and Muller would express his concern.

	‘My dear,’ she would say, ‘I am getting old, and old persons need not so much sleep.’

	Two years earlier she had said to him, ‘My darling, I think the Lord will allow me to see the New Orphan-Houses No. 4 and No. 5 furnished and opened, and then I may go home; but most of all I wish, that the Lord Jesus would come, and that we might all go together.’

	And indeed the Lord had allowed her to see both No. 4 and No. 5 opened; and throughout 1869 she had spent nearly every day at work at the five buildings.

	Sadly she had worked too hard.

	


Chapter Eighteen, ‘No Place Ever Seemed So Dear’

	‘I never knew what it was for my mother to caress me, take me to church or teach me a child’s prayer.’ Such was the experience of William Ready who had been born in a London workhouse on January 23rd i860. His father was a drunkard and thus unable to support his wife and William’s nine brothers and sisters; by 1865 both parents had died and the ten children were left orphans.

	Thus William had begun the life of a waif sleeping in dustbins or the dark corners of railway arches.

	Many a time [he later recorded], I have picked up a piece of orange peel as eagerly as if it had been a sixpence and I have even nibbled at cigar ends to allay the pangs of hunger. Sometimes we went into public houses to sing the comic songs we had learned on the streets, which usually paid us well... On Saturday mornings, at 4 o’clock, I used to carry the produce at Covent Garden Market, and my feet and hands were often frostbitten.

	It was in this state that at the age of twelve, in 1872, William Ready was rescued by James Walk a London City Missioner connected with St George’s Church in Bloomsbury. Walk eventually arranged for Ready to go to Ashley Down.

	Ready recorded:

	I was not happy I can assure you, when I found myself inside the block, with the great iron gates closing behind me. I did not look upon those as my friends who had interfered with my liberty of the streets. No sooner had the doors closed when I began to feel I was in bondage and a real home-sickness came over me. I yearned for the streets of the Metropolis and the lights of London. I was as a bird in a cage and if anyone had said to me ‘You may go back,’ I should have said, ‘Thank you, Sir! You are my friend.’

	William was given a bath and put into his uniform—corduroy trousers, a blue vest, coat and white collar.

	Never shall I forget the day when I was first shown into the dining hall. The boys gathered around me like flies round a sugar basin and they began to pinch me and pull my hair. The bell rang and we passed to our places. For the first time in my life I was not feeling hungry. Oh! to go back to my old haunts, to the rush of cabs and buses! Two slices of bread and treacle were set before me on a little tin plate but I could not touch them. A boy said to me, ‘Don’t you want your tea?’ I answered, ‘No!’ The boys on either side of me soon finished my share.

	On his first evening on Ashley Down the other boys teased him until his Irish blood rose; while tackling one boy the bully of the place came forward. William pulled off his coat and vest and launched into a spirited attack on young Curly Oliver, as he was known. Just as he was enjoying this encounter, a master entered with his cane and conducted the victor to his dormitory.

	‘Your bed number is twenty-two,’ he said.

	Next morning at six [Ready recalled] the bell rang to call us out and at eight we went into breakfast. The tables were laden with basins of porridge and I did not give the boys the chance of asking if I wanted my breakfast, for my appetite had returned ...

	It was at this breakfast that he first heard the Bible read.

	The first lesson that morning was reading: William’s master discovered that he did not know the letters of the alphabet. In the next few months, however, William Ready was taught to read well. For the first time, too, he learned about God, Christ and salvation and memorised portions of scripture. He soon became popular with the other boys, and for a while conducted a clandestine class teaching eager pupils the acrobatics of London streets. Eventually a master discovered that he had been charging those able to pay a penny postage stamp a week for his instruction. As the boys had paid of their own free will and without pressure, nothing more was said.

	On one occasion, William led a gang of boys on an invasion of the masters’ dining hall in the dark to demolish the remains of their evening meal. He was caught and after the punishment had been administered ‘with the usual amount of preaching’, the master who had used the cane, had pity on the lad and gave him some sweets.

	‘That,’ said Ready, ‘did more to drive the devil out of me than all the flogging and preaching.’ Indeed, towards the end of his stay on Ashley Down, a more understanding treatment produced better results and, ‘it was kindness rather than punishment that settled me down to reason and order’.

	One morning in 1876 William was called out of school to see Mr French who was in charge of the department which placed boys in apprenticeship.

	‘How would you like to be a flour miller, Ready?’

	‘I would, yes, sir,’ answered William not knowing what the job involved in the slightest.

	Before long he was measured for and provided, as was usual before a boy left, with three suits of clothes at the expense of the institution. Then came the final interview with Muller.

	‘How vividly comes back to my mind that last meeting with the father of the fatherless before leaving his care! He received me kindly when I went into his prayer room at No. 3 Orphanage. Ah! what wonderful prayers had been offered there on behalf of the orphans and what remarkable answers he had there received!’

	Muller put half-a-crown into his left hand and a Bible in his right.

	‘You can hold tighter with your right hand than with your left, can you not?’

	‘Yes, sir.’

	‘Well, my lad,’ said Muller, ‘hold to the teaching of that book and you will always have something for your left hand to hold.’

	Muller then asked William to kneel, and putting his hand on his head, he committed him to God’s keeping. Helping him then to his feet Muller said. ‘Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land and verily shalt thou be fed. Good-bye, my lad, goodbye!’

	As he left Ashley Down, Ready recalled that ‘my belongings were my Bible, my clothes and half-a-crown and, what was best of all, the priceless blessing of George Muller’s prayers.

	‘Shall I ever forget my journey that day to Newton Abbot and my meeting with Mr Perryman, the man with a flowing beard and a straw-hat?’

	‘Are you William Ready?’

	‘Yes, sir!’

	‘Well, I am your master, or your father if you like. Get into the trap, my son!’

	During the seventeen-mile drive through the lovely Devon countryside to Perryman’s home at Chagford, William’s new father won his heart by his friendly and kindly conversation. William Perryman led a saintly life and it was not long before Ready himself was converted during his apprenticeship at Chagford. A few years later, he became a Free Church Minister and, moving to New Zealand, became one of that country’s most popular preachers.

	Looking back on his years on Ashley Down he wrote, ‘I can see now that it was just the place for me and what a blessing it was that I was sent there. If my own children were left orphans I could wish for nothing better than that they should be trained and cared for at Muller’s.’

	Nowadays, of course, it is no longer considered proper to house children in such large buildings as those Muller built on Ashley Down. Indeed, the Muller Homes today have long since felt it right to come into line with current official policy which is to house children in small house groups so that life should conform as closely as possible to a normal home atmosphere. However, by nineteenth century standards, George Muller must be considered both a pioneer and a radical. He, alone, offered modem homes to thousands of children who would otherwise have been either homeless, or sent to a workhouse or debtors’ prison, or grudgingly offered a corner in the overcrowded home of a relative. And there were no barriers to entry to Mullers’ Homes on the grounds of poverty, class or creed. Noting that admittance to other orphanages in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries was normally gained, not according to the relative needs of the child, but upon personal recommendation or by a majority of votes at the periodic meetings of subscribers, Kathleen Heasman has credited Muller with leading the way in giving priority to the needs of the child ... The fact that subscribers’ meetings were not held, and the names and amounts given by particular donors were not made public, meant that children were usually selected according to their need, or all who applied were admitted. Thus the system of voting was rarely found in evangelical children’s homes, and this example [Muller’s] gradually led to the abolition of the voting system altogether.

	Muller’s large homes also offered certain advantages which smaller modern houses cannot. Life may have been regimented, and the routine predictable, but the shared fun of so many youngsters living and growing up together meant that it was often jolly. There was also a stability and security about them which was absent from smaller homes. An orphan who began life in a small London home and only arrived at No. 4 at the age of ten noticed the difference: in London there had been constant changes in staff and children. But in Bristol ‘a teacher who had done twenty-five years was just beginning’ ; some ex-Ashley Down children actually returned with their grandchildren to find their old masters still there. Similarly smaller homes offered the children a more limited choice of friends, whereas if Ashley Down children quarrelled, they could always make new friends.

	One former orphan wrote of her years on Ashley Down thus: ‘I am glad to see a number of orphans remember the dear old Home, in which they spent their happiest days; for truly there have been none happier to me than those spent in the dear Orphan-House Number 3. How happy we were in our own little world, brought up in such a holy atmosphere.’

	Another wrote: ‘As I look back on my schooldays, just left behind me, I think they were the jolliest days of my life.’ And yet another recalled: ‘I was only a small child then, and am still a child when I think of Ashley Down. It was a lovely, lovely spot... and no place ever seemed so dear.’

	To impressionable teenagers, the experience of living under the care of people with a deep personal faith in Christ together with the exhilaration produced when numbers of their own contemporaries came to share this same faith was never to be forgotten. The many hundreds who became Christians in this devout atmosphere felt an enormous debt of gratitude towards Ashley Down. One Christian girl soon after going into domestic service sent this letter:

	Beloved and respected Sir, I cannot feel grateful enough to you for all the kindness I received whilst under your fatherly care in the dear Orphan House, and the years I spent there I can truly say were the happiest I ever spent in my life; for not only were we cared for temporally, but spiritually also; and I do indeed feel very thankful to the Lord that I was ever received there, and that He so soon brought me to a knowledge of Himself; and I it is my heart’s sincere desire to know more of Him, to become more like Him for He is truly to me the chiefest among ten thousand, and the altogether lovely ... I must thank you for the very nice situation in which I am placed. My mistress is very kind to me, and I hope to give great satisfaction to her ... May you ever be the orphans’ friend and protector; and may the Lord still give you more abundant answers to your many prayers for the conversion of the dear orphans, who still remain unconverted. Will you please remember me very gratefully to dear Mrs Muller, Miss Groves, Mr L, Mr W, Mr H, also Miss D and all the teachers. I remain, dear Sir, yours very gratefully and respectfully,—.

	The visitor to No. 1, quoted in chapter 15, described the children as being ‘very neatly and becomingly dressed’. Mrs Nancy Garton has written of the uniform worn by the children in Muller’s day as giving ‘the orphans a grace and a dignity, and as it became antiquated, a sentimental appeal, which the modern dress introduced in 1936, with its knee-length skirts and squashed-on hats, entirely lacked.’

	According to Mrs Garton, Muller’s ‘older boys wore a navy-blue Eton jacket, with a waistcoat buttoning up to the white starched collar, both of heavy serge; brown corduroy trousers; caps with a glazed peak; and in bad weather, short cloaks. Each boy had three suits.

	The small boys, up to about eight or nine years old, wore for everyday a garment which seems a strange choice from the practical point of view. It was a plainly-cut smock, with no collar, in white or unbleached cotton. Possibly, being white it could soon be boiled and restored to its original purity, but who, knowing boys, can help suspecting that it spent much of its time being anything but white. Blue serge shorts, socks and strap shoes completed the costume. For best wear, the little boys discarded their smocks, and wore Norfolk suits with broad Eton collars, in which they looked most attractive. Their caps were the same as the older boys.

	The girls’ outdoor dress in cold weather was a long cloak in green and blue plaid; in mild weather a shepherd’s plaid shawl took the place of the cloak; in hot weather, for best wear, the dress was a thin one of dull lilac cotton, over which was worn a small cape or tippet of the same material, a tiny ruff at the neck. Throughout the year the girls wore bonnets of natural-coloured straw. To each bonnet was attached a long strip of thin material with a green and white checked pattern, which formed a band across the top, crossed at the back and was stitched at the sides, so that the two ends formed the strings by which the bonnet was tied on.

	The everyday dresses for girls of all ages were of navy cotton covered with small white dots, to which for walking out was added a white tippet when the weather was too warm for cloaks or shawls. Indoors, the girls up to fourteen wore blue-checked gingham pinafores, cut high to the neck and buttoning behind. The girls over fourteen, who had left the schoolroom and were called ‘House Girls’, wore aprons with strings to distinguish them from their juniors. The most senior girls, those who were due to leave the Homes for situations within a few months, were known as ‘Cap Girls’, and wore caps, aprons to the waist and white collars. Every girl had five dresses.

	The stockings were all hand-knitted by the girls; black wool for winter, and white cotton for summer. A pair of these white stockings is to be seen in the Museum at Muller House. The shoes were mostly of the ankle-strap style.

	With the old uniform, the girls had no waterproofs, and in doubtful weather there was one cotton umbrella for every two children. The privilege of carrying the umbrella was not one that was eagerly competed for. The walk on wet days was often a quiet squabble, as the mote strong-minded of each pair in the crocodile pressed the umbrella into her partner’s unwilling hand.

	Mrs Garton has also given us a fascinating description of the children’s hair-dos:

	The girls’ hair was managed rather cleverly, considering that hundreds of heads of hair had somehow to be made presentable every day. The tiny girls had theirs almost as short as a boy’s, but beautifully glossy and well-brushed. Those from about eight years old up to eleven had a dutch bob, with centre parting and fringe, such as they could comb into place themselves without assistance. The older girls, who were capable of doing their own hair, were allowed to grow it to shoulder length or longer, and hold it back with a velvet ribbon band. The most senior girls put their hair up.

	Former Ashley Down children recall that children who came with their parents to visit the Homes were sometimes envious of the pretty hairstyles worn by the residents.

	The nursery infants [Mrs Garton continues] ‘do not seem to have been always in uniform, so probably the many babies’ clothes which must have been sent to the Homes were fully utilized. Some photographs show little groups of toddlers decked out with loving care in frilled and embroidered pinafores which have no suggestion of the pauper about them.’

	Muller deserves also to be regarded as a pioneer and a radical by virtue of his educational policy. He was actually criticised for educating children ‘above their station’; not many years earlier, in his book An Experiment in Education, Dr Andrew Bell had written,

	It is not proposed that the children of the poor be educated in an expensive manner, or even taught to write and to cypher … there is a risk of elevating by an indiscriminate education, the minds of those doomed to the drudgery of daily labour, above their condition, and thereby rendering them discontented and unhappy in their lot. It may suffice to teach the generality, on an economical plan, to read their Bibles and understand the doctrines of our holy religion.

	Muller did not agree. As well as religious education, he saw to it that his children were taught reading, writing, arithmetic, dictation, grammar, geography, English and world history, composition, singing, needlework and—for the girls—domestic science. Needlework for the girls included instruction in making and mending their own clothes; for the boys it meant learning to knit and dam their socks. The boys also made their own beds, cleaned their shoes, scrubbed their rooms, were sent on errands, and dug, planted and weeded the gardens. The domestic science involved the girls in some work in the kitchens, sculleries, wash-houses and laundries at the five houses. Lewis Court has claimed that, even in Muller’s day, if an aptitude were shown, a higher education for one of the professions was provided, but this seems to have been rare.

	Muller employed a School Inspector to maintain the educational standards at the school for his own children on Ashley Down and at schools financed and run by the Scriptural Knowledge Institution.

	The Annual Examination of the children was held during the months of February and March [the Inspector, at that time a Mr Horne, wrote in 1885]. The children were examined and arranged in the Second, Third, Fourth, Fifth and Sixth Standards, in many particulars according to the Government Code. Each child was examined separately in reading. Each child showed his or her copy-book, to determine the mark for writing. Ten questions were put on each of the following subjects, viz, on Scripture, Geography, History and Grammar. The answers were given in writing. Six sums were given in Arithmetic. The answers were given on paper. The average percentage of all the marks the children received during the examination was 91-1.

	‘To all who are acquainted with such matters,’ commented Muller with some pride, ‘the last sentence will show, with what success our children are educated.’

	Because of the duration of the education he provided, Muller was accused of robbing the factories, mills and mines of labour; he was not deterred. In general girls remained under his care until they were seventeen and sometimes longer. They were then usually recommended to a suitable domestic situation and fitted out at the Homes’ expense; some would go on to train as nurses. Generally the boys were apprenticed when they were between fourteen and fifteen years old. But fixed rules were deliberately avoided and a flexible policy was maintained so that the needs of each individual were taken in account. In theory each boy was allowed to choose the trade he wanted to learn, although in practice the selection process was no doubt often similar to William Ready’s case quoted above. The boys were provided with three suits of clothes at the expense of the Establishment; and any other expenses connected with an apprenticeship were also met. Some boys left the Homes to become post-office and telegraph clerks, or clerks in other offices. Others among the brightest would go on to be teachers, perhaps in the Homes themselves—in which case they would do their training at a school in Purton, Gloucestershire, financed and run by the Scriptural Knowledge Institution.

	As to discipline in the Homes, Nancy Garton has aptly summed it up as ‘strict, but not harsh’. A group of former Ashley Down children (there not long after Muller’s death) told the author, ‘if we were punished we deserved it’. There were occasions when it was found necessary to expel a child who had become an unacceptable influence on the other children. But expulsion—that is, returning a child to a relative or guardian—was always a last resort after repeated warnings and attempted reformation; and after an offender had left, he was followed by the prayers of Muller and his staff.

	Muller recalled the case of one boy who had arrived on Ashley Down in October 1849.

	He was then not quite eight years old; but though so young, it was soon found that he was old in sin, for he was a confirmed liar, thief, etc. He gloried in it among the other boys, and told them that he had belonged to a juvenile gang of thieves, before he had been admitted into the Orphan-House, that he had often stolen from the ships iron, brass, etc. and sold it. We thought at first that hie spoke thus merely in the way of boasting, yet it proved but too true, that he was experienced in such matters; for twice he ran away from the Orphan-House, carrying off things belonging to the other children. Moreover, he could pick locks, etc. We received him back twice, after having run away, hoping that, by bearing with him, and using a variety of other means, he might be reclaimed; but all in vain. At last, having borne with him, and tried him for five years and four months, he was solemnly, with prayer, before the whole establishment, expelled, if by any means this last painful remedy might be blessed to him. Yet we follow even this poor young sinner with our prayers, and hope that the Lord may yet show him his evil ways, and give us even now joy concerning him, as we have had before in a similar instance.

	One boy, so the story goes, was about to be dismissed before the whole company for repeated bad behaviour over a long period, when Muller placed his hand on his head and began to pray for him. To show how brazen and unconcerned he was, the boy turned to face Muller with eyes wide open, and saw, to his amazement, tears rolling down the old man’s cheeks. There and then, according to the story, the boy was converted and his life dramatically changed. And yet another, later in life described ‘his dismissal by Mr Muller and Mr Muller’s final words, with tears, of ‘I am sorry! God bless you.’

	The Times once reported that:

	amongst those who visited his [Muller’s] Homes and expressed their admiration of the management, and working, were the late Earl of Derby, Lord Salisbury, Lord Hampton, and many others of all ranks interested in beneficent social movements.

	Nancy Garton has described how that Charles Dickens once visited Ashley Down. ‘He had heard a rumour of the sort that circulates wherever charitable institutions are concerned; in this case to the effect that the orphans were starved. With his usual thoroughness Dickens set himself to investigate the matter in person. Muller received him with courtesy, and as soon as he understood the purport of Dickens’ inquiries, decided to let demonstration rather than argument prove the falsity of the report. He sent for a subordinate, handed him a bunch of keys, and requested that Mr Dickens might be shown over any of the five Orphan-Houses he chose to see. This was done, and Dickens went away entirely reassured.

	Former Ashley Down residents whose memories go back almost to the Muller era, recall having meat regularly on Mondays, Thursdays and Fridays while on Wednesdays and Saturdays they were served a broth with meat in it. On Tuesdays and Sundays (when many of the staff would be at Bethesda for the morning service) a dish of rice and raisins was a common lunch. Frequently the meat was either Australian mutton, known to the children as ‘og’ or (more popular) corned beef; bread incidentally was known as ‘toke’ due to the wording of the favourite Ashley Down grace, ‘We thank thee Lord for these tokens of thy love!’ Bristol’s situation as a port meant that it was not unusual for the children to receive fresh fruit, particularly bananas and oranges. Occasionally, at times of surplus, large quantities of free fruit would be delivered to Ashley Down to prevent it rotting. Eggs were a regular feature of the menu, but to some extent also seasonal: on his birthday every child was entitled to two eggs, one for himself and one for his best friend. Milk and water was the usual beverage.

	There can be little doubt that the predictability of the menus and the routine of events in general tended to make life on Ashley Down somewhat monotonous, although routine, it should be borne in mind, is not something of which children are quick to complain. There were a number of annual events, however, which interrupted the routine and provided the children with both happy memories and highlights to which they could look forward.

	First, there was Mr Muller’s birthday on 27th September, at which time a week’s holiday from school was always taken and when, as one old girl recalled, ‘we used to go out most days, blackberry picking. How we all enjoyed it!’ The day itself was always marked by special helpings of cake and an enormous apple dumpling for each child.

	The annual summer treat was the outing to Pur Down, when the children set off in the morning each armed with either a pink or blue cotton bag filled with sweets and sweet biscuits to eat on the journey. This was one of the days when, on arrival at the field, the children of the five houses could mix as they pleased. The picnic lunch (of bread and cheese) and tea (of bread and butter and cake) was transported to Pur Down in large hampers. A group of now elderly former Ashley Down children, who could never remember it raining on Pur Down, proudly showed the author an old oak tree under which they used to play on that great day. The outing concluded with the launching of five fire balloons, one for each house.

	But probably the event which the children anticipated with the greatest excitement was Christmas. Well before the time, they began to prepare for the celebrations—learning to sing carols and other songs from the Ashley Down Song Book (often in parts without accompaniment); making the decorations, and memorising poems, sketches and plays to be recited and performed at the parties.

	Each December, Muller’s journal took on a seasonal tone:

	December 16th, 1884—From a Bristol wholesale house 8 barrels of flour, 1 barrel of currants, and 16 quarter boxes of Valencias, for the children’s Christmas puddings ... December 23rd 1878— From Clifton we received for the children a number of dolls, some fancy boxes, albums, games, balls, tops and a great variety of other play-things—From Durdham Down, as Christmas presents for the Orphans, dressed dolls, boxes and packets of chocolate and sweets, some drums, tops, balls, marbles, whips and guns, boxes of toys, books, fancy cards, paint boxes, transparent slates, pocket-handkerchiefs, wool ties and ruffs, baskets and boxes, pencils, trumpets and other play-things ... From a Bristol wholesale house, 15 boxes of fruit, 10 boxes of oranges, 10 boxes of figs, and a sack of nuts for the Orphan’s Christmas Treat.

	One Christmas, 150 pheasants were sent to Ashley Down from a donor in Cornwall.

	And so a child could recall, ‘well do I remember the happy Christmases spent at No. 4; the start of the preparations for the decorations ; the arrival of the great, big Christmas tree, nothing on it, but I knew before Christmas it would be loaded with toys and presents; and somewhere amongst the many there would be one for me!’ And another, who wrote to the Homes one Christmas, ‘I expect the times are just as exciting as when I was there. I imagine the decorations being got ready, and the secrecy of it all, and then learning the lovely carols, and the Christmas Shop! I would love to peep in, to see if it is really like it used to be. I don’t think it could possibly be better.’ Mrs Garton notes that the Christmas Shops were little sweet shops, opened in each wing of the Houses, managed by members of the school staff who bought the sweets from the large Bristol sweet manufacturers on special terms. In time these shops came to be opened in other seasons as well.

	It would be foolish to pretend that every child was happy on Ashley Down: some clearly were not. The experience was especially unhappy for children who had known for a while the love of their own parents and a normal home life; for these children—arriving on Ashley Down perhaps aged eleven, twelve or more—the five great buildings naturally appeared particularly barrack-like and uninviting.

	And no doubt mistakes were made in the appointment of staff with the result that kindness and understanding were sometimes in short supply. As a pioneer in the field, Muller was forced to learn by his mistakes: and mistakes there were. Almost certainly the children’s existence on Ashley Down was too sheltered—too remote from the realities of the outside world. To-day, Muller’s children attend normal local authority schools and mix freely with other boys and girls. But in the founder’s day, of course, Bristol could not have offered free education for some two thousand children and it is difficult to suggest the alternatives which were open to him.

	In the event, however, the children received a sound education which they would have been fortunate to have obtained elsewhere. They received, too, a treasure of immeasurable value: teaching which was able to make them ‘wise unto salvation’ and which offered to those who would accept it, ‘life more abundant’.

	


Chapter Nineteen, Letter to Yangchow

	A few months after his visit to Ashley Down (Chapter 16), Hudson Taylor set off on May 26th 1866 for Shanghai. With him in the Lammermuir were his wife Maria, six other men and nine women who would join the eight missionaries already in China, to form the new China Inland Mission.

	The story of the dramatic events which led to the commencement of Muller’s substantial support of the CIM, at a time of crisis and controversy, well illustrates his great interest in the work of nearly two hundred missionaries in many parts of the world.

	The ninety-one protestant missionaries of all societies already in China were confined to a few of the treaty ports; beyond, in the country’s vast interior, there was hardly a voice to preach the gospel to two hundred million Chinese. Taylor wrote, therefore, that ‘Our great desire and aim are to plant the standard of the Cross in the eleven provinces of China hitherto unoccupied ...’

	Inspired by Muller’s example, the founders of the China Inland Mission went forth in faith—trusting in God to supply their needs. When anxious friends expressed concern that with no Committee to represent them at home, the missionaries would be forgotten in a distant land, Taylor replied:

	I am taking my children with me, and I notice that it is not difficult for me to remember that the little ones need breakfast in the morning, dinner at midday, and something before they go to bed at night. Indeed, I could not forget it. And I find it impossible to suppose that our Heavenly Father is less tender or mindful than I.

	While it is true that the CIM was not backed by the usual committee, Taylor and his colleagues were faithfully supported by the energetic Bergers of Saint Hill. William T. Berger, the wealthy owner of a large starch works, became the first Home Director of the CIM; with no family of their own, Mr and Mrs Berger had room in their hearts for all the interests of the mission. ‘Saint Hill* was the name of their mansion near East Grinstead, and it was there that Hudson and his wife had often enjoyed their hospitality before the foundation of the mission. It was a place which the whole family could enjoy: in the words of Dr and Mrs Howard Taylor, ‘the fine old house and grounds, sloping down to a little lake with meadows beyond, were a paradise to the children’.

	The same authors have described how that when the mission was established and the Lammermuir party had arrived in China, Saint Hill became a hive of activity.

	Already advanced in years, it was not easy for them to turn their quiet home into a Mission-centre, using as offices both diningroom and study; to encumber the billiard-room with packing-cases; to receive at their table candidates for China and friends of the missionaries; to direct wrappers, and send out with their own hands the Occasional Paper; to attend to a large correspondence, keep accounts, transmit money, arrange for the outgoing of new workers, help with their preparations, fit up their cabins, see them off from any port at any hour of the day or night, and correspond with those already on the field. Yet all this they did with the loving interest of a father’s and mother’s heart. When it became necessary they went further, and adapted a cottage in their grounds for the young men candidates and another for a tutor who gave secretarial help.

	It was a great principle of the CIM that the Chinese should never have reason to feel that Christianity was a ‘western religion’, foreign to their own way of life. Taylor and his companions therefore went into the homes of the people, dressed as they were. One of the party, Jennie Faulding, wrote home,

	It does so please them to see us liking to be like themselves in outward things. They express the greatest satisfaction, and are delighted especially that our shoes and style of hair-dressing should be the same as theirs. Instead of having difficulty in getting across to the people, they come here day after day saying, Fuh Kuniang, we want you to come to our house and teach us about the religion.

	In April 1868 Jennie Faulding, Pastor Lae-djun, and Mr and Mrs John McCarthy were left in Hangchow, while Hudson Taylor (accompanied by Maria and the four children) led a party of missionaries—including six Chinese evangelists—on into the interior. In June they arrived at Yangchow, about fifteen miles up the Grand Canal from its junction with the Yangtze. Six hundred years earlier the city had been governed by Marco Polo, under the Kublai Khan.

	At Yangchow, the party successfully procured and occupied a suitable house; not long after they had settled in, however, trouble began, stirred up by the ‘literati’. The literati—some of whom were themselves Mandarins—were a section of Chinese society vehemently hostile to foreigners, especially missionaries. These men held a meeting at which they decided to circulate anonymous hand-bills and posters designed to excite popular feeling against the missionaries. According to The Times correspondent in Shanghai the circulated material accused Taylor and his colleagues of ‘kidnapping children and boiling them up for medicine; of abstracting the heart and liver from dead bodies and eating it; of administering drugs and philters to Chinamen which turned them into foreigners ...’

	By early August, this organised campaign was bringing about a change in the attitude of the people. Mr Reid, another CIM missionary who had come over from Nanking to join the party in Yangchow, wrote home that on Sunday August 16th (1868),

	the people assembled at an early hour, and began knocking and battering upon our door ... until we thought it best to go out and try to pacify them ... I think I never felt more the power and value of speaking gently than on that day. Dear Mr Taylor spoke often to those assembled in a very kind manner; and while we watched, those inside the house prayed, and God graciously brought us through, confirming to our hearts the promise, ‘Lo, I am with you alway.’

	The trouble continued, however, and for the next few days, the missionaries were more or less continually in a state of siege. Tuesday had been placarded as the day for attacking and setting fire to their house, and once or twice the crowd seemed inclined to break into the rambling premises by force, but, as it turned out, the disturbances were less than on the Sunday. Emily Blatchley wrote, ‘We know that whatever happens will be by His permission, for we have put ourselves into His hands. He will not leave us.’ Even as- she wrote this, it began to thunder and to look like rain; Hudson Taylor comforted his companions by announcing that rain would do more than an army of soldiers. ‘The Chinese shim rain; the most important matters they will postpone on account of it.’ Miss Blatchley was able to continue her letter: ‘Any attempt to set the place on fire now would be vain indeed, for the rain is coming down in torrents’.

	After this it seemed that the worst was over. Despite everything that had been said against the missionaries their quiet and friendly attitude was having its effect. Until Saturday they had some respite.

	But on the Saturday two ‘foreigners’ came up to visit Yangchow, wearing not the native costume adopted by Taylor’s party but undisguised ‘foreign dress’. They were seen in various parts of the city before leaving with the impression that all was quiet. This was too good an opportunity for the literati to miss: they began to circulate reports that children were missing in all directions, entrapped by the ‘foreign devils’. Revenge was demanded against all foreigners, and the prospect of plunder in Taylor’s premises was held out as an incentive. The weather was intensely hot and feelings became easily excited; at last a crowd of ‘several thousand people’ (according to the account in The Times) surrounded the house.

	Taylor managed to send a verbal message to the British Consular authorities informing them of the situation. Then, after night had fallen, he and Mr Duncan decided on a desperate attempt to summon aid from the Chinese authorities. Leaving their wives and children and the women missionaries in the care of Messrs Rudland, Reid and Judd, they set off to face the fury of the populace.

	But for the protection afforded us by the darkness [Taylor wrote later] we should scarcely have reached the ya-men alive. Alarmed by the yells of the people the gate-keepers were just closing the doors as we approached, but the momentary delay gave time for the crowd to close in upon us: the as yet unbarred gates gave way to the pressure, and we were precipitated into the entrance hall. Had the gates been barred, I am convinced that they would not have been opened for us, and we should have been tom to pieces by the enraged mob.

	Once in the ya-men, we rushed into the judgment hall, crying ‘Kiu-ming! Kiu-ming!’ (save life! save life!), a cry the Chinese Mandarin is bound to attend to at any hour of the day or night. We were taken to the room of the Chief Secretary, and kept waiting three-quarters of an hour before we had an audience with the Prefect, all the time hearing the yells of the mob a mile or more off, destroying for ought we knew, not only the property, but possibly the lives of those so dear to us. And at last when we did get an audience, it was almost more than we could bear with composure to be asked as to what we really did with the babies; whether it was true we had bought them, and how many; what was the cause of all this rioting? etc., etc.

	At last I told His Excellency that the real cause of all the trouble was his own neglect in not taking measures when the matter was small and manageable; that I must now request him first to take steps to repress the riot and save any of our friends who might still be alive, and afterwards make such inquiries as he might wish, or I would not answer for the result.

	‘Ah,’ said he, ‘very true, very true! First quiet the people, and then inquire. Sit still, and I will go to see what can be done.’

	He went out telling us to remain, as the only chance of his effecting anything depended on our keeping out of sight; for by this time the number of rioters amounted to eight or ten thousand. The natives estimated them at twenty thousand.

	We were kept in this torture of suspense for two hours, when the Prefect returned with the Ts’-ao-fu (Governor of the military forces of the city, some three thousand men) and told us that all was quiet; that the Ts’ao-fu himself, the Sheo-pe (Captain of the soldiers who guard the gates), and two local Mandarins had been to the scene of the disturbance; that they had seized several of those who were plundering the premises, and would have them punished. He then sent for chairs, and we were returned home under escort. On the way back we were told that all the foreigners we had left were killed. We had to cry to God to support us, though we hoped this might prove exaggerated or untrue.

	When they reached the house it seemed sadly certain that the report was true.

	Here, a pile of half-burned reeds showed where one of the attempts to fire the premises had been made; there, debris of a broken-down wall was lying; and strewn about everywhere were the remains of boxes and furniture, scattered papers and letters, broken work-boxes, writing-desks, dressing-cases, and surgical instrument cases, smouldering remains of valuable books, etc—but no trace of inhabitants within.

	Taylor and Duncan were horrified. Where were their wives, their children, and their fellow-workers? Were they injured? Or were the reports that they had all been killed true? In great fear and with sickness of heart they began to search for their loved ones.

	After Taylor and Duncan had set off for the ya-men to summon help, the women and children had assembled in Maria’s room. There they had pleaded for God’s protection on themselves and on the two men who were facing the anger of the people. Meanwhile Messrs Rudland and Reid had done their best to keep the crowd from entering the premises. But their attempts had failed. The rioters broke into the house and began to ransack its rooms. The ladies had to throw their children from the verandah roof into the arms of the men below; then Reid stood ready to catch Maria and Emily Blatchley, but as he braced himself he was struck in the eye by a brick-bat: he lost the eye. Maria jumped, and badly injured her leg; Emily followed and came down on her back on the stones. She was fortunate not to break her spine or skull. The rioters then set fire to the lower storey of the building.

	Mercifully the terrified missionaries managed to escape in the darkness to a neighbour’s house. There, as the danger of discovery increased, they were taken from one room to another until finally they were left without a glimmer of light in the inner part of the house. Reid lay groaning with pain; Maria was almost fainting from loss of blood; Emily’s arm was bleeding from a bad cut and was so painful that she could not move it; all of them were stiff and sore with bruises. The children longed for sleep but their mothers dared not let them, not knowing when they might have to flee again.

	It was here that Taylor and Duncan found them.

	At last, [Maria recalled] after a much shorter time than it appeared to us, we heard my dear husband’s voice outside the door, which had been barred for greater safety ... He told us that the rioters had all been driven out, and he thought we might venture back to our own rooms (which had not been burned down) ... for there would be a guard around the premises. How our hearts went up to God in thanksgiving that He had spared us to each other! ... A short time before we heard my husband’s voice, I had felt encouraged to hope that help was at hand, by the fact that my own strength was rapidly ebbing away from loss of blood. I was anxious not to let any one know how much I was hurt, as I felt it would alarm them, and it seemed most important that all should keep calm.

	It was after midnight when we returned ... We found the floor of my room strewn with clothes, etc., which had been turned out of boxes in the search for gold and silver. The leaves of my poor Bible, which I had been unable to take with me, were scattered about in every direction. Kind, loving hands collected them for me. Some, I was told, were found downstairs, and not a leaf is missing.

	There was little sleep that night. Early on the Sunday morning, when the guard retired, the people began to come in again to plunder the building. Once more, Taylor was forced to go to the ya-men, and, once more, Maria’s room became their sanctuary. Just as it seemed the crowd would be upstairs, the alarm was given that the Mandarin had come, and his soldiers dispersed the people. Taylor managed to send a pencilled note to the Consular authorities informing them of the night’s developments.

	That afternoon, Taylor and his group of CIM missionaries in Yangchow, their wives and children, left the city for Chin-Kiang under an escort of soldiers who saw them safely to the Yangstze. The Mandarins had insisted on their leaving for a while, so that the house might be repaired and the people quietened. The foreign residents of Chin-Kiang received them kindly and managed to accommodate all the refugees.

	Unfortunately, as Dr and Mrs Howard Taylor have written, ‘the troubles at Yangchow were made public in a way Mr Taylor would have least desired. A resident at Chin-Kiang, with the kindest intentions, wrote stirring accounts to the Shanghai papers, and public feeling demanded that action, prompt and decisive, should be taken by the British authorities’.

	At home, readers of The Times learnt of what followed from the paper’s Shanghai correspondent.

	On hearing of the affair Mr Medhurst, the British Consul at Shanghai... went to Chin-Kiang and, finding how matters stood, ordered up Her Majesty’s ship Rinaldo, in order that he might be fittingly supported in his representations to the authorities. Meantime [The Times correspondent continued] excitement spread to Chin-Kiang, where a riot was got up among the Tartar soldiery, and threats expressed of destroying the foreign settlement and burning down the Consulate. But the scheme was thought better of next day, when the guns of the Rinaldo were seen looking over the town. There is every reason to believe that this riot was got up by the authorities; the people of Chin-Kiang took no part in it ... To the Viceroy it would be represented as a popular row, and the position of the Yangchow officials would be lightened. They would be able to point to Chin-Kiang to show how deep and widespread was the antipathy to foreigners. This, however, is by the way. Mr Medhurst went into the city with a guard of marines and blue jackets from the Rinaldo, and insisted on the punishment of the ringleaders.

	On 8 September, still with a guard from the Rinaldo, Mr Medhurst went to Yangchow, visited the scene of the riot, and had an interview with the Prefect, from whom he demanded the release of the lessor of the mission-house, and the punishment of the ‘literati’, who were believed to have instigated the proclamation and the attack. The Prefect, who was white with fear, defended himself anxiously, as best he could, but failed signally, conceded at once the first part of the demand, but professed his utter inability to comply with the latter. Finding it impossible to settle matters satisfactorily on the spot, Mr Medhurst determined to go to Nankin and negotiate with the Viceroy himself, and requested the unhappy Prefect to accompany him. The latter did go as far as Chin-Kiang, and anchored his boat alongside the Rinaldo, but slipped out during the night, and went off in a fast row-boat, to try to get the start of Her Britannic Majesty’s Consul and to see Tseng-kwo-Fan [the Viceroy who held his court in Nankin] before him. He had miscalculated however the power of steam. The Rinaldo passed his boat about half-way next morning, and left him gesticulating wildly to be taken in tow. He arrived after Mr Medhurst’s interview with the Viceroy was over. This occurred on the nth (September), amid all due state and ceremony. His Excellency showed every disposition to concede the different points asked—the punishment of the instigators, the payment of an indemnity of 2,000 taels by the actual rioters, the release of the lessor of the house, and the engraving on stone of a proclamation declaring that foreigners had a right to live at Yangchow unmolested. Everything promised a speedy settlement of the affair, when suddenly Captain Bush withdrew the Rinaldo, and left Mr Medhurst to finish his negotiations in a Chinese house-boat. Relieved from her presence, the Viceroy retracted everything; abandoned politeness for insolence; became obstinate, instead of yielding; refused to punish anybody or to remove the magistrates; offered 1,000 taels only as compensation; and though offering to issue the notification, declined to give it the required importance by engraving it on stone. Her Britannic Majesty’s Consul had, of course, no option but to reject these terms, withdraw to Shanghai, and place the matter in the hands of Sir Rutherford Alcock [The British Ambassador], where it now rests.

	It is time to explain that Captain Bush’s departure was occasioned by illness; but his withdrawal of the Rinaldo was utterly unnecessary ...

	The effect of our temporary defeat is every day apparent. A proclamation posted in Chin-Kiang by order of the Viceroy, declaring that foreign missionaries had a right to reside in the interior, and that officials must aid them in obtaining houses, evoked a counterproclamation signed ‘The People of Chin-Kiang’, declaring that they would burn any house so let, and throw the missionaries and the landlord into the flames; that any official favouring the lease of a house should have his ya-men burnt down, and that he himself should be similarly treated. A placard has been posted outside the East Gate of Shanghai violently abusive of Catholic missionaries; but at the instance of the French Consul General it has been torn down, and a proclamation by the Taotai substituted condemning the terms of the original.

	... it is believed by all who are familiar with the circumstances and with the country that the ... proclamations are issued by the ‘literati’ with the connivance of the Mandarins, and that the mob is only collected at their instigation....

	The action taken by the British authorities caused grave concern to Hudson Taylor. He was, of course, grateful for Medhurst’s desire to help, but would have preferred to have returned quickly to Yangchow at his own risk to live down unfriendliness and opposition by patiently carrying on his work. In fact, by the time The Times report was published, on December 1st 1868, the party had already returned to Yangchow. Medhurst’s demands had all been conceded, even to the placing of a stone tablet at the entrance to the mission-house, stating that the foreigners were there with the full recognition of the authorities. Quite a function had been arranged by Chinese neighbours to reinstate the party; and on November 18th Taylor had written from Yangchow that ‘the result of the case will probably be greatly to facilitate work in the interior’.

	Dr and Mrs Howard Taylor wrote that ‘it was the family life and friendly spirit of the missionaries that disarmed suspicion and gradually won its way among the people. They could not but be touched when the children were brought back after all that had taken place, and when it appeared that Mrs Taylor had not hesitated to return under conditions which made peace and quietness specially desirable’. And when Hudson and Maria’s fourth son was born, their Chinese neighbours joined in the congratulations.

	The action of the Consular authorities, however, gave rise to a storm of protest at home. On the whole, the account of the affair by the Shanghai correspondent of The Times had been accurate and fair; but two days later the editor published a leader highly critical of the CIM.

	The Gospel of Peace ought not to be made an occasion of war ... The Apostles and early missionaries certainly did not propagate their faith under the protection of fleets and armies. They did not bring war in their train ... When we read that imposing displays of force are made, heavy guns pointed against quiet inland cities, all on behalf of men whose mission is to preach and pray, we may be excused if we feel rather shocked.

	In general, the British press misrepresented the situation by implying that Taylor had demanded the support of gunboats. In fact, as Maria Taylor pointed out in a letter to Mrs Berger, written on February nth 1869, ‘Mr Medhurst, and through him Sir Rutherford Alcock, took up the matter without application from us’. She suggested however that it would be undesirable to print this fact, as ‘it would be ungenerous and ungrateful were we to render their position still more difficult by throwing all the onus, as it were, on them’. The only contact which Taylor had had with the British authorities during the riot had been the verbal message on the Saturday and the pencilled note the following morning, referred to above, which simply informed the Consul of the situation. Yet Taylor was accused of bringing the country to the verge of war by his irresponsible conduct.

	At Saint Hill, Berger bore the brunt of the accusations, receiving twenty or thirty letters a day on the subject. He recorded, ‘ The Times is very severe, and incorrect in some things. Whether to reply to the false statements I scarcely know ... At present the Yangchow outrage is the all-absorbing subject.’

	On December 31st, in a letter to Taylor, Berger said, ‘I am so unable to say how, or how far, you called upon the Consul in the matter, that I greatly question the wisdom of replying [to the accusations in the press and in correspondence] at all. God is a refuge for us, “A very present help in time of trouble”.’

	In February (1869), the Bergers spent a week in Bristol. He told Taylor: ‘The sympathy expressed for you and those with you in the late trial was great and very sweet; and none spoke more warmly of you than dear Mr Muller.’ Berger asked Muller his opinion respecting the ‘appeal’ to the British Consul; it is not clear whether he was yet in a position to tell Muller precisely what the circumstances and extent of Taylor’s appeal to the Consul had been—certainly he cannot at that time have received Maria’s letter of February nth. At all events Berger was able to tell Taylor in his letter,

	you would have rejoiced to have heard him [Muller] repudiate the spirit of judging you, or of fault-finding. He said he would never have spoken to me on the subject, had I not asked him for his judgment: after which he said that, had poor George Muller been in such circumstances, he cannot tell what he might have done; still he thought the more excellent way would have been to trust in God ... That we must not set up what we think the more excellent way, as a rule for others, he quite agreed with me ... Finally, Mr Muller only allowed me, upon my request, to refer to his opinion with the understanding that it was that we might help each other in serving the Lord, and not in any spirit of faultfinding or condemning you.

	One result of all the bad publicity was a decline in the Mission’s income. Taylor would have been faced with a serious shortage of funds in China were it not for the fact that George Muller began to increase his gifts. He had been sending regularly to several members of the Mission since 1865, and now, within a few days of the Yang-chow riot, he wrote to Berger asking for the names of others who were satisfactory in their work whom he might add to his Institution’s list. Berger sent him six names from which to choose, and Muller’s decision was to support them all. ‘This was not only a substantial help,’ wrote Taylor’s biographers ‘it was a great encouragement, for it meant added sympathy and prayer on the part of one who knew the way to the Throne.’

	In March the Yangchow incident was debated in the House of Lords. The Duke of Somerset said that when he heard that the mission’s name was the China Inland Mission he was not surprised at what had followed.

	Now, what I wish to ask is,—what right have we to be sending inland missions to China—what right have we to be trying to convert the Chinese in the middle of their country? ... I have a decided objection to this system of supporting missionaries in the interior of China ... The fact is, we are propagating Christianity with gunboats; for the authorities of inland towns know perfectly well that if they get into trouble with a missionary a gunboat will soon come up ... We ought, I contend, to recall these inland missionaries ... A missionary, indeed, must be an enthusiast; if he is not an enthusiast, he is probably a rogue. No man would go and live up one of those rivers and preach Christianity unless he were an enthusiast, and being an enthusiast he is the more dangerous...

	The Foreign Secretary, however, pointed out to his noble friend that ‘with regard to reducing the number of missionaries ... the Government is not precisely responsible in that matter, and that if missionaries chose to go or stay there our power of evicting them from China is small’. He went on to quote a letter he had sent to the LMS:

	... The London Missionary Society can, in Lord Clarendon’s opinion, render no better service to their missionaries than by inculcating on them circumspection in regard to their own conduct, and the utmost consideration for the feelings and character of the people among whom they dwell. The missionaries will do well to follow in the wake of trade when the people have learnt to see in it material advantage to themselves, rather than seek to lead the way in opening up new locations.

	The Foreign Secretary hoped that the advice he had given the LMS would be sufficient to prevent further difficulty amongst all societies.

	All this was too much for the Bishop of Peterborough. He rose to say that the Duke of Somerset had given a piece of advice which he thought no missionary would accept—

	namely, to leave some particular parts of the world unconverted, or flee from attempts to convert them, because, forsooth, these attempts might prejudice the interests of British trade. The youngest and least zealous of missionaries would probably reply that, important as were the interests of British trade, there was something in his eyes more sacred even than that sacred opium trade for which Great Britain once thought it worth while to wage war—namely, obedience to the command of his Master to go forth and seek to convey the Gospel to every living soul, at whatever risk to himself or others ... It was surely unworthy of a Christian nation to say that if its subjects engaged in any trade, however demoralizing, they should be protected from the least infraction of their rights, or from the least insult, by all the might of Great Britain; but that, if they became missionaries and happened to displease the susceptibilities of the Chinese, they should be left to their fate, or saved from the mob by a forcible expatriation.

	The Bishop said that the Duke of Somerset had advocated stringent measures towards troublesome missionaries, but pointed out that had such a course been always and successfuly pursued, had the missionaries been prevented from becoming ‘troublesome’, then neither the noble Duke nor himself would have been Christians at all. Furthermore,

	the noble Earl, the Foreign Secretary, had advised the missionaries to ‘follow in the wake of trade’. Perhaps the noble Earl would mention the kind of trade in whose wake they were to follow? ... Were they to ‘follow in the wake’ of the opium trade..., or were they to wait until the British traders had inoculated them (the Chinese) with all their vices before they commenced teaching them the Gospel? Instead of waiting for this the missionary felt that he had a duty imposed on him by a higher Master to go forth and preach the Gospel...

	The Lords debated the matter at some length and—at times—with considerable animation; but the Duke of Somerset was, of course, quite unsuccessful in his demand for the recall of missionaries from inland China. Indeed, by August (1869) Yangchow and Chin-Kiang had become virtually the headquarters of the CIM, and the growing church at Yangchow and the demands of the printing-press at Chin-Kiang were imposing an enormous work-load on Taylor. There were a number of baptisms at Yangchow that summer.

	The Taylors spent Christmas in Yangchow with their family. They were visited by Mr C. T. Fishe, who recalled that he was touched by Mr Taylor’s amiability. He was very kind to me. I helped him in his dispensary and medical work ... He was, of course, exceedingly busy, and appeared quite a young and lively man. He loved playing with his children, and did not seem burdened with care. He was fond of music and singing, and used to play the harmonium for the Chinese on Sunday evenings for an hour at a time, and have them sing hymns... Times of Refreshing was our favourite hymn-book, and we often sang ‘Praise the Saviour’ and ‘Immanuel’s Land’.

	They lived exclusively on Chinese food and I well remember the difficulty we had in hunting up a knife, fork and spoon when a foreigner unskilled in the use of chopsticks came to Yangchow. Condensed milk was not yet on the market, and they used few if any foreign stores. There was one luxury, however—a big barrel of treacle that had recently come out on the Lammermuir. This was eaten with rice and much appreciated.

	But at the end of 1869, there is no doubt that the Taylors were feeling the shortage of funds and doing all they could to lessen personal expenses, in order to help their fellow-workers. Taylor wrote, ‘More than a thousand pounds less have been contributed during the first half of this (financial) year than last year. I do not keep a cook now. I find it cheaper to get cooked food brought in from outside at a dollar a head per month.’ It seems that Chinese take-away food has always been good value. ‘Let us pray in faith for funds,’ he continued in this letter to a fellow-worker, ‘that we may not have to diminish our work.’

	The prayer was answered. The CIM did not have to diminish its work; on New Year’s Eve, in the words of Taylor’s biographers, ‘a beautiful thing happened’. A letter arrived from Saint Hill in Mr Berger’s familiar hand.

	Mr Muller, after due consideration, has requested the names of all the brethren and sisters connected with the CIM, as he thinks it well to send help as he is able to each one, unless we know of anything to hinder ... Surely the Lord knew our funds were sinking, and thus put it into the heart of His honoured servant to help.

	Muller’s cheques to each of the missionaries arrived by the same post; and with the cheques a letter ‘for all the dear brethren and sisters connected with the China Inland Mission’ which read:

	My chief object is to tell you that I love you in the Lord; that I feel deeply interested about the Lord’s work in China, and that I pray daily for you. I thought it might be a little encouragement to you in your difficulties, trials, hardships and disappointments to hear of one more who felt for you and who remembered you before the Lord. But were it otherwise, had you even no one to care for you, or did you at least seem to be in a position as if no one cared for you, you will always have the Lord to be with you. Remember Paul’s case at Rome (2 Tim. 4:16-18). On Him then reckon, to Him look, on Him depend; and be assured, if you walk with Him and look to Him, and expect help from Him, He will never fail you. An older brother who has known the Lord forty-four years, who writes this, says to you for your encouragement that He has never failed him. In the greatest difficulties, in the heaviest trials, in the deepest poverty and necessities, He has never failed me; but, because I was enabled by His grace to trust in Him, He has always appeared for my help. I delight in speaking well of His Name.

	The letter was read by each of the missionaries as they received their cheques. What a comfort it must have been to them after all they had been through in the last eighteen months! Many false rumours and half-truths had been circulating about Taylor and the CIM during 1869, but it is said that Muller did not believe them. In 1870 he sent Taylor £1,940, and for the next few years approximately £2,000 annually. He was now largely assisting twenty-one missionaries, who with twelve wives constituted the entire staff of the Mission—thirty-three, including Mr and Mrs Taylor. (The figures does not include the children.) The CIM itself (now the Overseas Missionary Fellowship) has recently commented that this was ‘a massive contribution when one considers the value of money then. In practice Muller almost if not completely supported the entire staff of the Mission in its early days’.

	


Chapter Twenty, Safe to Glory

	Not many days after the opening of No. 5 in January 1870, Mary Muller—now in her seventy-third year—caught a heavy cold which left her with a troublesome cough. Muller persuaded her to see their doctor who insisted that she should now drive (rather than walk) to and from Ashley Down and rest after dinner.

	At nights Muller would feel her pulse and found it feeble and irregular; but Mary would not agree that much was the matter with her. Towards the end of January the cough eased and on the 23rd and 30th she was able to travel in a fly to the Sunday morning service at Bethesda. On the evening of the 30th, however, she felt a pain across the lower part of her back and her right arm. On Monday the pain grew worse, but as they were unable to contact the doctor, Mary set off for Ashley Down with Lydia and directed affairs at the homes more or less as usual. At tea-time she drove back to Paul Street with her sister Miss Groves, and Lydia. Muller went off to the prayer meeting at Salem Chapel. When he arrived home he found that their doctor, Josiah Pritchard, had ordered Mary to bed, to remain there, and to have a fire lit in her bedroom. She had rheumatic fever.

	Muller expected the worst. But, he said, ‘though my heart was nigh to be broken, on account of the depth of my affection, I said to myself, “The Lord is good, and doeth good; all will be according to His own blessed character. Nothing but that, which is good, like Himself, can proceed from Him. If He pleases to take my wife, it will be good, like Himself. What I have to do, as His child, is to be satisfied with what my Father does that I may glorify Him”.’

	Next day, on the Tuesday evening, Muller sat alone in his wife’s room at No. 3. Mary was at home in bed for the first time in nine years. On the wall was a day-to-day calendar called The Silent Comforter; Muller looked at the text for the day; it was from Psalm 119, verse 75, ‘I know, O Lord, that Thy judgments are right, and that Thou in faithfulness has afflicted me’. Muller read the words again and again.

	‘Yes, Lord,’ he said to himself, ‘Thy judgments are right, I am satisfied with them. Thou knowest the depth of the affection of Thy poor child for his beloved wife, yet I am satisfied with Thy judgments; and my inmost soul says, that Thou in faithfulness has afflicted me. All this is according to that love, with which Thou hast loved me in Christ Jesus, and whatever the issue, all will be well.’

	Underneath this text, The Silent Comforter had the words ‘My times are in Thy hand’ (Psalm 31, 15).

	‘Yes, my Father,’ thought Muller, ‘the times of my darling wife are in Thy hands. Thou wilt do the very best thing for her and for me, whether life or death. If it may be, raise yet up again my precious wife, Thou art able to do it, though she is so ill; but however Thou dealest with me, only help me to continue to be perfectly satisfied with Thy holy will.’

	During that week, the words of the hymn ‘One there is above all others’, kept coming into Muller’s mind:

	Best of blessings He’ll provide us,

	Nought but good shall e’er betide us,

	Safe to glory He will guide us,

	Oh how he loves!

	‘My heart,’ he said, ‘continually responded—“Nought but good shall e’er betide us”.’ On the Wednesday, Mary was in rather less pain, and before he left Paul Street for Ashley Down, Muller sat on her bed and read a verse from Psalm 84, ‘The Lord God is a sun and shield: the Lord will give grace and glory: no good thing will be withheld from them that walk uprightly’. Then he said:

	‘My darling, we have both received grace, and we shall therefore receive glory; and as, by God’s grace, we walk uprightly, nothing that is good for us will He withhold from us.’

	Later in the day, Mary told their daughter Lydia the verse which Muller had read and how it had comforted her. And as Muller went about his work on Ashley Down he said to himself again and again,

	‘I walk uprightly, and therefore my Father will withhold nothing from me, that is good for me; if therefore the restoration of my dearest Mary is good for me, it will be surely given; if otherwise, I have to seek to glorify God by most perfect submission to His holy will.’

	That evening Dr Pritchard gave Muller instructions that every two hours through the night he was to give his wife a small quantity of beef tea, or a tea-spoon full of wine in a table-spoon of water. Each time he did so, he prayed for about a minute with her.

	On the Friday evening, Dr Pritchard told Muller that he would feel easier if his colleague Dr Black could see Mrs Muller as the situation was very grave. Muller replied that he was perfectly satisfied with Pritchard’s treatment but that if he would feel happier then he must make an appointment.

	On the Saturday morning, Muller stayed at home with Mary to be with her as long as possible. After lunch he said:

	‘My darling, I am sorry to have to leave you, but I shall return as soon as I can.’

	‘You leave me with Jesus,’ was the reply.

	That night her pains grew worse than ever before. Muller spent nearly the whole night trying to ease her suffering; Mary was now quite unable to move any of her limbs.

	At ten in the morning Dr Pritchard called, followed an hour later by Dr Black, who told Muller that all hope of recovery had gone. After the doctors had left, Muller ‘felt it now my duty to tell my precious wife, that the Lord Jesus was coming for her’. Her reply was:

	‘He will come soon!’

	Muller took this to indicate that she believed that He would soon return and that they would then be re-united.

	At half-past one, Muller gave her her medicine, and a little later a spoonful of wine in water. Mary had difficulty in swallowing, and a few minutes later her speech became indistinct. She tried to make George understand, but he could not. He sat quietly beside her and noticed ‘that her dear bright eyes were set’. He called Lydia and Miss Groves and told them that Mary was dying. At once they came into the room and were joined by Mrs Mannering, another of Mary’s sisters. For two and a half hours, the four of them sat and watched the last moments of their loved one, until at twenty-past four,

	Sunday February 6th 1870 Mary Muller passed away. Muller fell to his knees and thanked God for her release, and for having taken her to Himself, and asked the Lord to help and support them. She had died in the fortieth year of their marriage.

	On February nth 1870 Muller himself‘sustained by the Lord to the utmost’ conducted the funeral service at Bethesda and at the cemetery. About 1,200 children, who were able to walk, followed in the procession; they were joined by the staff from Ashley Down who could be spared, and hundreds of believers from Bethesda. Before he preached his funeral sermon it is said that Muller sat in the vestry repeating again and again, ‘Oh Mary, my Mary!’. He took as his text, ‘Thou art good, and doest good’, from Psalm 119:68. He recalled that his wife had become the first member of Bethesda church when it w?s formed in August 1832; that she had lived to see 2,700 believers received into communion; and that when she died there were 920 in communion about 1,500 having either died, left Bristol or joined other churches.

	After a detailed outline of her life he said: ‘Perhaps all Christians who have heard me, will have no difficulty in giving their hearty assent that “the Lord was good, and doing good” in leaving her to me so long; but I ask these dear Christian friends to go further with me, and to say from their hearts, “The Lord was good, and doing good” in the removal of that useful, lovely, excellent wife from her husband, and that at the very time when, humanly speaking, he needed her more than ever. While I am saying this, I feel the void in my heart. That lovely one is no more with me, to share my joys and sorrows. Every day I miss her more and more. Every day I see more and more how great her loss to the orphans. Yet, -without an effort, my inmost soul habitually joys in the joy of that loved departed one. Her happiness gives joy to me. My dear daughter and self would not have her back, were it possible to produce it by the turn of the hand. God himself has done it, we are satisfied with Him...’

	Muller proceeded to give five reasons in support of this somewhat startling revelation that he would not wish his wife back with him even if this were possible. First, he said, because his wife ‘had worked long, very long and very much on earth, and He was now pleased to appoint her to other service’; second, Mary had been released ‘from her pain and suffering, which she had endured to so great a degree during the last week of her life’; third, she would now be kept ‘from a state of protracted suffering, to which, humanly speaking, she would have been subject, even if life should have been continued to her’; fourth, God ‘ “was good, and doing good” in taking her, the weaker vessel, first, instead of removing me and leaving her. I adore the Lord’s kindness in this, in sparing her this heavy trial, as I think it would have been to her, and I gladly bear it for her’. Finally, ‘He was, most of all, “good, and doing good” in giving to my dearest wife what had been long the desire of her heart, even to be with Jesus.’

	Muller concluded his address with these words: ‘As a husband, I feel more and more every day, that I am without this pleasant, useful, loving companion. As the director of the five Orphan Houses, I miss her in numberless ways, and shall miss her yet more and more. But as a child of God, and as a servant of the Lord Jesus, I bow, I am satisfied with the will of my Heavenly Father, I seek by perfect submission to His holy will to glorify Him, I kiss continually the hand that has thus afflicted me; but I also say, I shall meet her again, to spend a happy eternity with her. Will all who hear me now, meet my precious wife? Only those will who have passed sentence upon themselves as guilty sinners, and who have put their trust alone in the Lord Jesus for the salvation of their souls. He came into the world to save sinners, and all who believe in Him, shall be saved; but without faith in the Lord Jesus we cannot be saved. Let all those, who are as yet not reconciled to God, by faith in the Lord Jesus, be in earnestness about their souls, lest suddenly a fever should lay them low and find them unprepared, or lest suddenly the Lord Jesus should return again, before they are prepared to meet Him. May the Lord in mercy grant, that this may not be the case. Amen.’

	But, despite these brave words at the funeral, in the months that followed Mary’s death, Muller felt the loss deeply. He recorded that ‘my earthly joy was all but gone’; and about ten days after the bereavement he became, for a while, very unwell. As he recovered from this illness he found that when ‘now between eight and nine o’clock in the evenings, I went home from the Orphan Houses, instead of in company with my beloved Mary, as for so many years past (for she was always with me), I said to myself: “I shall not meet my beloved wife at home, but I shall meet the Lord Jesus, my precious Friend; He will comfort me; and I thanked God, that he had left my beloved daughter to me, who always watched for my arrival, to greet me, and did all she could, to soothe my bereaved heart. But the loss was great, the wound was deep, and, as weeks and months passed on, while continuing habitually not only to be satisfied with God, but also to praise Him, for what He had done in thus bereaving me, the wound seemed to deepen instead of being healed, and the bereavement to be felt more and more: ..

	The loss was deeply felt too by the children and old boys and girls who had passed through the homes; Muller received hundreds of letters of sympathy, even months after the event. One such, from one of the first Wilson Street children, arrived on March 19th:

	Dear Mr Muller, Not from ingratitude is it, I have not written before, but because I knew you had so many letters; but not a particle do I love dear Mrs Muller less, than those who have written. I think I loved her with you as my parents. True I never knew my parents, to know what it was to love them; but I do know what it is to love you and her, and from my heart I mourn her loss. I know you miss her daily. I miss her going by the house; for I always watched you go by; but now you are alone. I trust it may please God to spare you, for years to come, to us all, as well as to your own dear child and family; for oh! it would be a blank, indeed, were you removed from us. I remain yours very respectfully, ...

	The writer of this letter was not alone in her anxiety as to what would happen if Muller were taken.

	‘What, Mr Muller, will become of the Orphan-Houses, when you are removed?’ people sometimes asked.

	‘The Orphan-Houses,’ Muller would reply, ‘and the land belonging to them, are vested in the hands of eleven trustees, and therefore the Institution stands on the same footing, in this particular, as other charitable Institutions.’

	‘But where will you find the man, who will carry on the work in the same spirit in which you do, trusting only in God for everything that in any way is needed in connection with the work?’

	‘When the Lord shall have been pleased to remove me from my post, He will prove, that He was not dependent on me, and that He can easily raise up another servant of His, to act on the same principles, on which I have sought to carry on this work.’

	People then told Muller that he ought to pray that God would raise up a successor to carry on the work after him, to which he always replied that he did so regularly.

	It was during the period of his illness shortly after Mary’s death that Muller sent for James Wright. Since Wright’s boyhood, Muller had watched his ‘consistent godly deportment’, and for nearly twelve years he had been one of Muller’s most valuable helpers in all aspects of the work of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution, including, of course, the children’s work. For some years, George and Mary had prayed specifically that God would fit him to become the successor.

	Now in his illness, Muller opened his heart to James Wright and announced to him that he considered it God’s will that he should succeed him. Wright produced a number of reasons why he considered himself unfit for the job, none of which Muller would accept as being valid. Wright’s wife felt that her husband would find the task a great burden and tried to persuade him not to accept; after some weeks, however, she changed her mind. After much hesitation Wright decided that it would not be his duty to refuse any longer. If Muller were taken, James Wright would be his successor. Very shortly after this, Wright’s wife died, and thus within a few months of each other Muller and Wright sustained a similar bereavement.

	It was said of Wright that his ‘beautiful face and radiant smile showed, better than any words possibly could, that peace and joy ruled his heart. His dignified yet gracious demeanour at once won the respect of all. Of his faith and love his works bear witness, but it may be added that his humility was equally apparent to an observing mind.’ He was widely known and appreciated as a Bible teacher: ‘his good memory, originality, versatility, wonderful command of language, and profound knowledge of Scripture impressed and riveted his hearers. Many sinners have been wooed to Christ by his loving appeals, and thousands of Christians have had their faith strengthened, and their love for the Lord and His Word greatly deepened, by listening to his helpful exposition of the truth.’

	Wright was very fond of music and for many years his beautiful bass voice led the singing at Bethesda. He loved to join a group gathered around a piano or organ and sing hymns from the Bristol Tune Book.

	Eighteen months later, on August 4th 1871, Muller recorded in his journal that James Wright ‘asked for the hand of my beloved daughter. This request was as unlooked for on my part as anything could have been, while, at the same time, I knew no one, to whom I could so willingly entrust this my choicest earthly treasure.’ A little later he recorded:

	My beloved daughter had the greatest conflict in her mind for about two weeks, before she accepted this offer, her only and great difficulty being because of having to leave me. It was only on beseeching her, not to let this stand in the way, and pointing out to her, how great my comfort and joy would be in seeing her united to such a husband, that she at last decided to accept the offer.

	They were married at Bethesda on November 16th 1871: Wright was forty-five and Lydia thirty-nine. Wright later described their life together as a time of ‘unbroken felicity’.

	Bethesda was soon to see another wedding.

	


Chapter Twenty-One, Return to the Rigi

	It was now nearly two years since Mary had died. Lydia’s engagement, amongst other things, finally led Muller to the decision to marry again—a decision reached, he said, ‘in the fear of God, and in the full assurance that I had the sanction and approval of my Heavenly Father.’ He recorded that he had known Miss Susannah Grace Sangar for ‘more than twenty-five years as a consistent Christian, and regarding whom I had every reason to believe that she would prove a great helper to me in my various services’. They were married on November 30th.

	For the next two years or so Susannah Muller learned more and more about the work and sought to relieve her husband of as much as she could. And then, in March 1874, she developed a heavy fever: it was typhoid. At first it seemed that the attack was not unduly serious.

	On Thursday, March 26th [Muller recorded], I left my dear wife for the Orphan Houses better than she had been for several days; more quiet, less under the power of the fever apparently, and having had a better night than several nights before. My dear daughter, Mrs Wright, took my place in the house, in case anything should need direction, during my absence. At half-past one, p.m., my dear daughter came to the Orphan-Houses, to fetch me, as my dear wife had had a haemorrhage. I hastened home and found that she had had the most fearful loss of blood. Dr Williams had been sent for, and soon was on the spot. My dear wife looked as pale as death, and the perspiration of death was on her brow; but by the means used, after awhile seemed brought back again to life. But now as to my feelings, when I came home and saw the death-like countenance of my dear wife. There was naturally everything to make one excited to the utmost, yea, to be overwhelmed; because there seemed nothing but death to be expected within a few hours. My soul, however, by the grace of God, was calm and in perfect peace. I was enabled, through my knowledge of God, to take this cup out of the hands of my Heavenly Father, as the best thing for me under the circumstances. I delighted myself in God. I was satisfied with His dealings with me, being assured that much good would come out of this to me.

	On Sunday April 5th Susannah became delirious; the fever was at its peak. In the evening Dr Williams consulted Dr Black whose judgment was that Mrs Muller might recover if she could have some sleep; but for more than thirty hours she had not shut her eyes for a moment. A third nurse was sent for so that one of the other two could get some rest. ‘This was the second time, when my dear wife seemed on the very brink of the grave. I did what I could in seeing that all medical directions to the utmost were carried out; but my hope was in God alone. I knew Him, and I knew He would do what would be best for me. My heart was satisfied with Him. I delighted myself in Him.’ By that time, Mrs Muller’s condition was known in many parts of the world. Thousands of prayers were offered up on her behalf.

	That night the crisis came and passed. She slept for five hours and through most of Monday. From that day very slight signs of improvement were seen. But still, Susannah’s pulse was about 120 and very weak. On 11 April 17th Muller recorded:

	I was told, that one of the most eminent and most experienced London physicians had stated that he had never known a patient to recover after such an haemorrhage as my dear wife had had [He wrote:] For the third time now my inmost soul sought to be satisfied with God, to delight myself in God, to kiss the hand which smote me; and, by His grace, I did so ... I know what a lovely, gracious, bountiful Being God is, from the revelation which He has been pleased to make of Himself in His holy Word; I believe this revelation; I also know from my own experience the truth of it; and therefore I was satisfied with God, I delighted myself in God; and so it came, that He gave me the desire of my heart, even the restoration of my dear wife.

	By the beginning of May Mrs Muller was well enough to be wheeled in an easy chair out of her bed-room to a sitting-room to be on a sofa, first for two hours a day, then for three or four hours, then six and eight hours until on May nth she was strong enough to be taken out in a carriage for an hour.

	By the end of May the couple were able to travel to Burnham, Somerset, so that Susannah might enjoy the benefit of sea air. And then, in September, they journeyed to Ventnor, on the Isle of Wight, for a stay of two months. There, on the Island, Mrs Muller’s health was completely restored.

	That autumn Muller preached at a series of meetings in one of Ventnor’s non-conformist chapels. On the last Sunday evening, the gentleman who had invited Muller to preach (and who had himself taught and preached on the Island for many years) said to him:

	‘Dear Mr Muller, I do not wish to flatter you, but I consider it my duty to tell you, for your encouragement, that this has been the happiest day of my whole life.’

	Since coming to Bristol in 1832 Muller had preached almost exclusively in that city, but it often occurred to him that it might be God’s will for him to preach and teach further afield. However his position as pastor of the large church at Bethesda, and as Director of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution had tied him to Bristol. But the situation at Bethesda was changing: there were numbers of gifted and experienced brethren who could shoulder the responsibilities. And James Wright had already proved himself to be an able codirector of the work on Ashley Down and of the Institution generally. Thus after a good deal of prayer and waiting upon God, Muller decided to devote his closing years to a world-wide ministry of preaching and teaching as long as his health and strength permitted.

	He was convinced that there were many people who were perfectly genuine in their desire to be right with God, but who lacked peace, because they relied upon their feelings. ‘They do not see,’ he said, ‘that every one, who is convinced that he is a lost sinner by nature, and confesses this before God, passes sentence upon himself (so to speak), that, if he depends solely on the perfect obedience of the Lord Jesus unto death, even the death on the cross and upon His substitutional sacrifice, he receives the forgiveness of all his sins, is justified the moment he believes in Jesus and shall not perish, but have everlasting life. Romans 5 :1; Acts 10:43; John 3 :16.’

	After more than half a century of daily, systematic and consecutive study of the Bible Muller would now aim to share with a wider audience the truths that he had discovered, and to encourage Christians to become lovers of the Bible themselves; and to test everything by the word of God. At the same time he would warn against extravagances (such as sinless perfection) which are not to be found in the Bible.

	Another of Muller’s aims in embarking on his preaching tours would be (in the true spirit of Groves and the early Brethren) to break down the barriers of denominationalism and to promote, as he put it, ‘brotherly love amongst true Christians’.

	Though not agreeing at all, with some of their opinions and practices, I nevertheless preach amongst all, having seen for many years how greatly the heart of the Lord Jesus must be grieved by the dis-union that exists among His own true disciples. On this account, therefore, I have sought (in my feeble measure) to unite all real believers; but, as this cannot be done, by standing aloof from our brethren in Christ, until they see eye to eye with us, in every point, I have gone amongst them, and have united with them, in so far as nothing has been required of me which I could not do with a good conscience.

	He would seek, too, to strengthen the faith of Christians and encourage them to put complete trust in the Living God, as he had done at Wilson Street and on Ashley Down. Finally, on his missionary tours Muller would ‘strive to lead the Church of Christ to look for His second coming as her great hope’. He would seek to do this despite his belief that the Bible teaches that certain events must take place before Christ’s return.

	Susannah Muller loved travel and would make an ideal companion on Muller’s tours. Her husband’s health was still good and he was an excellent traveller; but it would have been impossible for him to complete the arduous programme of world-wide engagements which would occupy the next seventeen years without Susannah at his side to act as nurse-cum-secretary. She would ensure, too, that the tours would not be all work and no play: for, no doubt partly due to her influence, the couple took some time off from George’s numerous engagements to visit the tourist attractions, and places of historic interest, in most of the countries they visited.

	Their first tour—not leaving English shores—was a short one in the spring and early summer of 1875. Muller was in his seventieth year and Susannah about fifty. On their way from Brighton to Sunderland, Spurgeon asked Muller to preach for him, and there in the famous Metropolitan Tabernacle Muller addressed a large congregation. In June he held eighteen meetings in Newcastle, before returning to London to speak, at last, at the Mildmay Park Conference. This was the inter-denominational, evangelical ‘Keswick’ of its day (Keswick, itself, had just begun), and the conveners had again and again invited Muller to speak but he had been unable to accept until now. He spoke three times to about three thousand people.

	Gavin Kirkham, himself a gifted evangelist, and first secretary of the Open-Air mission, wrote at the time:

	Mr Muller’s appearance is striking; he is tall and commanding. He is in his seventieth year. He has a strong German accent, though he is easily understood by any English hearer. In his public ministry, he is emphatically a teacher, yet he frequendy brings in the way of salvation, in a clear, sweet, persuasive manner. Preachers may learn from his method of preaching. He first of all gets a message from the Lord: that is he waits upon the Lord, by reading the Scriptures, meditation and prayer, till he realises that he has the mind of the Spirit as to what he shall say. He has sometimes been in doubt till almost the last minute, but never once has the Lord failed him. He strongly advocates and practises expository preaching. Instead of a solitary text detached from its context, he selects a passage, it may be of several verses, which he goes over consecutively, clause by clause. His first care is to give the meaning of the passage, and then to illustrate it by other Scriptures, and afterwards apply it.

	This is done sentence by sentence, so that it is definition, illustration, and application all the way through. Yet there is no uncertainty to his hearers as to when he is coming to a close, as he intimates at the outset how many verses he purposes to consider. His illustrations are occasionally taken from history, biography, or nature, but chiefly from the Scriptures or his own personal experience.

	One of the most striking things about Mr Muller’s preaching is the way in which he induces his hearers to reconsider what has already been said. He frequently says: ‘Let us ask ourselves, Have I understood this? How does it apply to me? Is this my experience?

	The first tour was a relatively short one, with Muller preaching some seventy times in public; but one thing was obvious: wherever he went in the years that lay ahead, he would be assured of eager and attentive audiences.

	On August 14th 1875 Moody and Sankey arrived back in New York after a campaign in Britain which had made them famous. Moody had described Muller as one of three men in England he longed to meet; he had duly visited Bristol, in his biographer’s words, ‘to imbibe a heady draught of Muller’s faith’.

	On the day that Moody and Sankey returned to New York, Mr and Mrs Muller set off on their second tour of Britain which would last until July 1876. Muller described his particular aim as being to ‘help forward the work of the devoted brethren, Moody and Sankey ... These dear brethren, from having been able to stay on a comparatively short time in each place, were unable to lead on the young converts in knowledge and grace; I therefore sought to follow up their labours, and, in my feeble measure, to do what I could to supply this lack of service.’ He was particularly anxious to instruct young converts and therefore held fourteen meetings at the Mildmay Park Conference Hall in London: often speaking to three thousand people at once.

	They then travelled to Scotland where he preached at a Convention in Glasgow to five thousand people on the power of the Spirit. Even then not all who came could get in to the hall, and Muller accepted an invitation to speak to an overflow meeting of about 1,200 in a neighbouring church. During thirty days in Glasgow he preached thirty-eight times, and every Sunday evening for five weeks addressed three thousand people in the Prince of Wales Theatre.

	Then, after spending three weeks in Dublin and preaching twenty-one times including a number of addresses to a packed Merrion Hall, the Mullers travelled to Liverpool. There Muller was invited to preach at the immense Victoria Hall which had been built for Moody and Sankey.

	In this vast audience [wrote W. H. Harding] sits a bronzed, weather-beaten man, now the captain of a merchant vessel, who in other days was an inmate of the Orphan House. How can such a man, still unconverted, sit in peace while this old benefactor, grey and obviously ageing, delivers once again, as in the long ago, the blessed message of eternal life? The scarred captain listens, weeps, apprehends spiritually the motive of Muller’s life, and steers straight for the haven of soul rest.

	This conversion, of a former Ashley Down boy, on his first evening at Liverpool was an enormous encouragement to Muller. He stayed on to preach over fifty times; on Sundays to between five and six thousand and on week-days to from two thousand to two thousand five hundred. Then the Mullers travelled on to Kendal and Edinburgh (fifty-three meetings) Arbroath, Montrose and Aberdeen where Muller spoke to numbers of ministers and theological students. Susannah recorded that while staying at the village of Crathie ‘we became acquainted with a Christian housekeeper living at Balmoral Castle, who kindly conducted us one afternoon through the Queen’s residence in Scotland; and, a short time before we left Crathie, Her Majesty arrived at the Castle, whom we saw driving out occasionally, accompanied by the Princess Beatrice’.

	The third tour was of Europe, and the Mullers spent the last two weeks of August 1876 in Paris. They combined a number of preaching engagements with a visit to Versailles and Charenton-le-Pont when they took the opportunity to distribute little gospel books in French.

	On September 1st they arrived in Berne where Muller preached in German for the first time in thirty-one years. On the following Sunday afternoon he preached in a large hall known as the Festhutte to an audience of nearly two thousand pastors, young men, Sunday School teachers, country women in Swiss costumes and children. The following afternoon they went to Die Enge, a hall on the side of a steep hill outside Berne, where about a hundred and fifty brethren and sisters had been invited by Colonel von Biiren to meet them. They were given a hearty welcome to Switzerland, and drank coffee looking across to the distant Alps, whose snow-covered peaks appeared rose coloured in the light of a setting sun.

	‘Le bon Dieu Va fait expres pour vous donner plaisir,’ said someone, and there was general agreement.

	Muller, having given a short talk, threw the meeting open to questions; this opportunity was readily accepted.

	An intensive programme of meetings lay ahead of the Mullers in Switzerland, but before embarking on this they took the opportunity for a few days’ relaxation. Boarding a steamer at Lucerne they crossed the lake to Vitznau at the foot of the Rigi. More than half a century had passed since Muller had last seen the mountain. How much had happened since he had climbed to the summit with Beta and his other student friends in that summer of 1825! Fortunately, in the intervening years, someone had built a cog-wheel railway, and George and Susannah travelled to the summit in relative comfort. But the view across the Bernese Oberland to Geneva in the south and up to the Black Forest in the north had not changed.

	It was bitterly cold and as snow began to fall the couple were glad to find shelter in a hotel beneath the summit.

	At half-past four the next morning [wrote Mrs Muller] we rose and ascended the Rigi Kulm, whence splendid ranges of innumerable snowy mountain peaks and distant glaciers could be seen extending far and wide, to which, illuminated as they were by the bright beams of the rising sun, a gorgeous prismatic colouring was imparted; and there we stood for a considerable time, gazing round upon that grand, wild, solitary, silent region with an interest that could scarcely be exceeded.

	Their next excursion was to the Hospice, at the top of the St Gothard Pass, nine thousand feet above sea level and enveloped in a dense fog. Once again the cold was intense; and the former governess from Clifton and her husband were ‘thankful to accept the very poor accommodation afforded at the Hospice, and, in spite of the smoke from the cigars of some Italians that filled the only room with a fire in it which the house contained, were glad to be allowed to share it with them, and with any other travellers who happened to come in’.

	This pleasant, if chilly, break lasted for almost a week, but on the 17th Muller was at Zurich to fulfil the engagements he had made there. On the Sunday he preached twice at the Anna Capelle to large congregations overflowing into the staircases and doorways. For the next month, meeting followed meeting, until on the 24th October the Mullers arrived at Constance where they took the opportunity to visit the Council Chamber in the Merchants’ Hall where John Huss had been tried and sentenced to be burned at the stake. Then, at Schaffhausen after visiting the Rhine Falls, Muller preached to about three thousand people in the immense Johannes Kirche: he preached four more times in the same church ‘with great help from the Lord’. At Basle, he addressed theological students at the university and spoke for an hour and a quarter to missionary students and their lecturers.

	Then to Germany for crowded meetings at many towns including Strasburg, Stuttgart, Frankfurt, Bonn (with theological students at the university) Cologne, Diisseldorf and Essen. While at Stuttgart Muller was sent for by the Queen of Wurtemberg, and at the palace answered a number of questions from Her Majesty about the orphan work in Bristol. At Darmstadt he held a drawing-room meeting at the house of the Court preacher giving (by special request) an account of his life and work. Four drawing-rooms were thrown open, and Princess Karl (mother of Prince Louis of Hesse, husband of Princess Alice ofEngland), Princess von Battenburg, and several people connected with the court were present. The two Princesses shook the Mullers warmly by the hand and expressed great interest in the work on Ashley Down. At Dusseldorf, the City Missioner approached Muller in some distress. He had six sons, for whose conversion he had been praying for many years. ‘Tell me what I should do?’ he asked Muller.

	‘Continue to pray for your sons,’ Muller replied, ‘and expect an answer to your prayer, and you will have to praise God.’

	By now, spring (1877) had arrived and Mr and Mrs Muller visited the Wartburg Castle near Halle where Luther had been imprisoned in 1521. They saw the sitting-room where the reformer had translated the Bible into German, his bed and other relics. At Halle, too, Muller preached at Francke’s Orphanage, the institution which had been such an inspiration to him in the early days at Bristol. Muller was also delighted to find that his old tutor, Professor Tholuck was still alive and now Counsellor of the Upper Consistorium of Prussia. The two men had a joyful reunion and a long conversation.

	On the way to Berlin, at Wittenberg, they saw the church on whose door in 1517 Luther had nailed his ninety-five theses against indulgences; and at an old monastery were shown the room where he had lived as an Augustinian monk, and some more of his personal possessions. They also visited an oak which marks the spot where Luther had burned the papal bulls.

	For over three weeks, at Berlin, Muller preached nearly every evening to large congregations. On the 7th of April, Count Bismark (a cousin of the famous Prince), came 125 miles on purpose to see and hear the man whose Narratives, he said, ‘had been a great blessing to his soul’.

	In May the couple visited an Orphan House for 450 children, seven miles from Nimegen, Holland, which had been established as a direct result of the Ashley Down example, and was carried on according to the same principles. Muller spoke to the children, with translation into Dutch—this being one of the few European languages in which he was not fluent. After conducting meetings in most towns in Holland, Muller ended his European tour having preached over three hundred times. While he was at Amsterdam, a letter had arrived from the United States, signed by the Rev. E. P. Thwing and four other pastors begging him to come to America and preach.

	This invitation was the most recent of many which Muller had received over the years to visit the United States. At last, he felt able to accept.

	


Chapter Twenty-Two, To the White House

	After spending a few weeks on Ashley Down, the Mullers set off for the United States on August 23rd 1877 aboard the Sardinian. They had been allocated the chief officer’s deck room, for their cabin, which Mrs Muller found to be ‘tolerably comfortable’.

	Off Newfoundland the weather turned cold and the ship’s progress was seriously retarded by fog. The captain had been on the bridge for twenty-four hours when something happened which was to revolutionise his life. George Muller appeared on the bridge.

	‘Captain, I have come to tell you I must be in Quebec by Saturday afternoon.’

	‘It is impossible,’ said the captain.

	‘Very well,’ said Muller, ‘if your ship cannot take me, God will find some other way—I have never broken an engagement for fifty-two years. Let us go down into the chart-room and pray.’

	The captain wondered what lunatic asylum Muller had come from.

	‘Mr Miiller,’ he said, ‘do you know how dense this fog is?’

	‘No, my eye is not on the density of the fog, but on the living God, Who controls every circumstance of my life.’

	Muller then knelt down and prayed simply. When he had finished the captain was about to pray, but Muller put his hand on his shoulder, and told him not to:

	‘First, you do not believe He will; and second, I believe he has, and there is no need whatever for you to pray about it.’

	The captain looked at Muller in amazement.

	‘Captain,’ he continued, 1 have known my Lord for fifty-two years, and there has never been a single day that I have failed to get an audience with the King. Get up, captain, and open the door, and you will find the fog is gone.’

	The captain walked across to the door and opened it. The fog had lifted. It was the captain himself, who later told the story of this incident, and who was subsequently described by a well-known evangelist as ‘one of the most devoted men I ever knew.’

	‘Land!’ cried some of the passengers, and Belle Island was seen to starboard, only a short distance from the ship. That evening Muller held a meeting in the forecastle for the sailors and steerage passengers, and spoke afterwards in the Chart Room to as many of the cabin passengers who were able to attend.

	On the Saturday, as they drew near Quebec, the Sardinian fired her guns as a signal of her approach. The voyage had lasted nine days. At the Hotel St Louis, a number of letters were awaiting the Mullers, welcoming them to America, and numerous invitations for George to preach. Before travelling south to New York, they found time to visit Niagara.

	The couple were rather disappointed by their first distant view of the Niagara Falls. After driving to a bridge just above the American Falls, they made a partial circuit of Boat Island on foot. Then, climbing a staircase to Lima Island, and standing by a railing close to the edge of the precipice they began to appreciate the size and grandeur of the American Falls.

	‘This,’ they thought, ‘surpasses everything; surely this must be the grandest cataract in the world!’

	But it was not; a few more steps brought them into full view of the great Horse Shoe Fall, on the Canadian side of the river, gushing (every hour) its 1,500 million cubic feet of water over the cliffs to form a huge, boiling cauldron at the bottom. And then their attention was attracted to the Rapids where the Niagara descends ‘over rough ridges of rock, great masses of stone and large boulders’, and where, observed Mrs Muller, ‘its waters surge and foam, in ten thousand fantastic shapes, and in the wildest turmoil, as though frantically eager to rush over the precipices into the abyss below.’

	After spending the night at the Clifton Hotel, they left the following afternoon for New York travelling all night in a Pullman sleeping-car. They were taken to Pierpoint House in Brooklyn where they were to spend the next six weeks. On Sunday morning, September 9th, at Dr Talmage’s Tabernacle—said, at that time, to be the largest church in the United States—Muller was introduced to the congregation by Professor Thwing who had been responsible for inviting Muller over. Pausing in the course of a short speech, he shook hands warmly with Muller and welcomed him to the States. Muller then preached for three-quarters of an hour, and again in the evening. After the evening meeting, one of those who pressed forward to greet the Mullers was a former Ashley Down girl, now married and settled in America.

	Muller preached about fifty times in the Brooklyn and New York area, including a number of times in German to the large German population. They then travelled to Boston where Muller’s first engagement was at Moody’s Tabernacle—an enormous building holding seven thousand people. On the morning of October 23 rd Muller was called on by a young man who had been so convicted of sin while listening to Muller preach the previous evening that he could hardly speak for crying. Muller preached many times at Boston and visited Dr Cullis’s Institution for Consumptive patients.

	‘But for your example, all this would never have been in existence,’ Dr Cullis told Muller.

	On November 4th Muller preached twice at the Old Presbyterian Church Newburyport, founded by George Whitefield. Muller caused a stir by reading from the Bible which had belonged to the great man; the book was not normally used. He occupied the pulpit which stands just above the spot where Whitefield’s remains are buried.

	At Amherst Muller (staying with the Principal) preached to the college students, and also at South Hadley spoke to the staff and students of Mount Holyoke Seminary. At Providence, Rhode Island, Muller addressed large audiences and was asked by the University President to speak to his students.

	At Philadelphia his engagements included addressing five hundred ministers and pastors from various denominations who had assembled to hear him. He spoke for an hour and twenty minutes on fifteen aspects of service for the Lord. After the meeting, a large number of men pressed around Muller, expressing their thanks and inviting him to preach in their churches. Muller considered this occasion ‘one of the most precious opportunities of witnessing for Christ ever afforded to him in his whole life’. On December 14th Muller preached on Psalm 103 at a packed All Saints Episcopal Church. Mrs Muller commented that ‘no clerical gown was put on, and a few collects only were read by the minister at the commencement of the service’.

	From Philadelphia to Baltimore where Muller preached night after night to immense audiences: at the large Methodist Episcopal Church every available square inch including the aisles was taken up with people; and at the First Presbyterian Church many had to stand and others were turned away for lack of room.

	Outside Washington, at Wayland Seminary, Muller addressed about a hundred coloured missionary students and he and Susannah were thrilled to hear them sing.

	‘God sent you to America, dear Brother!’ a pastor said to Muller after he had preached at Dr Mitchell’s Church in Washington. ‘That’s just the kind of teaching we want; something that will rouse and wake up Christians as well as the unconverted. God sent you to America, Sir; of that I am certain.’

	On the morning of January 10th, at half-past nine, the Mullers had a very special appointment. They had been invited to the White House to meet the President and Mrs Hayes. ‘They received us with much courtesy,’ said Mrs Muller, ‘and, after making some inquiries about our work in England, the President entered for half an hour into conversation with Mr Muller. Mrs Hayes afterwards conducted us through the White House, a large old mansion, and showed us the State apartments, with the various objects of interest which this residence contains.’

	Muller had a gruelling three weeks in Washington, often preaching twice a day, but they found time to climb the four hundred feet to the top of the dome on the Capitol building, and to admire the view.

	From Washington they travelled up to Salem in the Alleghany Mountains, where Muller preached twice at the Lutheran Church to crowded congregations. On the first evening Mrs Muller described the audience as consisting of ‘pastors, theological students, ladies, country people, negroes, children, the visitors from the Duval Hotel—where we were staying—its three proprietors, the servants (one woman only being left at home); and,’ she continued, ‘an elderly Welsh minister from Merthyr Tydfil, for thirty years a resident in the United States, walked seven miles from the country to be present at the meeting’.

	By the second evening Muller’s fame seems to have spread even further afield.

	Hundreds of young men were present, most of them students from Roanoke College and the Theological Seminary, many of whom were standing at the entrance closely packed together; whilst others sat upon the pulpit side by side. The gallery was thronged. At the back of it several young men were standing upon forms, with their heads near the ceiling, and upon the edge of the front seats in the gallery a few boys were perched, with their legs hanging over the pews, in a somewhat dangerous position.

	It is perhaps surprising that there were no serious accidents, for Muller spoke for an hout and thirty-five minutes having been particularly asked to give an account of his life and work.

	The next journey took them four hundred miles to Columbia in South Carolina, where they stayed with Chief Justice Willard. Mr Willard took them to the State House and introduced them to the Governor, the Secretary of State for South Carolina and other government officers. Muller was asked to open the day’s deliberations at the House of Representatives with prayer, an invitation which he accepted.

	After a number of engagements at Columbia, they moved on to Charleston where heavy rain kept congregations small at first. But on the evening of Sunday February 10th most of the churches in the town were closed to enable their ministers and congregations to hear Muller preach at the large Citadel Baptist Church. Two days later, at the Centenary Church, ‘an immense congregation of negroes and coloured persons assembled, many of whom stood in the aisles and outside the doors, whilst numbers were unable to get in’.

	On next to Savannah, amidst its luxuriant plantations of orange and lemon trees, where the Mullers were lavishly entertained at the mansion of a Christian merchant, Mr Charles Green. Muller preached at Baptist, Independent, Presbyterian, and Methodist Episcopal Churches, and gave addresses to the girls of the Episcopal Orphan Asylum and at Whitefield’s Orphanage in Georgia.

	At the end of February the Mullers boarded the river steamer City of Bridgetown for a tedious journey down the river Savannah to Jacksonville. Here, at the Polk’s Hall a vast audience assembled to hear Muller; it was said to be the largest congregation ever known in Jacksonville.

	More meetings followed in Montgomery and New Orleans before, at the end of March, the intrepid pair boarded the John Scudder for the long voyage up the Mississippi to Memphis. Although the food provided on board was excellent, they were disturbed to find that no drinking water was available, except the unfiltered water of the Mississippi. This was so full of impurities and muddy sediment, which formed a thick deposit in the bottom of any vessel into which it was poured, that poor Mr and Mrs Muller could not make up their minds whether to drink it cold, or in the form of tea or coffee; it was said, in any case, to be bad for the health. They eventually hit upon the expedient of procuring a jug filled with ice, allowing the ice to melt, and then mixing a little wine with the water to take off the chill, thus making a palatable draught.

	One evening Muller held a meeting in the saloon, where he addressed the passengers, coloured servants, and as many of the ship’s company who were able to attend; he also spent a few hours every day preparing the next Annual Report of his Institution. After just over five days, the John Scudder tied up at Memphis after a voyage of about eight hundred miles.

	Their next destination was St Louis, Missouri, where Muller began a busy schedule of meetings for ten days. These included an address to at least two thousand five hundred people in the largest church in the city, Centenary Methodist Episcopal Church.

	On April 18th the Mullers rose at half-past five, and commended themselves to the Lord as they set off on the long journey to San Francisco, nearly two thousand four hundred miles from St Louis. They left at half-past eight in the reserved compartment of a Pullman carriage, which even Mrs Muller conceded was comfortable with excellent sleeping arrangements. At nine the following morning they pulled into Council Bluffs for breakfast, after which they were surrounded by a large number of emigrants to California, amongst whom the Mullers promptly distributed tracts. At Omaha, Nebraska, they changed trains and engaged a second private compartment. Their journey now took them through the prairies, and for a while Mrs Muller could not understand why the train proceeded at a mere fifteen miies an hour. At last she realised (or perhaps George told her) that they were gradually climbing thousands of feet above sea level: indeed, so long and so steep was the climb that the engine broke down and the passengers were able to get out to view the immense plains surrounding them. The evangelist and his wife grasped this as another opportunity to distribute tracts to their fellow travellers. Once the engine had been partially repaired, the journey continued still upwards—at reduced power and pace—until they could see large patches of snow on the ground. And then, just before Archer, they caught their first glimpse of the Rocky Mountains. On they crawled through Cheyenne and in the night to Sherman the highest railway station in the world, where the cold was intense and the snow deep.

	At Ogden, where the Union Pacific ended and the Central Pacific began, the only private compartment in the next train had been engaged and the couple had to make do with a ‘section’ of a carriage. On arrival at Wells, they saw groups of Indians wrapped in scarlet blankets and striped woollen mantles dyed with brilliant colours; and (before the day of televised ‘westerns’) Mrs Muller was intrigued by their ‘curious-looking hats, trimmed with feathers and wide ribbons’ and noticed that they ‘had their faces painted with patches of vermilion’.

	‘At some of the stations,’ she recorded, ‘a few Chinese also were standing about, with their hair plaited in long tails, reaching nearly to the heels. At Bewawe and Battle Mountain there were more Indians, and towards evening we reached Winnemucca, where several copper-coloured men and women gathered round the train.’ As dawn broke on the morning of April 23rd they had their first sight of California; the ascent of the Sierra Nevada mountains became so steep that an extra engine was coupled on to their train. At six o’clock they reached Summit Station, over seven thousand feet above sea level.

	Here a magnificent prospect of indescribable grandeur suddenly burst upon our view. Far above the station innumerable mountain peaks were towering towards the sky; the sun, which shone brilliantly, lighted up the snow to a whiteness that was dazzling; deep abysses, chasms, and ravines surrounded us; millions of pine and fir-trees were growing up the mountains’ sides; and thousands of feet far down below, valleys clothed with the richest verdure, added beauty to the scene.

	At eight o’clock the door of the compartment was thrown open. ‘Cape Horn!’ shouted the conductor.

	All the passengers jumped up and looked out of the windows. The train was travelling slowly along the edge of a precipice nearly two thousand five hundred feet high: this was ‘Cape Horn’.

	Then, through ‘Emigrant’s Gap’ they began to descend further into California. The weather grew warmer and Mrs Muller observed that ‘the fields were covered with grass, intermingled with brilliant masses of wild flowers; lupines, eschcoltzias, wild roses, geraniums etc. were flourishing ... and millions of Californian poppies of an intense yellow, deepening into orange colour, outshone all the rest.’ ‘I never saw flowers till I saw them in California,’ commented an American.

	On they travelled, through Sacramento and San Jose until at 5.35 they arrived at Oakland station, a suburb of San Francisco. Here two friends were waiting to greet them, and took them on board the El Capitan which ferried them across San Francisco Bay to the magnificent city itself. They were then escorted to the Palace Hotel and shown the suite of rooms which, as Mrs Muller—feeling rather guilty perhaps—was quick to point out, their friends had engaged for them. The journey from St Louis had taken six days.

	After Muller’s first address at San Francisco, in the Calvary Presbyterian Church, a Mr James Wilkinson came up to speak to him. He was a former Ashley Down Boy who had been living in the States for fifteen years and in that time had been ‘used by the Lord as an instrument of great blessing to the souls of others’.

	On their first Sunday in California, Muller addressed two thousand people at the Tabernacle Presbyterian Church in Tyler Street.

	The following Tuesday a friend called in his carriage and took them on a drive to see the sights. They walked along the beach and felt the Pacific breeze against their faces.

	After walking some time upon the sands [Mrs Muller recorded] our friend conducted us to Cliff House, an hotel built upon a high rock overlooking the ocean, where, from a balcony, we had an opportunity of observing the sea-lions, by which the rocks that stand out in the sea are frequented. Hundreds of these curious, amphibious creatures were there, with their pointed heads, and bodies shining with salt water. Some were basking in the sunshine on dry portions of the cliffs, others were plunging into the sea, several were climbing up sloping places on the rocks, and others were barking discordantly. Soon after our arrival at Cliff House,

	a young waiter introduced himself as the brother of Emma Evans, one of the orphans formerly at Ashley Down. He knew we were in the United States, and having often heard Mr Muller preach in Bristol years ago, recognised him with great delight, and before our departure presented us with a beautiful bouquet of flowers, as a little token of his gratitude.

	On May Day they visited China Town, Sacramento, where Mrs Muller noticed that the ground floors of many of the houses inhabited by Chinese ‘contain shops filled with curious and costly articles, manufactured by the natives of China and Japan; but most of the Chinese live down in places like cellars underneath their shops, where they dwell crowded together, smoking and eating quantities of opium’.

	Next Sunday evening Muller preached at the large Calvary Presbyterian Church. The building including the galleries was packed; several people sat on the platform and the steps leading up to it were fully occupied. Numbers who could not gain admittance went away, and it was said that Muller’s ‘appeal to believers, and words of warning to the unconverted, were of a weighty, solemn character’.

	Muller addressed a meeting of Californian pastors for an hour and twenty minutes, some of whom had come fifty miles to hear him. After a fortnight in San Francisco, Muller preached a farewell sermon to a large congregation at the Tyler Street Tabernacle after which a bouquet of choice Californian flowers was presented to him.

	On then to Oakland, where all principal churches were closed so that congregations and ministers could hear Muller preach at the First Presbyterian Church. Hundreds were unable to gain admittance and missed the opportunity to hear Muller speak for an hour from Lamentations 3:22-26.

	‘We have had a glorious meeting,’ a pastor told Muller at the close of the service.

	After a series of meetings at Santa Cruz, they found time to visit California’s famous ‘Big Trees’. Mrs Muller, as fond of statistics as her husband, recorded:

	Some of them are of gigantic growth, and shoot up their tall, straight trunks, like towering masts into the sky. The largest of these trees is 62 feet in circumference; its height was originally 371 feet, but the upper portion of the trunk having been blown off, its present height is only 296 feet ... but in other parts of California, there are ‘Big Trees’ considerably larger than the ones we saw. At Mariposa, for instance, the ‘Grizzly Giant’ is 107 feet in circumference, 34 in diameter, and 400 high; and the first branch (nearly 200 feet from the ground) is 8 feet in diameter.

	On arrival at the Auzierais Hotel, San Jose, the following letter from an Oakland pastor was waiting for them:

	Oakland May 15, 1878

	Dear Brother,—I have just returned from our prayer meeting, and it may be a source of gratitude and encouragement to you to know, that very many testimonies were given to the great benefit received from your ministrations here. In fact there is evidence on every hand, that the seed you have sown, has taken root in many hearts. The faith of God’s children has been greatly strengthened, and principles of divine truth and Christian life have been received through your teaching, which will be of great good for many years to come. I rejoice with hundreds of others here, that God has led you to these shores, to teach us the way of God more perfectly. May the Lord wonderfully sustain you and your good wife, in your labours from place to place ...

	With much love and gratitude for your faithful services,

	I am

	Your Brother In Christ

	More crowded meetings followed at San Jose; and another encouraging letter arrived from San Francisco. It was from a woman whose daughter had been converted at fifteen, but two years later had become tied up with spiritism to which she had remained attracted for nine years. At San Francisco, however, she heard Muller preach several times and was profoundly impressed by one particular sermon. ‘You are the first person who has found the way to her heart for these nine years,’ the woman wrote to Muller. ‘... she says she would not have lost that sermon for 100 dollars.’ Numbers of friends repeatedly advised the Mullers not to leave California without making the trip to the celebrated Yosemite Valley; and after constant preaching at San Jose and Stockton Muller needed a break. They therefore decided to accept the suggestion, and never forgot their experience.

	Though often told that travelling by Californian stage-waggon would prove an adventure never to be forgotten, scarcely were we prepared for the unpleasant jolting that now awaited us. Our coachman drove furiously. Rough and smooth, hill and dale, all were alike to him. Now we were driven over one great stone, and then came into collision with another; and as for a drag, going down hill, such a thing was never thought of. The man was doubtless an experienced driver, or at any rate he was a fearless one; but, being ourselves soberminded persons, unaccustomed to such ‘go ahead’ proceedings, we should have been thankful to take things more quietly; and besides this, desired greatly to reach our journey’s end, with no bruises and without broken bones. Through the Lord’s kindness, however, we reached Priest’s Hotel in safety, where we alighted for the night; and after a journey of eleven hours and a half, retired immediately to rest.

	Next day their journey to the Yosemite continued in the hands of yet another Californian Jehu in the morning but a more careful driver in the afternoon. At about four o’clock they began to descend into the great valley to behold its wonders. ‘Stupendous perpendicular precipices, as we advanced, reared their gigantic summits, like enormous walls into the sky; the Bridal Veil Waterfall, with its rainbow hues, looked beautiful; whole ranges of rocky peaks and towering heights were seen; and one Cataract succeeded another… ’

	Perhaps, after all, it was worth the excitement.

	Next Sunday morning Muller conducted a little service in their hotel, Barnard’s, opposite the Yosemite Falls; and the couple distributed little books and tracts to their fellow guests who accepted them gratefully.

	After three days in the Yosemite Valley they rose at half-past four to set off for the return journey with ten other passengers in a stage waggon drawn by five horses. At four in the afternoon a cart approached carrying a man and woman who drew up on one side of the road to let the larger carriage pass. Suddenly the woman jumped to her feet.

	‘Is that George Miiller?’

	‘It is.’

	‘Then I must shake hands with you, sir. I have read your Life of Trust, and it has been a great blessing to my soul.’

	Mr and Mrs Muller obliged by leaning out of the window to shake hands with the woman and her husband.

	‘Pray for me!’ shouted the woman as the journey continued.

	After a series of meetings in Sacramento, they set off on the Central Pacific Railway for Salt Lake City. Here, at the great stronghold of Mormonism, Muller preached the gospel in the ‘plainest, clearest, most decided manner’. Lion House, the former home of Brigham Young, was pointed out to the Mullers. ‘His body lies buried in a miserable, neglected piece of ground—a sort of back yard—and his grave is covered by a large, flat stone, bearing an inscription; but,’ Mrs Muller added sardonically, ‘what the epitaph upon it was, we did not care to ascertain’. They noted that the homes of Young’s eighteen wives were also in the city. Muller preached a second time at the Methodist Church to a large congregation which included several Mormons; and after the service he chatted with members of the congregation.

	By 8th June the Mullers were back in Chicago where, on the Sunday evening, George addressed a large audience in Moody’s Tabernacle. Numbers of people including the choir were accommodated on the platform. Muller spoke for an hour, after which William Howell, another former Ashley Down boy, shook hands with his old benefactor. They met two more former Ashley Down children after a meeting at the Farwell Hall.

	Leaving Chicago more meetings were held at Cleveland, Washington and Gettysburg, until on Thursday June 27th 1878 they boarded the Adriatic for Liverpool. During the voyage, Muller addressed some passengers and officers in the saloon as well as holding a conversational meeting.

	Muller had spoken over three hundred times and travelled over nineteen thousand miles; the tour had lasted for a year. On July 8th they arrived back in Bristol, and upon arriving in an open carriage at the top of Ashley Hill at half-past four, found a little army of the Orphan boys and girls, with almost all our helpers at the Orphan Houses, waiting to receive us. There, as we slowly drove along, the boys cheered heartily, and the girls waved their handkerchiefs, determined (as a by-stander remarked) to give us ‘a right royal welcome’; and at the entrance of New Orphan House No. 3, a crowd of children closed around us with loving, friendly greetings.

	


Chapter Twenty-Three, Simply by Prayer

	Over forty years had now elapsed since Muller first sought to demonstrate, by founding and maintaining an orphanage according to certain defined principles, that there is ‘reality in the things of God’. During that period there had been many who were convinced by the demonstration and who had been brought from scepticism to faith. The response of others, who were already Christians, had often been to commit themselves more whole-heartedly to lives of prayer and service to God. Most remarkable of all, perhaps, was the effect that a knowledge of Muller’s life had on a young Irishman, James McQuilkin, and subsequently through him, on the 1859 revival.

	In November 1856 McQuilkin—doubtful of the truth of the Christian faith and somewhat scornful of those who accepted it— came into contact with a Mrs Colville, who at that time was living near Ballymena, County Antrim, and spending her time visiting the cottages of the district speaking to people about Christ.

	‘Are you a Calvinist, Mrs Colville?’ McQuilkin asked, as they sat down to tea together.

	‘I would not wish,’ she answered, ‘to be more or less of a Calvinist than our Lord and His apostles. But I do not care to talk on mere points of doctrine. I would rather speak of the experience of salvation in the soul. If one were to tell me what he knows of the state of his heart with God I think I could tell him whether he knows the Lord Jesus savingly.’

	This effectively silenced McQuilkin, but a lady present began to unburden herself and what she said to Mrs Colville seemed to McQuilkin exactly to describe the state of his heart. ‘I waited,’ he said later, ‘with breathless expectation to hear what Mrs Colville would answer. After a brief pause she said solemnly, “My dear, you have never known the Lord Jesus.” I knew that she spoke what was true of me. I felt as if the ground were about to open beneath me and let me sink into hell. As soon as I could, I left the company. For two weeks I had no peace day or night. At the end of that time I found it by trusting the Lord Jesus.’

	Shortly afterwards, McQuilkin saw an advertisement for the first two volumes of Muller’s Narratives. He had a great desire to read it and managed to get hold of a copy in about January 1857; he was amazed and humbled by what he read.

	‘See what Mr Muller obtains simply by prayer,’ he thought. ‘Thus I may obtain blessing by prayer.’

	He began to pray that God would give him a Christian friend, a prayer which was answered in the shape of Jeremiah Meneely. These two began a prayer meeting in one of the Sunday Schools in the parish of Connor, and the following autumn McQuilkin told the small group of young men who by now were praying regularly with him how God had blessed him through reading Muller’s Narratives and how he had been led to realise the power of believing prayer; he suggested that they should pray regularly for an outpouring of the Holy Spirit on their district. The revival which had begun in the States in 1857 was now known about in Ireland; and McQuilkin said to himself:

	‘Why may we not have such a blessed work here, seeing that God did such great things for Mr Muller, simply in answer to prayer?’

	In March 1859 these young men organised a series of meetings in Ahoghill, near Ballymena; on the 14th the crowds were so great that the meeting, in the First Presbyterian Church, was abandoned, and outside in chilling rain hundreds fell to their knees in the streets. This was to be typical of the revival which followed, as hundreds of thousands were to be convicted of sin by the Holy Spirit. In May the movement reached Belfast and began to affect churches of all denominations.

	Before the end of 1859 the flame was spreading through Ireland, England, Wales and Scotland. In the centre of Dublin, Merrion Hall—designed like Spurgeon’s Tabernacle and holding two thousand—was built and became one of the largest centres of the Brethren. The movement spread on through the Continent of Europe.

	One result of the revival was that thousands of men and women felt called to become full-time evangelists. In England, one such was an Exeter shoemaker named George Brealey. Brealey was a fearless man who had achieved no mean reputation locally when he had rescued a drowning woman from the River Taw in full flood and later by entering a burning house in Exeter to rescue two children from the flames. The revival had filled him with a passionate zeal for souls and he had begun to work in the streets and slums of Exeter. Early in the 1860s he was challenged by an appeal for men and women to go to the West Indies to preach the gospel; many advised him to go and his wife was prepared to make the sacrifice. There were several interviews—including one with George Muller. Muller was not convinced that it was God’s will for him to go to Demerara, although the Scriptural Knowledge Institution could well afford to provide sufficient funds for Brealey and his family to make the trip. But because of his uncertainty Muller had only given a part— though a large part—of the necessary fare: he believed that if God wanted the family to leave He would provide the extra money needed.

	Brealey wrote to the captain of a ship asking whether he was prepared to take his family at a reduced rate. While waiting for a reply he accepted an invitation to pay a farewell visit to friends in Wellington, and from there travelled four miles south to preach at Clayhidon in the Blackdown Hills on the Devon and Somerset border. Explaining that he was on the way to Demerara to preach to black people an old woman told him:

	‘You’ve made a mistake, maister; we be the blacks, we’ve got black hearts.’

	On his return to Exeter he found that the captain had refused to cut his fare and the boat had already sailed. Thus it was that George Brealey devoted his life to preaching and working among the black hearts on the Blackdowns; and, as his grandson Douglas has written, ‘borne along by the Spirit of God, he swept through the hills like a flame of fire’. He built village chapels or re-opened older ones, carried on a consistent pastoral work and established day-schools.

	The schools which George Brealey and his son Walter established on the Blackdowns were—like so many other schools in Britain and throughout the world—financed by Muller and Wright’s Scriptural Knowledge Institution. The Clayhidon school had been established by Walter Brealey in January 1870, and his sister Georgina Brealey was one of the teachers. In the same year, Forster’s Education Act had recognised education as a public service, increased grants to existing Church schools and empowered locally elected Boards to establish schools. In 1875 Clayhidon had formed its first School Board of five members, most of whom were in sympathy with the aims of the school particularly when they realised that the necessary money for the education of the neighbourhood would be supplied by George Muller and James Wright.

	A notice in the Blackdowns local paper announced that in accordance with the Elementary Education Acts, School Audits for the year ended Michaelmas, 1879, would be inspected at noon on January 26th 1880, at the Board Room of Wellington Union Workhouse. On the appointed day, therefore, Walter Brealey arrived and spread out his impressive sheet of paper on the table of the Board Room. On the left hand side there was entered a ‘Donation’ from Messrs Muller and Wright which neatly cancelled out the debits on the other side.

	This had gone on for years, and the inspectors had grown used to seeing the names of Muller and Wright of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution, Bristol.

	‘You mean to say they’re not wealthy men?’ one of the audit men asked Walter Brealey.

	‘No, and yet they manage to provide many schools with funds— as well as missionaries and so on.’

	‘It’s very useful for you, isn’t it?’

	‘Yes, I don’t really see how we could run the schools without it.’

	The last of these schools—at Bishopswood—was not closed until 1947 when State education services finally made it redundant. Muller and Wright also financed the Blackdown Sunday Schools at Clayhidon, Bishopswood and Browndown. When the hall was painted at Bishopswood they bore the cost of a new stove. The Bibles and testaments in use at this Sunday School, the summer treat, and the prizes were all paid for by the SKI. In addition, over the years, Muller supplied the Brealeys with thousands of tracts and Bibles.

	In the 1870s and early 80s, the Scriptural Knowledge Institution entirely financed nearly eighty day schools for children and half a dozen adult schools; from five to ten schools were assisted. In the year 1879-80, the Institution was responsible for the education of over seven thousand children in seventy-six schools throughout the world as well as seven adult schools. Of these schools, there were fourteen in Spain, four in India, one in Italy, and six in British Guiana; the rest were in England and Wales including Bristol, Barnstaple, Howie Hill, Bow, Cardiff, Chittlehamholt, Hopton, Kilburn, North End (Fulham), Plympton, Underwood, Purton, Stroud and Yeovil as well as those on the Blackdowns. In the same year nearly forty Sunday Schools were entirely financed and fourteen assisted by the Institution.

	Muller received letters from masters and mistresses teaching in city and country districts all over England telling of spiritual blessing amongst the children in these day schools which his Institution financed. The master of the Clayhidon school, presumably Walter Brealey, reported at the end of 1878 that ‘over forty, who have been in the schools are now converted, and have joined various sections of the church of God’; while from the heart of London, the mistress of the North End School at Fulham wrote of her pupils that ‘there are anxious ones of whom I have good hopes, and I feel quite sure the Lord is working in the hearts of several. I am very happy to add, those who professed Christ as their Saviour, last year, have shown, by their walk, that they do really belong to Him; three of them are still in the School, and they are bright examples to their schoolfellows’.

	Another convert of the 1859 revival, later to become famous, was a young man from Manchester named Henry Moorhouse, who, in 1861, as a wild gambler and drinker rushed into a revival meeting at the Alhambra Circus in Manchester, looking for a fight, only to be arrested by hearing the name—Jesus; he ‘who had entered to fight remained to praise and pray’.

	He now spent his time, from morning to evening, distributing tracts, speaking personally to individuals and with his converted actor friend John Hambleton preaching in the open air at local and national gatherings, including theatre services. (It was under Hamble-ton’s preaching that Dr Barnardo had been converted.)

	The story of how Henry Moorhouse became ‘the man who moved the man who moved the world’ is well told by that man himself, D. L. Moody. Moody wrote:

	In 1867, when I was preaching in Dublin, at the close of the service a young man, who did not look over seventeen, though he was older, came up to me and said he would like to go to America with me, and preach the gospel. I thought he could not preach it, and I said I was undecided when I could go back. He asked me if I would write to him, as I did not know whether I wanted him or not. After I arrived in Chicago I got a letter saying he had just arrived in New York, and he would come and preach. I wrote him a cold letter, asking him to call on me if he came West. A few days after I got a letter stating he would be in Chicago next Thursday. I didn’t know what to do with him. I said to the officers of the Church, ‘There is a man coming from England, and he wants to preach. I am going to be absent Thursday and Friday. If you will let him preach on those days, I will be back on Saturday and take him off your hands.’ They did not care about his preaching, being a stranger; but at my request they let him preach. On my return on Saturday I was anxious to hear how the people liked him, and I asked my wife how that young Englishman got along. How did they like him? She said they liked him very much.

	‘He preaches a little different from what you do. He tells the people God loves them. I think you will like him.’

	I said he was wrong. I thought I could not like a man who preached contrary to what I was preaching. I went down on Saturday night to hear him, but I made up my mind not to like him, because he preached different from me.

	Moody described how for six nights Moorhouse preached from John 3 :16 and concluded:

	In closing up that seventh sermon, he said, ‘For seven nights I have been trying to tell you how much God loves you, but this poor stammering tongue of mine will not let me. If I could ascend Jacob’s ladder and ask Gabriel, who stands in the presence of the Almighty, to tell me how much love God the Father has for this poor lost world, all that Gabriel could say would be, that “God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life.’”

	Moody said, ‘I have never forgotten those nights. I have preached a different Gospel since, and I have had more power with God and man since then.’ Moorhouse became a close friend of Moody and Sankey; it was said that Moorhouse taught Moody that God hates sin, but loves the sinner.

	During the last years of his life, Moorhouse sold Bibles and tracts from a Bible carriage and conducted evangelistic campaigns with Richard Weaver in the industrial districts of Lancashire, Yorkshire and Leicestershire. In two years Moorhouse sold over 150,000 Bibles and testaments, and gave away millions of books and tracts. All his literature was supplied by the Scriptural Knowledge Institution in Bristol.

	On August 28th 1878 Moorhouse wrote to Muller from Blackpool:

	Beloved Mr Muller, We are having a glorious time here, selling about 1,000 copies of the New Testament a week, and preaching to thousands in the open air. Enclosed P.O.O. for £12 10s. Please send us £3,000 2d Testaments. Many thanks for your kindness in giving them at half price to us. God bless you, dear Mr Muller.

	In acknowledging receipt of the testaments sent, Moorhouse wrote again from Blackpool:

	Beloved Mr Muller, The New Testaments have arrived safe from London. I thank you very much for giving them to me at id each. The expenses of the Gospel Carriage, for horses, lights and rent of ground, will average £3 a week; and I trust the sales of Bibles, etc. will cover this. I wish you could see the thousands of people listening to the preaching of the Gospel in the open air, and sometimes hundreds of men weeping. You would say this is the Lord’s Work. I wish there were a dozen more carriages out in the villages—I met a great many, in the States, who were much blessed by your ministry, out there; and many ministers told me how much they loved you. Again thanking you for your kindness, etc.

	A letter the following October described how:

	We were in Leicester last week, and in the fair sold 500 New Testaments, in six hours. A publican, opposite whose place we stood, sent for the police to remove us. He could scarcely get a customer into his place. Of course the police could not interfere, as we were breaking no law. The chief magistrate, in every town we have visited, in almost every case, has stood our friend, and given orders for us to have the best place in the market for our carriage ... A Lady in Leicester has taken off her jewellery, and is going to sell it and buy with it a Bible carriage for the county ...

	Two years later, having visited factories in Oldham with his Bible Carriage, Moorhouse wrote that: ‘In many mills, I am told, the girls are reading now the Scriptures during the dinner hour, and the masters say these girls do more work than those who are careless about better things.’

	Four years earlier, in 1876, Moorhouse—who was never strong— had been told by his doctors that his heart was twice the size it ought to be; he had continued his service in the same cheerful and energetic spirit as before. In September 1880, Muller received his final letter from Moorhouse:

	Beloved Mr Muller, we have had a glorious time at Darlington and Stockton-on-Tees. Tens of thousands at the latter place have heard the glorious gospel of our Lord Jesus. We took the carriage to the races, and never had we such a week before at any place... Could you see the hundreds listening with upturned faces, and many with tearful eyes, to the simple story of Calvary, your heart would rejoice, and you would feel repaid for all the loss you sustain in giving us the Scriptures and the little Gospel books at so cheap a rate. May God bless you, beloved Mr Muller. I enclose an order for 5,000 New Testaments and 600 Bibles, with many thanks for all your kindness and love.

	A few weeks later, Henry Moorhouse was dead. John Hambleton recalled their final meeting: ‘Calling to see him on Monday last, before he left us, I grasped his arms, as his face betokened that the enemy death was doing his last work, and said, “Harry, we shall soon meet up yonder.” He replied, while gasping for breath, “Sure, sure, sure!” How plainly visible is the work of God in putting into such a little frail vessel as our brother such a treasure, showing us all that the excellency of the power is of God.’

	Miiller recorded that ‘this most valuable holy brother fell asleep, his labours for many years having been very great, and too great for his strength’. He added: ‘We have agreed to supply the Bible Carriages which were under his care (as during his life-time) with the Holy Scriptures at very reduced prices, considering this work to be of deep importance. We do the same also in the case of approved Godly colporteurs’.

	In the year that Moorhouse died (1880), Muller’s Scriptural Knowledge Institution sold nearly a hundred thousand Bibles and New Testaments at reduced prices and gave away over four thousand. As well as English the Bibles were in Welsh, Danish, Dutch, French, German, Italian, Portuguese, Spanish, Russ, Swedish, Ancient Greek, Greek and (The Old Testament and Psalms) Hebrew. In the same year (and the year was not untypical) the Institution circulated nearly three and a half million tracts and small books.

	During Muller’s life, the Institution which he had founded laid out nearly half a million pounds on objects other than the orphan work. Of this nearly £115,000 was spent on the school work throughout the world, nearly £90,000 on the circulation of Bibles, testaments, tracts, and books and over £260,000 on world-wide missionary work. In the peak years of the missionary work in the early 1870s, Muller sent ten thousand pounds abroad annually to nearly two hundred missionaries. By the mid 1880s expenditure was running at about £5,000 a year and rather more than 130 missionaries were' supported. All this expenditure was quite apart from the sum of nearly a million pounds which passed through Muller’s hands during his life to be spent on the orphan work.

	‘See what Mr Muller obtains simply by prayer,’ James McQuilkin had said, ‘Thus I may obtain blessing by prayer.’ And, as we saw, he did. There is indeed a simplicity in prayer—‘Ask, and, it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you: for every one that asketh receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened.’ This was the simple, yet profound, promise from Matthew 7:7 and 8, with which Muller began a sermon on prayer in 1880. ‘Had it been left to us to make promises regarding prayer,’ he said, ‘I do not know that you or I could have done more than say, “Ask, and ye shall receive”. Yet, while the promise is so full, so deep, so broad, so precious in every way, we have here,’ he emphasised, ‘as becomes us with other parts of the word of God, to compare Scripture with Scripture, because in other parts additions are made, or conditions given, which, if we neglect, will hinder our getting the full benefit of prayer.’

	During the sermon Muller outlined a number of conditions upon which successful prayer depends. First, he said, our petitions must be according to God’s will—1 John 5:14. Second, we must not ask on account of our own goodness or merit, but ‘in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ’—John 14:13 and 14. Muller was careful to remind his congregation, however, as he often did, of the verse in the sixty-sixth Psalm: ‘If I regard iniquity in my heart, the Lord will not hear me.’ ‘That is,’ he said, ‘if I live in sin, and go on in a course hateful to God, I may not expect my prayers to be answered.’

	The third condition was that we must exercise faith in the power and willingness of God to answer our prayers. ‘This is deeply important,’ Muller said. ‘In Mark 11:24, we read, “What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them.” “What things soever ye desire”—of whatever kind—“believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them.” I have found invariably, in the fifty-four years and nine months during which I have been a believer, that if I only believed I was sure to get, in God’s time, the thing I asked for. I would especially lay this on your heart that you exercise faith in the power and willingness of God to answer your requests. We must believe that God is able and willing. To see that He is able, you have only to look at the resurrection of the Lord Jesus Christ; for having raised Him from the dead, He must have almighty power. As to the love of God, you have only to look to the cross of Christ, and see His love in not sparing His Son, in not withholding His only begotten Son from death. With these proofs of the power and love of God, assuredly, if we believe, we shall receive—we shall obtain.’

	The fourth condition was that ‘we have to continue patiently waiting on God till the blessing we seek is granted. For observe, nothing is said in the text as to the time in which, or the circumstances under which, the prayer is to be answered. “Ask, and it shall be given you.” There is a positive promise, but nothing as to time... Someone may say, “Is it necessary I should bring a matter before God two, three, five or even twenty times; is it not enough I tell Him once?” We might as well say there is no need to tell Him once, for He knows beforehand what our need is. He wants us to prove that we have confidence in Him, that we take our place as creatures towards the Creator.

	‘Moreover, we are never to lose sight of the fact that there may be particular reasons why prayer may not at once be answered. One reason may be the need for the exercise of our faith, for by exercise faith is strengthened. We all know that if our faith were not exercised it would remain as it was at first. By the trial it is strengthened. Another reason may be that we may glorify God by the manifestation of patience. This is a grace by which God is greatly magnified. Our manifestation of patience glorifies God. There may be another reason. Our heart may not yet be prepared for the answer to our prayer. I will give an illustration ...’ Muller gave a number of illustrations from the lives of those known to him and then drew on his own vast experience.

	‘If I say that during the fifty-four years and nine months that I have been a believer in the Lord Jesus Christ I have had thirty thousand answers to prayer, either in the same hour or the same day that the requests were made, I should not go a particle too far. Often, before leaving my bedroom in the morning, have I had prayer answered that was offered that morning, and in the course of the day I have had five or six more answers to prayer; so that at least thirty thousand prayers have been answered the self-same hour or the selfsame day that they were offered. But one or the other might suppose all my prayers have been thus promptly answered. No; not all of them. Sometimes I have had to wait weeks, months, or years; sometimes many years. The man speaking at the present time, whom God has delighted to honour by giving thirty thousand answers to prayer in the same hour or day on which they were offered, this self-same man has had to wait many years for answers to many of his prayers. During the first six weeks of the year 18661 heard of the conversion of six persons for whom I had been praying for a long time. For one I had been praying between two and three years; for another between three and four years; for another above seven years; for the fourth above ten years; for the fifth about fifteen years; and for the sixth above twenty years. I asked once a thing of God, which I knew to be according to His mind, and though I brought it day by day and generally many times a day before Him, in such assurance as to be able to thank Him hundreds of times for the answer before it was received, yet I had to wait three years and ten months before the blessing was given to me. At another time I had to wait six years; and at another time eleven and a half years. In the last case I brought the matter about twenty thousand times before God, and invariably in the fullest assurance of faith, and yet eleven and a half years passed before the answer was given.

	‘In one instance my faith has been tried even more than this. In November 1844, I began to pray for the conversion of five individuals. I prayed every day without one single intermission, whether sick or in health, on the land or on the sea, and whatever the pressure of my engagements might be. Eighteen months elapsed before the first of the five was converted. I thanked God, and prayed on for the others. Five years elapsed, and then the second was converted. I thanked God for the second, and prayed on for the other three. Day by day I continued to pray for them, and six years more passed before the third was converted. I thanked God for the three, and went on praying for the other two. These two remain unconverted. The man to whom God in the riches of His grace has given tens of thousands of answers to prayer, in the self-same hour or day on which they were offered, has been praying day by day for nearly thirty-six years for the conversion of these two individuals, and yet they remain unconverted; for next November it will be thirty-six years since I began to pray for their conversion. But I hope in God, I pray on, and look yet for the answer.

	‘Therefore, beloved brethren and sisters, go on waiting upon God, go on praying; only be sure you ask for things which are according to the mind of God, The conversion of sinners is according to the mind of God, for He does not desire the death of the sinner. This is the revelation God has made of Himself— “Not willing that any should perish, but that all should come to repentance.” Go on, therefore, praying; expect an answer, look for it, and in the end you will have to praise God for it.’

	Of the two individuals still unconverted at the time of this sermon, one became a Christian before Muller’s death and the other a few years later.

	


Chapter Twenty-Four, The Scent of Honeysuckle

	A high-light of the fifth preaching tour (September 1878 to June 1879), after Muller had held numerous meetings in France and Switzerland, was the visit to a number of the schools in Spain which for the last ten years had been entirely supported by the funds of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution. One, a school for about one hundred and fifty boys, was in Barcelonetta, a poor part of Barcelona; the Mullers found that the boys were ‘quiet and orderly’. Muller began to address them, speaking very slowly so that the English director of the schools—Mr Henry Payne—could translate: ‘My dear children,’ he said, ‘I love you all very much, and pray for you every day. I long from my inmost soul to meet everyone of you in Heaven; but, in order that you may go to that happy place, as poor, lost, guilty sinners, you must put your trust in the blessed Lord Jesus Christ, who was punished in our room and stead; for His blood alone can cleanse us from our sins.’ He went on to tell them about the boys on Ashley Down, and mentioned that some of them, about the same age as they were, had already put their trust in the Lord Jesus as Saviour. The boys’ parents were all either Roman Catholic or atheist; at the school the children were regularly taught Bible stories.

	Close to the boys’ school was a school for girls, also entirely supported by SKI. After Muller had spoken similarly to these girls, and they had sung a hymn for him, ‘a pretty little girl, about six years old, with black hair and very bright eyes, was mounted on a form, when she repeated the 128th Psalm in Spanish with great ease, and apparently without missing a word’. More recitations followed before the Mullers moved on to visit a school for infant girls, who could understand the Catalan dialect only. Thus, when Muller spoke to them, Mr Payne’s Spanish translation had to be translated a second time into Catalan by the school governess. By this somewhat cumbersome process the children were told that the kind gentleman from England loved them, cared for them, and was glad to see their bright, merry, little faces. The kind gentleman and his wife then gave the children a text to carry home to their parents: ‘The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin.’ The couple visited ten schools in Barcelona, all of which were entirely supported by SKI.

	On December 28th they rose at five and left Barcelona station for Saragossa. At midday (before the day of the restaurant car) all passengers got out at Levida for lunch; Mr and Mrs Muller walked up and down the platform giving away gospel tracts in Spanish. They were soon surrounded by a crowd of passengers all trying to get a tract for themselves. When their stock had been entirely distributed, the Mullers returned to their compartment followed by a large crowd of so far unsuccessful applicants. Fortunately more tracts were found in the carriage and handed out, but sadly—after George and Susannah had held up empty hands to show they had nothing more to give— a number of folk went away empty handed.

	Saragossa is the only city in Spain with two cathedrals; the Mullers visited both. At the first ‘some poor devotees were worshipping at the shrines, to a few of whom we quietly gave Spanish gospel tracts; and,’ Mrs Muller recorded, ‘a tract was handed also to a gowned individual, a verger or sa;ristan, with a wand of office, as he slowly wandered up and down the aisles, who looked at us gloomily, but accepted it nevertheless.’

	At the Cathedral of Nuestra Senora, noticing such practices as whole regiments of soldiers coming in ‘to kneel, bow, cross themselves, and perform their devotions before the different shrines’, Mrs Muller concluded that in Spain ‘the Roman Catholic religion appears to be of a grosser type than it is in Protestant countries’. Their last remaining tract was ‘slipped into the hand of a worshipper, kneeling upon a stone step before an altar’.

	This was before the packaged tour made the English a familiar sight in Spain and as they walked through the streets of Saragossa the Mullers found that ‘almost everyone turned round to have a good look at us as strangers; and occasionally some children followed close behind, desiring to have a look at the walking curiosities from a foreign country’.

	At Madrid, too, Muller visited the five schools entirely supported by SKI and found them in a ‘most satisfactory state’. Muller reported that when our schools in Madrid were established and a place was opened for preaching the gospel, a sign was placed outside over the entrance announcing that this was an evangelical place of worship for preaching the gospel. After this sign had existed for a considerable time, official directions were sent to Mr Fenn [who directed all the Madrid schools run by SKI] to have it painted over, so that the announcement might be obliterated. But the painter, who had done the work, being at heart grieved at having to destroy his own work, and sorrowful also, that these schools should be hindered instead of being encouraged by the Government, painted the sign over with water colours, so that still in a measure, what had been painted before could be seen.

	"With evident satisfaction Muller continued, ‘Some time after also the rain made the former painting still more visible.’ But sadly he had to record later that, ‘Now the Government sent by night their own painter, to daub the sign thickly over with oil paint’.

	After leaving Spain, some months were spent in the south of France, Muller preaching many times in French. At a church connected with an institution for mentally retarded and epileptic children, the director would not hear of an interpreter because, he said, ‘Monsieur Muller est admirable.’

	The Mullers spent March in Mentone and held meetings daily, at Eglise Fran9aise and the German Church. On Sunday mornings the little hall of the Free Church of Scotland was crowded, and its doors and windows left open; several people would sit outside on the balcony and listen to Muller in the spring sunshine. Among them on three Sundays was an Englishman in his middle forties, there for the benefit of his health: Charles Haddon Spurgeon.

	For some years, Spurgeon had been one of Muller’s admirers. Back in December 1858, at a meeting convened ‘to hear a statement of the progress made, and to devise steps for recruiting the funds necessary for building the proposed [Metropolitan] Tabernacle, Spurgeon had said: ‘Brethren, we must pray that God will be pleased to give us the money, and we shall surely have it. If we had possessed more faith, we should have had it before now: and when this Tabernacle is built, we shall find money enough to build a dozen. Look at what Mr Muller, of Bristol, has done by faith and prayer. When this land was threatened with famine [presumably in 1846, see chapter 13] people said, “What will you do now, Mr Muller?”. “Pray to God”, was the good man’s answer. He did pray, and the result was, that he had an overwhelming increase.’ While evidently admiring Muller’s faith in God and in the power of prayer, it would appear that Spurgeon shared none of his inhibitions about appealing for funds for he concluded: ‘Do you ask, “What is required of me tonight?” Let me remind you that all you possess is not your own; it is your Master’s; you are only stewards, and must hereafter give an account of your stewardship.’ Nearly £1,000 was collected and promised that evening.

	Nearly ten years later, shortly after establishing his own orphanage, Spurgeon—preaching now in the new Tabernacle—had said: ‘I hope the day may soon come when the noble example which has been set by our esteemed brother, Mr Muller, of Bristol, will be more constantly followed in all the Lord’s work; for, rest assured that, if we will but “believe to see” we shall see great things... We trusted in God, and the [Tabernacle] was built, to the eternal honour of Him who hears and answers prayer. And, mark you, it will be so in the erection of this Orphan House. We shall see greater things than these if only our faith will precede our sight.’

	On several occasions, that spring, George and Susannah drove out with Spurgeon. One afternoon they drove along the Turin road leading to Castiglione, and winding slowly up a hill in an open carriage amid magnificent scenery Spurgeon said:

	‘When in the midst of landscapes such as these from the crown of my head to the sole of my foot, I feel as though I could burst out into one song of praise.’ It is not known whether, in fact, he did so, or if he did whether Muller accompanied his friend.

	Dr Henry Bennet was a Christian resident in Mentone and during his convalescence Spurgeon was able to come and go in Bennet’s garden as he pleased. That same spring, Spurgeon recorded that Mr and Mrs Muller spent a day with him there. ‘Dr Bennet came up,’ Spurgeon recalled, ‘and I was amused to hear Muller teaching him the power of prayer, and recommending him to pray about one of the terraces which he wants to buy, but the owner asks a hundred times its value.’

	‘It is too trifling a matter to take to the Lord,’ said Dr Bennet. ‘You may very properly pray about your Orphanage, but as to this terrace, to complete my garden—I could not make out a good case about it!’

	‘But,’ said Muller, ‘it encourages people in sin if we yield to covetous demands, and so I think you might pray that the owners should be kept from exorbitant claims.’

	‘As ignorant peasants,’ replied Dr Bennet, ‘they are in my opinion very excusable for trying either to keep their land, or to get all they can from an Englishman whom they imagine to be a living gold mine!’

	Muller smiled. Spurgeon commented later that the ‘spirit of both was good; but, of course, the simple, child-like, holy trust of Muller was overpowering. He is not a sanctimonious person; but full of real joy, and sweet peace, and innocent pleasure.’ Charles Spurgeon junior once wrote in a letter that his ‘Father declares himself far better able to “trust and not be afraid” through intercourse with Mr Miiller.’

	Their journey continued into Italy, with Muller holding meetings in San Remo and Florence, arriving in Rome on March 26th. Here at the ‘Eternal City’ Muller preached many times including sermons at the Brethren’s Hall, the Oratorio Evangelico, the Tempio Evan-gelico, the Presbyterian Church, the Waldentian Church, the Sala Cristiana, the American Baptist Chapel, the Italian Free Church, a Hall in Via della Scrofa (where a service for Italian soldiers was held), the Italian Free Church, and the Wesleyan Chapel.

	They visited the Catacombs, St Peter’s, the Vatican, the Coliseum and drove along the Via Appia by which the Apostle Paul entered Rome. At the Scala Santa they saw eleven penitents ascending the famous flight of twenty-eight marble steps on their knees; and recalled that some 350 years earlier Martin Luther was likewise engaged on the same spot when it occurred to him that ‘The just shall live by faith’. Before finally bidding Roma ‘arrivederci’, they also visited the Church and Monastery of the three Fountains, the Baths of Caracella, the Columbaria, the Pantheon, Trajan’s Column, the Arch of Septimus Severus, ‘some curious old aqueducts’ and the ruins of the palaces of the Caesars.

	On arrival at Naples, some English seamen from Bristol—hearing that Muller was in the area—invited him to address them, which he did in the harbour aboard the Bethel Mission ship. A number of meetings were held in Naples and the Mullers found time, too, to visit Pompeii, and the ruins of Herculaneum. They climbed Vesuvius and admired the famous view.

	Travelling north again, they arrived on May 8th in Venice, where, said Mrs Muller, ‘instead of an omnibus, a gondola was waiting for passengers, in which we were rowed along several canals, to the Hotel Danieli’. Muller’s service in Venice was cut short when the Italian pastor who was to have interpreted for Muller contracted a serious throat infection. On then to Milan and Turin for a series of meetings, before setting off on June 3rd for the final major event of the tour: an excursion through the Waldensian valleys. Here for centuries there had been congregations of believers calling themselves brethren, who later became widely known as Waldenses, or Vaudois, though they did not themselves accept the name. They traced their origin back to Apostolic times. In the quiet seclusion of their mountains they had remained unaffected by the development of the Roman church.

	In the two principal valleys of St Martin and Luzerne ‘the members of the little churches,’ Mrs Muller wrote, are obliged to walk many miles in order to attend the meetings. These Waldensian Christians are generally very poor, and many of them live in houses roofed with rough, flat stones loosely put together, instead of slates or tiles. In the windows, too, of a few of their abodes, paper occupied the place of glass. At Pomaret some of the people were standing at their doors to gaze at us, because our visit was expected; and as we drove along ‘Monsieur le pasteur Georges Muller’ had many respectful bows and salutations.

	At five o’clock we reached the house of the pastor at Villa Seche, and in the evening accompanied him to his church, a very ancient Vaudois place of worship, situated at a great height upon a mountain, many hundreds of feet above his residence. A steep, rugged, winding pathway, covered in places with loose stones, led up this mountain towards the Church; and as some rivulets streamed over the ascent, it was difficult to avoid getting ankle-deep in water. The silence and solitude of the whole region, too, were striking. At length, warm, tired, and almost breathless [Muller was now seventy-four], we reached the Church, a large’ old-fashioned building, which was crowded with a rustic congregation, who (the meeting having been announced for five o’clock, though circumstances did not allow of our getting there till seven) had been sitting there two hours, patiently waiting our arrival. The service, which was in French, was opened with singing and prayer after which Mr Muller addressed the audience for an hour, throwing himself heart and soul into their circumstances. At the close of the meeting we distributed little French and Italian books amongst the people; shook hands with many of them; and soon after nine reached the pastor’s cottage down below, a Swiss chalet, with a projecting roof, and two wooden galleries outside. In this mountain home the domestic arrangements were of the simplest, most frugal character possible, many of the comforts and conveniences of life (often considered indispensable) being wanting; but we were most kindly entertained, and greatly enjoyed our little visit.

	They travelled on in a small open carriage to Perrier, La Perouse and eventually La Tour, the largest Vaudois settlement. In the evening at a school of St Jean (three miles from La Tour) Muller preached in French to a large congregation. At the close of the meeting the pastor prayed ‘que le discours excellent de notre frere soit grave sur nos coeursand another gentleman commented afterwards:

	‘Monsieur Muller nous a dit precisement ce qu’il nous faut; le sermon etait admirable.’

	Muller had ended his first tour of the United States with over a hundred written invitations to preach not yet accepted. Therefore, after spending ten weeks in Bristol following their return from Europe, the Mullers set sail again for the States aboard the Germanic on August 28th 1879. The passengers asked Muller to address them which he did in the saloon the day before their arrival in New York.

	Sunday evening, September 14th 1879, at the Methodist Episcopal Church, South Second Street, Brooklyn, the pastor introduces their guest preacher:

	‘My dear Friends, I rejoice to tell you that we are about to hear the gospel from the heart and lips of our venerable friend, who, though now aged seventy-four, has preached the gospel upwards of one thousand four hundred times during the last four years, in the various cities and countries he had visited. Hear this, you young men, and remember that he is no smoker, nor lover of alcoholic drink; but see how God can strengthen for His blessed service, those who trust in Him, and seek to live to His honour and glory. I have now great pleasure in introducing you to Mr George Muller, of Bristol, England.’

	An introduction like that naturally assured Muller an attentive audience as he delivered a powerful address from Isaiah 3:10 and 11.

	Besides the New York area and Newark, Muller spoke at meetings at Morriston, New Jersey, Troy, Saratoga Springs, Clifton Springs and Rochester, before travell: lg at the end of October to Hamilton in Canada. Here he spoke at Toronto, Montreal (every evening and twice on Sundays), Ottawa and Kingston where his addresses included one to an audience at a mass meeting in the City Hall, where hundreds were unable to gain admission.

	From December 10th to 12th Muller was one of the speakers at a large conference in the Shaftesbury Hall, Toronto, of which the President was Vice-Chancellor Blake. On the first morning Muller spoke on ‘The Inspiration of the Scriptures’ and was followed by the Rev. W. J. Erdman of Jameston, New York, on ‘The Study of the Bible’, giving—according to Mrs Muller—‘several valuable hints’. In the afternoon, Robert Cameron of Brantford spoke on the second coming dwelling on the ‘glory’ of that period. Muller followed with another address entitled, ‘Christ in all the Scriptures’.

	On the second afternoon Muller also spoke on the second coming of Christ, outlining the chief events which (in his view) would precede and accompany that event. He spoke for an hour and twenty minutes which meant that there was very little time for the Reverend Erdman to develop his subject ‘No Millennium until Jesus comes’. After the delegates had sung ‘with great animation’:

	Down life’s dark vale we wander Till Jesus comes...

	the meeting ended.

	In the evening Muller spoke again, this time expounding at great length the seventh chapter of Daniel, and making a number of practical remarks. Once again, Muller had taken up so much time that poor Mr Erdman was only able to say a very few words on the topic allocated to him. Fortunately, however, Mrs Muller was able to record that ‘this dear brother in the Lord, possessed a gracious, Christ-like spirit’ and that he stated from the platform:

	‘I rejoice that Brother Muller should take the lead, for I feel like Timothy standing by the side of Paul.’

	On the final afternoon Muller publicly replied to nine written questions one of which was as hotly debated then as it is in some quarters today. The question was: ‘Are we to expect our Lord’s return at any moment, or that certain events must be fulfilled before He comes again?’ Hundreds of pulses beat a little faster as Muller rose to his feet to deliver his reply.

	‘I know that on this subject there is great diversity of judgment, and I do not wish to force on other persons the light I have myself. The subject, however, is not new to me; for having been a careful diligent student of the Bible for nearly fifty years, my mind has long been settled on this point, and I have not the shadow of a doubt about it. The Scriptures declare plainly, that the Lord Jesus will not come until the apostasy shall have taken place, and the man of sin, the “son of perdition” (or personal Antichrist) shall have been revealed, as seen in 2nd Thessalonians chapter 2. Many other portions of the Word of God distinctly teach, that certain events are to be fulfilled before the return of our Lord Jesus Christ. This does not, however, alter the fact, that the coming of Christ, and not death, is the great Hope of the Church, and, if in a right state of heart, we (as the Thessalonian believers did) shall “serve the living and true God, and—wait for His Son from Heaven”.’

	In the evening Muller spoke for forty minutes on ‘Walking with God’ followed by some (shorter) addresses by other speakers and the hearty singing of: ‘Till He come, oh let that word.’ Vice-Chancellor Blake then asked ‘Our dear brother, Mr Muller, to give the benediction’; and the Toronto Conference was over.

	Muller’s last sermon in Toronto was delivered to an immense congregation in the great Metropolitan Church on the Sunday evening, December 14th. His subject was the indwelling and power of the Holy Spirit, and his scriptural passage (as often) was short: the words of Jesus in John 14:16 and 17, ‘And I will pray the Father, and he shall give you another Comforter, that he may abide with you for ever; Even the Spirit of truth; whom the world cannot receive, because it seeth him not, neither knoweth him: but ye know him for he dwelleth with you, and shall be in you.’

	From Toronto to Buffalo where Muller spoke twice to congregations of over two thousand Germans; thence to Woodstock and London, Ontario where on the Sunday evening Muller preached to a large congregation at St Andrew’s. After this service they were introduced to the Rev. Josiah Henson ‘a venerable negro, with a pleasant expression of countenance, and white hair, who shook hands with us most cordially.’ This gentleman had been taken by Harriet Beecher Stowe as the prototype for Uncle Tom in her book Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

	The Mullers then returned to the States and Muller preached at Detroit, Ypsilanti, Ann Arbor, Olivet, Kalamazoo and Chicago. Here Muller spoke several times at Moody’s Tabernacle including a number of addresses to large congregations of Germans. These meetings were a feature of the tour, and at St Paul, Minnesota, he addressed a mass meeting of Germans at the Opera House (in their native tongue of course).

	While in Minnesota they were struck by the fact that ‘the harvesting machines used are so constructed that the corn is reaped, gathered into sheaves, bound into bundles and thrown aside by one single machine; and there is no ploughing by hand—at the time of seed sowing furrows, seven miles in length, are made across the prairies by ploughing machines which turn up the soil, deposit the grain in the earth, and then cover it over.’

	Their journey took them on to Davenport, Iowa, Jacksonville and Bloomington, Illinois, Indianapolis, Cincinnati and Dayton. Just outside Dayton they visited the ‘Central National Soldiers’ Home’ where about three thousand soldiers who had been disabled or invalided in the Civil War were accommodated. The Mullers distributed tracts to numbers of men who were either walking or sitting about in the beautiful grounds of the Institution. From Dayton they travelled on to Cleveland, Dansville and Clifton Springs holding meetings in each place. On the morning of Saturday, June 5th they boarded the Sardinian for home. That evening Muller spoke for twenty minutes to the sailors in the forecastle, and conducted a Bible study for the passengers in the Chart Room; the Bible study was repeated on every evening of the eleven-day voyage and on the Sunday morning he preached in the saloon. During the tour Muller had preached three hundred times.

	They landed at Liverpool on Wednesday June 16th, arriving at Ashley Down at half-past four the following day. The children had all been assembled to greet them and as they caught their first glimpse of the couple, noisy hearty cheering broke out. A small girl stepped forward and presented Mrs Muller with an enormous bunch of honeysuckle while Muller stood beaming. Many years later (in 1939) that same girl, now in her fifties, wrote:

	I always follow the scent of honeysuckle, but have never yet found any to come near my memory of that bunch—each and every one looks smaller and much less lovely ... I’ve just returned from a fortnight’s work in Wiltshire. I did so hope to have time to visit Bristol. Perhaps it is as well as I couldn’t get time... Perhaps the dear old home would have looked changed. It was so very beautiful, and my eleven years so very happy. I’d rather keep my memories.

	George and Susannah, too, were glad to be back at the dear old home.

	Muller had left North America with over one hundred and fifty invitations to preach unaccepted, and therefore in September 1880, the Mullers left again for Quebec. Muller held eight meetings aboard the Sardinian, led three Bible studies and distributed about two hundred small books to the passengers and crew.

	At Boston, Muller went repeatedly to a midday business-men’s meeting called the ‘Market Men’s Prayer Meeting’ and gave addresses. ‘They appeared to me,’ Muller wrote of these Boston businessmen, ‘to be earnest, simple hearted, godly men.’

	One of Muller’s most interesting recollections of his stay in the Boston area that year was a visit to Plymouth where he preached at the ‘Church of the Pilgrims’ erected by the Pilgrim Fathers on arrival there in December 1620. They looked at the first house ever built in New England and ‘at the Pilgrims’ Hall we saw a number of interesting relics brought over to this country by the pilgrims in the May-flower... where they were obliged to take refuge from the persecution for Christ’s sake, by which they had been assailed in their native land’.

	At the end of November the Mullers arrived at New Haven, Connecticut, where Muller spoke several times to the staff and students at Yale University. Muller described this as ‘a service in which I take the deepest interest, from having been converted myself while a student at the University of Halle.’

	On previous visits to the States, Muller had spent less time than he had wished in New York, and was determined during this tour to spend as long as possible in this city of about one and half million people. The couple therefore spent the winter months from December 1880 to March 1881 in New York. That winter was the coldest known in New York for thirty years and Mrs Muller recorded anxiously that the many long drives my beloved husband took at night to Brooklyn and other places, seven, eight, or nine miles from our hotel, when the weather was most severe, were very trying, especially as it was necessary to cross a ferry, where the ice was occasionally so thick, that it was with difficulty a passage could be forced through it by steamer. Constrained by the love of Christ, however, he persevered in a service, that would have been considered, by most persons of his age, an arduous undertaking; but though he felt the cold, was not allowed to suffer from it in the least.

	During the period Muller held nearly one hundred meetings including thirty-eight in German trying to reach the half-million Germans in the New York-Brooklyn area.

	More meetings were held in Port Chester and Pittsburgh before on May 21st the couple embarked for England aboard the Britannic.

	The main interest of Muller’s eighth missionary tour was the visit to Egypt, Palestine, Turkey and Greece. After spending some months in Europe the Mullers left Marseilles for Alexandria towards the end of October 1881. Many meetings in English and German were held at Alexandria and Cairo, and on November 9th the Mullers set off in an open carriage to see the Pyramids, and to explore the ancient burial places of Kings.

	Our walk to the Sphinx was oppressively warm, for the sun shone with a brightness that was dazzling. The heat and glare too from the sandy ground on which we trod, made the atmosphere around like the hot air issuing from an oven. Troops of Bedouin Arabs congregate in the neighbourhood of the Pyramids, who flock around strangers and volunteer their services as guides.

	Before leaving Cairo the couple visited the Museum of Egyptian curiosities and were intrigued by the mummies; ‘amongst them (it is said) is the mummy of that great oppressor of the Israelites, the Pharaoh, during whose reign they had so much to suffer, until delivered by Jehovah through His servant Moses’.

	Aboard a Russian mail steamer bound for Jaffa, the Mullers came across about a hundred Russians on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem accompanied by their priests of the Greek Orthodox Church. ‘These pilgrims performed their religious services on deck, where they bowed, crossed themselves repeatedly, and turned their faces eastward towards the Holy Land. Each was supplied with a Bible in Russian by an Evangelist from Port Said who also acted as an agent for the British and Foreign Bible Society.’

	At Jaffa they stayed at the Jerusalem Hotel, and Muller began to preach in the town to German and English congregations as well as with Arabic interpretation when neither of these languages was understood. During their walks they admired the orange and lemon plantations and the high, thick hedges of prickly pears and the varieties of cacti which flourished in the semi-tropical climate.

	After twelve days in Jaffa they travelled south towards Jerusalem in an open Russian wagon, drawn by three horses. Going through the mountains of Judaea they found that the land, spoken of in the Old Testament as a ‘land flowing with milk and honey’, had grown barren, rocky and uncultivated and Mrs Muller decided that God’s curse appeared to rest not only upon the Jews but upon their land also. (It is not clear whether her husband shared this view which would be strongly contested to-day.) But, she thought, ‘at the return of the Lord Jesus, when Israel as a nation will be converted and restored, “The desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose”.’

	At the Mediterranean Hotel in Jerusalem they moved into a pleasant comer room on the first floor with a fine view of the Mount of Olives; and throughout their stay in the Holy City they took daily walks on the terrace on the flat roof of the hotel to admire the splendid panorama.

	Muller held numerous meetings in Jerusalem preaching in English and German with interpretation into Arabic when necessary, and twice spoke to the patients at a hospital for lepers outside the city. The population of Jerusalem at that time was less than thirty thousand and included about eight thousand Jews living in the poorest part. ‘At the present time/ Mrs Muller observed, watching for any signs of the fulfilment of biblical prophecy, ‘there is no indication whatever of any gathering of Jews on an extensive scale from other countries to their own land.’

	On the afternoon of December 3rd Muller (now in his seventy-eighth year) and his wife joined a party of English friends and rode on donkeys to Bethany, a mile and a half distant, the English clergyman kindly acting as our guide. On our way we crossed the Brook Kidron, saw the Garden of Gethsemane, now enclosed by a wall; and visited the cave, hewn out of a rock where it is supposed Lazarus was buried. An old ruined house, said to have been the dwelling place of Martha, Mary, and Lazarus, was also pointed out. From the summit of the Mount of Olives the view embraced a portion of the Dead Sea, twenty-five miles distant, the plain of Jordan, the well-watered plain which Lot chose for himself, the Mountains of Moab in the distance, the neighbourhood of the Cave of Adullam, and a small part of the river Jordan which flows into the Dead Sea. The weather was magnificent; after sunset the whole scene was lighted up by the full moon which shone brilliantly, and coming down the Mount of Olives, we had the finest view of Jerusalem that is to be obtained from any point. The Garden of Gethsemane, containing eight very old olive trees (considered by some, from their ancient characteristics to be coeval with the period of our Lord’s history on earth) we passed both on our way to and from the Mount.

	On the morning of December 9th we rode on donkeys to Bethlehem, six miles from Jerusalem; and, after lunching in a cloister of the Latin Convent, visited a church erected on the spot, where (according to tradition) the manger stood, in which after His birth our Lord was laid. During our stay in Jerusalem, we had opportunities also of visiting the various places of interest for which the city is celebrated. The Via Dolorosa, the Mosque of Omar (built on the site formerly occupied by Solomon’s Temple), the Church of the Holy Sepulchre (erected, according to tradition, on the spot where our Lord was crucified), Absalom’s Pillar, the Pool of Bethesda, the site of Herod’s palace, the ruins of the Castle to which Paul was taken, and the Pool of Siloam, were all visited in turn.

	After over nine weeks in Jerusalem the Mullers returned to Jaffa for a week’s stay before climbing into a small boat which, it was intended, should take them out to the Austrian steamship Flora, bound for Haipha and anchored some way from the shore. A heavy gale was blowing, and after riding over heavy breakers, and getting clear of the rocks, our boat was tossed about upon the waves for nearly half an hour; and, after at last we reached the ship, a favourable opportunity of getting a footing on board (to be seized just at the right moment as the boat was lifted upwards by the waves) had to be closely watched for, when one after the other, at the risk of our lives, we had to spring on to the steep ladder staircase, that led up towards the deck.

	On arrival at Haipha after an experience only slightly less terrifying in another small boat, the undaunted travellers were met by some German brethren who drove them in an open waggon during torrents of rain to the Hotel du Mont Carmel. Muller’s preaching at Haipha was the means of bringing about a spiritual revival amongst the large colony of German settlers there. On February 13th 1882, they rode on donkeys to Mount Carmel, and when near its summit, alighted at a Monastery, where the monks entertained us with cups of black coffee without milk, and glasses of mulberry wine-flavoured with lemon juice. They afterwards showed us into a church containing (according to tradition) the cave in which Elijah dwelt, and finally led the way to a lighthouse standing on a rock, that we might see, from this elevated point, the magnificent prospect which extended far and wide ... Being favoured with bright sunshine, and a beautifully clear atmosphere, the whole scene was viewed under particularly favourable circumstances. The place where Elijah slew the false prophets of Baal, and by prayer brought down fire from heaven to consume his sacrifice upon the altar... and, it was upon Mount Carmel he prayed, that Jehovah would again send rain upon the earth.

	Twenty-one days of busy engagements at Beirut followed before the Mullers travelled on via Smyrna to Ayaslaloup, near Ephesus, where they inspected the ruins of the Temple of Diana; ‘but the devastation there is so complete, that no trace whatever (as to form or outline) exists of the celebrated building which once occupied this site’.

	On then to Constantinople where Muller preached many times, and from where they visited the barracks at Scutari, where Florence Nightingale and her helpers attended the sick, wounded and dying soldiers—victims of the Crimean war. And while walking a few minutes from their hotel, The d’Angleterre, they watched some dancing Dervishes.

	There were 18 performers altogether, who wore brown mantles, and high, round caps made of felt. At a particular signal, they all fell flat upon their faces; but afterwards rose, and walked a few times round the room, with folded arms, bowing and turning slowly many times. Their mantles were then suddenly cast off, when they appeared in long, full, belt-shaped petticoats and jackets, and, after stretching out their arms to the utmost, began gravely and deliberately to dance and revolve (that is, to spin round and round like a top) for about fifteen or twenty minutes, as rapidly as possible.

	Athens was the next stop on the tour, and another busy programme for Muller followed. But time was found for the couple to visit to the Areopagus, or Mars Hill, and to stand on the spot where Paul preached his famous sermon. They explored the Acropolis, and saw the ruins of the many ancient idol temples which had so stirred the heart of the Apostle eighteen hundred years earlier.

	And then home they came to Ashley Down via Corinth, Rome and Florence after a journey which had lasted over nine months.

	


Chapter Twenty-Five, Loved by Thousands

	Every time he returned from a long preaching tour, Muller found that his son-in-law, James Wright, assisted by an efficient staff, was running Ashley Down well. Moreover when a problem arose during a foreign tour which required Muller’s special judgment, Wright would include it in his frequent letters (sometimes he wrote more than once a week). Fears that donations would decrease in Muller’s absence had been allayed in the third year after Muller had begun his work abroad when the total income received had been greater than in any previous year.

	Muller had therefore no hesitation in setting off again with his wife in August 1882 for their ninth tour. Having disembarked at Calais, they caught the first train to Brussels and then travelled to Dusseldorf on the Rhine. Here, Muller was delighted to be greeted by the City Missioner whom he had met six years earlier (page 241), and to be told that from that time he had resolved to take Muller’s advice and give himself more earnestly to prayer. Two months after Muller had left in 1876, five of the missioner’s six sons had been converted and the sixth was now also thinking seriously about Christian things.

	From Dusseldorf the Mullers travelled via Cologne and Bonn, down the Rhine to Heidelberg, Mannheim and then to Vienna for a number of meetings. They visited Budapest and Prague before returning via Leipzig to Halberstadt where Muller had spent many of his school days. Here they wandered around the cathedral where Muller had taken communion for the first time sixty-two years earlier. Next morning they drove along the road to Kroppenstadt and Muller remarked that die road to his birthplace looked much the same as it had done when he was a boy, except that where there had been poplars on either side of the road, now there were fruit trees. It was the first time Muller had returned to Kroppenstadt since his childhood; he held two meetings in a large hall. The locals flocked to hear their most famous son give an account of his life and work: the building was crowded to overflowing. Muller was thrilled to find the house where he had been born still standing, and was able to show his wife the house in Heimersleben to which the family had moved when he was four.

	From Heimersleben they travelled to Berlin for a number of addresses to large congregations as well as some—ever popular at this time—drawing-room meetings. Moving on to Danzig Muller met two friends from his days as a student at Halle: both of them had been ministers for fifty years. At Konigsberg on Christmas Day Muller addressed an immense congregation of three thousand people who had gathered that morning to hear him at half-past nine in the Tragheimer Kirche. In the afternoon he spoke again at the Moravian Hall, and hundreds were turned away for lack of room.

	On December 29th they boarded a Prussian train bound for St Petersburg. They procured a comfortable sleeping compartment, heated with warm air, and containing two couches, double windows and a little table. Next morning they awoke to find themselves travelling through a ‘vast wilderness of snow’. At St Petersburg station, after a journey from Konigsberg of nearly seven hundred miles, they were met ‘very affectionately’ by Her Highness the Princess Lieven and Colonel Paschkoff, an officer of the Imperial Guards, and wealthy nobleman whom Muller described as ‘one of the most active Christians in the whole vast empire’. The Princess, whom Mrs Muller described as ‘a beloved sister in the Lord’, immediately pressed them to stay with her in her mansion; but, said Muller, ‘as we rarely accept invitations to stay with friends, because I require as much rest and time to myself as possible, we declined the proposal, and went to an hotel where we remained for two nights. Finding, however, that the Princess greatly desired we should be her guests, and that she would have been much disappointed if we had continued to refuse her kind offer of hospitality, on Monday January 1st, we went to her mansion, and were most kindly entertained there, for upwards of eleven weeks.’

	The room set apart for the Mullers was known as the Malachite Hall, because of its magnificent malachite mantelpiece, pillars and cornices. The malachite—a hard green stone, beautiful when polished —had been mined near Ekaterinburg, on the eastern slopes of the Urals. Despite the splendid luxury of the accommodation, however, Muller’s stay at St Petersburg was to be neither idle nor without its excitement. He preached sixteen times at the British and American chapel, in English; eight times in German at the German Reformed Church, eleven times in German at the Moravian Church; held three meetings for the Swedes at the British and American Chapel, with translation into Swedish, attended three pastors’ meetings, held five large drawing-room meetings at Colonel Paschkoff’s mansion, conducted two at the residence of Count Korff, and held thirty-five at the home of Princess Lieven. On top of this, he received visitors and enquirers every day, and had about forty private interviews lasting from between one to two hours each with very small groups of Christian workers. He spoke in hospital wards and children’s institutions.

	Tolstoy in his Resurrection captured the fascination certain sections of St Petersburg society had for drawing-room meetings in the late nineteenth century. Nekhlyudov’s aunt, Countess Katerina Ivanova, is portrayed as a ‘fervent adherent of the doctrine which teaches that faith in the Redemption is the essence of Christianity’. Tolstoy described the elegant carriages which brought the faithful to a meeting which had been arranged in the Countess’s ball-room.

	Ladies in silk, velvet and lace, with false hair, tightly laced waists and padded figures, sat in the luxuriously furnished ball-room. Between the ladies were men in uniforms and evening-dress, and five or six from the lower classes: two house-porters, a shopkeeper, a footman and a coachman. Kiesewetter [the preacher], a thick-set man with hair just turning grey, spoke in English, and a thin girl wearing pince-nez translated quickly and well. He said that our sins were so great, and the punishment they deserved was so great and unavoidable, that it was impossible to live, anticipating such punishment.

	It is thought that Tolstoy modelled his Kiesewetter on Dr F. W. Baedeker, cousin of the ‘Baedeker’ of Continental Guide-Book renown, and himself a contributor to several of the Guides. Baedeker, whose home was in Weston-Super-Mare, had since the 1860s been a close friend of Muller and also stayed with Princess Lieven on his frequent visits to St Petersburg. He used to tell of a long conversation he once had with Count Tolstoy in Moscow about England and contemporary Russian affairs; there seems no reason to doubt that it was Baedeker who inspired Tolstoy in his somewhat unsympathetic portrayal of Kiesewetter.

	Through application by friends to the Minister of the Interior Muller had obtained permission to preach at the German churches in St Petersburg, and also to the Swedes in the British Chapel. The document from the Minister was in Russ, which neither Muller, nor his friends who handed it to him understood, but they told him that the desired permission had been granted.

	On the evening of Friday February 9th, however, the Mullers were startled to receive unexpected visitors at the mansion. It was the police, with a summons for Muller to appear early next morning before their chief officer. He was charged with having held meetings with translation into Russ, for which no permission had been granted by the Minister of the Interior. The Director of Police treated Muller with great courtesy, shook hands with him, and offered half an apology for acting as he did. From that time the services at Colonel Paschkoff’s house were stopped but Muller was allowed to continue his other activities without hindrance.

	Muller noted that during his stay he had frequent conversations ‘with persons of high rank, who I sought to benefit spiritually’. But, he emphasised, ‘this was unsought for on my part; but the Lord opened deeply important service for me in this manner, which, I doubt not, will be found in the day of Christ to have been helpful not only to those dear Christians amongst whom I more particularly laboured, publicly and privately; but also, through them, to many others in the vast empire’.

	A few years later, Colonel Paschkoff was exiled to Siberia by Tsar Alexander III for his persistent evangelising, drawing-room meetings and tract distribution. Once the Tsar allowed him to return to attend to his affairs, and soon heard new rumours about the Colonel’s activities. He sent for Paschkoff.

	‘I hear you have resumed your old practices.’

	‘My friends have certainly called to greet me, and we have prayed and read the Word of God together.’

	‘Which you know I will not permit. I will not suffer you to defy me. If I had thought you would have repeated your offences, you would not have been allowed to return. Now go; and never set foot upon Russian soil again!’

	St Petersburg lost a courageous Christian.

	The Mullers found the cold, that winter, very severe and more intense than they ever found in Canada or the United States. However, they did not allow the weather to deter them in their search for a little adventure. In March, they visited by sledge a small settlement of Laplanders encamped on the ice of the Neva. Mrs Muller recorded:

	A party of Lapps (clothed in skins and furs, with the warm side turned inwards and looking as if sewn up in their thick garments) were standing near a tent. They wear no under linen (we were told), and never wash themselves nor change their clothes, except when they fall off from dirt and constant use. The interior of a Laplander’s hut too, upon the ice, presented a miserable, uncomfortable appearance. It consisted of a tent made of skins, with the fur turned inwards, and had an opening at the top, which answered the double purpose of chimney and of window. An iron pot, containing soup, was suspended over a small fire in the centre of this tent, and the floor of ice in the hut was covered by rugs; but the domestic arrangements inside were of a most repulsive character ...

	They returned to England via Poland, where the highlight of their stay was Muller’s success in touching the hearts of the citizens of Lodz, a large industrial town. After nearly a week of crowded services in the town, Muller received a note of which the following is a translation:

	I, and almost the whole population of this town, in the name of the Lord Jesus, entreat that you will have the kindness to remain with us until after next Sunday. In the name of many thousands I thank you for your ministry.

	The crowds at Muller’s meetings continued to be as large as the German Baptist Church could hold, about 1,200 people, and Mrs Muller noted that ‘the preaching too was the theme of conversation in the factories, public houses, and in many private families’. They therefore prolonged their visit as long as possible—until April 15th.

	Returning via Germany to England in May, Muller went immediately to London where he spoke seven times at a crowded Mildmay Conference, once at Clapton Hall, once at Kilburn Hall and. also addressed a large audience of Jews in German at Whitechapel. An address at a young ladies’ school at Ipswich attended also by the clergy and many of the citizens of the area brought Muller’s ninth tour to a close.

	On arrival, on June 1st on Ashley Hill after an absence of nearly a year, the hearty welcome from the huge crowd of children all but melted the Mullers to tears.

	After fourteen engagements in Scotland in September, and speaking at Clapton Hall, London, the Mullers left Tilbury on September 26th 1883 aboard the Siam bound for Madras. Their stop at Malta was long enough to allow a drive to the beautiful Orange and Lemon Gardens of St Antonio, and at Ceylon there was time for a ride in an open ‘bandy’ through Colombo and its neighbourhood as well as to conduct a drawing-room meeting at Calton Lodge.

	They set foot on Madras Pier at the end of October to stay with Robert Franck. Muller preached many times at Madras including an address to four hundred Hindus at the Free Church of Scotland. An Indian servant named Abraham had been engaged to travel with the Mullers throughout India, to look after their luggage generally and also because he could speak Hindustani, Tamil and Canarese. Meetings followed at Bangalore before the couple travelled by train and palanquin coach, drawn by bullocks, to Colar where they stayed at an orphanage founded by Miss Anstey.

	In December a ‘tonga’—a covered carriage on two wheels, drawn by ponies—took them up into the Nilgiri Hills to Coonoor where they stayed with Robert Stanes. At Christmas a second period of engagements at Madras began until January nth 1884 when they sailed to Calcutta, to be entertained by Robinson Souttar. One afternoon, at Calcutta, Muller stood in the centre of Wellington Square and preached in the open air to a large crowd of Indians and Europeans with translation into Hindustani. Many other meetings followed in the various Calcutta churches including one in a Bengali church with translation into Bengali by Kali Charan Banurji, a converted Hindu barrister. Another of the many meetings was a public question and answer session at the Methodist Episcopal Church in Dharamtolla Street. They visited the ‘Black Hole of Calcutta’ and recalled that morning in 1756 when twenty-three dying figures were pulled out from amongst the hundred and twenty or so dead bodies of a whole garrison of soldiers who had been crammed into a dungeon eighteen feet square, at the hottest season of the year.

	On the afternoon of January 30th they took tea on the lawns of Government House with the Governor of Bengal, Rivers Thompson, a keen Christian who had expressed a special wish to meet Muller.

	In February they travelled up to Darjeeling in the foothills of the Himalayas and stayed at the Woodlands Hotel. In between meetings at Union Chapel and the Town Hall they found time to drive higher into the hills for a fine view of the 2,800-foot summit of Kinchin Junga, but to their disappointment Everest was not visible.

	They travelled next to Benares, chief of the Hindu sacred cities, where their host was the Reverend John Hewlett of the London Missionary Society. Such was the heat that to explore the city an early start was necessary and on February 22nd they rose at five to set off in an open carriage for a drive through the city and its suburbs.

	We visited a celebrated School of Philosophy, where numerous Brahmins, pundits and their pupils, were at work; embarked afterwards in a small steam-boat upon the Ganges, and from her deck had a full view of the city, as it extends along the river’s banks, with its numerous bathing-ghats, its burning-ghat, for consuming bodies of the dead, its Temples, Mosques, sacred Wells, etc for which the city is so renowned. We ... observed the dead bodies of three human beings floating down the Ganges, upon which crows were perched, pecking at their flesh, because the poor, who cannot afford to pay for the wood which is needed to consume the dead bodies of their relatives, throw them into the river instead of burning them.

	Mrs Muller also recorded that before our departure from Benares, Mrs Hewlett conducted me ... to visit a school for native girls, belonging to the London Missionary Society, situated in the Compound where the Mission House stands; and with these girls, most of whom were extremely poor, by means of interpretation I conversed. The delight with which they listened to a few particulars about our Orphans, at the Five Houses on Ashley Down, Bristol, was great; and my brief interview with them was a most interesting one.

	At Allahabad, where the Mullers stayed at the Zenana Mission House, Muller’s busy programme continued unabated. Moving on then to Cawnpore, Mrs Muller received a letter from the John Hewlett with whom they had stayed at Benares:

	We have been exceedingly thankful to hear of the large meetings which Mr Muller has had at Allahabad, and feel confident that, in answer to fervent prayer, great spiritual blessing was the result. The memory of your visit to Benares is never likely to be forgotten; for many continue, from their hearts, to thank God for bringing you here, and for the stimulus they received from Mr Muller’s services, to a complete surrender and consecration of life to Christ. Words fail me, to express the debt of gratitude I owe to your husband, for the new impulse I received from him, to my faith and zeal. May the precious Saviour’s richest blessing be with you both; and may God spare Mr Muller for a number of years, for further apostolic work on earth.

	From Agra, their next stop, they were able to drive to the Taj Mahal, on the banks of the Jumna, and were suitably impressed by the magnificence of the immense marble dome.

	Having received an invitation from Sir Charles Aitchison, Governor of the Punjab, to join him at his Camp at Umritzur, they left Agra by moonlight in the reserved compartment of an early morning train. At Umritzur an open carriage, sent by Sir Charles, took them to the Camp which consisted of about seventy tents, including those belonging to the Governor’s officers and servants; the Mullers were shown to a large tent, divided off into a sitting-room and bedroom which had been made ready for them. In the afternoon they drove with the Rev. Wade, of the Church of England Missionary Society, to visit the Alexandra School for native girls. They saw a litde of Umritzur which is to Sikhs, what Benares is to Hindus. That evening at eight they dined with Sir Charles in his tent with a party of fifty people including several other missionaries.

	Next morning they rose at four, left the camp and travelled with the Governor and his retinue in special saloon carriages attached to an ordinary train to Lahore the capital of the Punjab. ‘From the railway station,’ recorded Mrs Muller with understandable awe, ‘a large waggonette, drawn by four camels, with riders on them in scarlet livery, conveyed Sir Charles Aitchison and ourselves to Government House, and there my husband and I remained in large, cool apartments, prepared for our reception, until March 31st.’ Muller held meetings every evening at Lahore, and one ‘for educated natives’ at the Rang Mahal was crowded to overflowing. ‘I shall never, never forget, all you told us regarding prayer,’ a gentleman from Lahore told Muller before he left, ‘I mean now to persevere in prayer, and to expect answers from God.’

	One evening Mrs Muller and Sir Charles’ sister rode through Lahore upon an elephant in a ‘howdah’, containing seats constructed to carry four persons, which was considered the best way of seeing the city to advantage. The huge animal, with a mahout, or driver, riding on his neck, knelt for us to mount him; but even then, a short ladder was necessary for us to get into the ‘howdah’. We visited the mosque of Wazir Khan, the Jama Musjid, Rungit Singh’s Mausoleum, and other objects usually considered interesting by strangers.

	The beginning of April found George and Susannah at Delhi. Stepping down from the train at the station they were handed a note from Mr Tremlett, formerly a Delhi High Court Judge, but then Commissioner; it contained an invitation to stay with him at his home, Ludlaw Castle, which they accepted and were promptly driven to the Commissioner’s magnificent residence. While at Delhi Muller was able to address the soldiers at the barracks attached to the Castle.

	At Mhow, in Central India, they stayed with General Sir Robert Phayre. On the first two evenings at Mhow Muller held open air meetings by the brilliant fight of the full moon in the compound surrounding the General’s home, and each time many officers and soldiers were among the audience.

	On April 21st the Mullers took an early morning drive to Par-buttee a high hill four miles from Poona. Alighting from their carriage at the bottom of the hill, they walked to the top and admired the magnificent view. A temple stood on the summit containing a representation of the god Shiva, and other gods and goddesses. Their guide, a Hindu, was on the point of enlightening them about these deities when Mrs Muller, never a woman to mince her words, nor prone to see a great deal of light in other religions interrupted:

	‘We do not believe in Shiva in the least,’ she said, ‘but in the true and living God, who made heaven and earth, and who sent His Son to die for poor lost sinners, as revealed in the Holy Scriptures.’

	‘I, too, believe in a supreme Being,’ said their guide.

	‘Did you ever hear of Jesus Christ?’

	‘Never!’

	‘Can you not then ask some kind missionary to teach you about Jesus, for without faith in Him you will never get to heaven.’

	‘I must try and learn about Him,’ said the guide, ‘I must try, I must try.’

	A busy programme in Bombay brought the Indian tour to a close. Before they left Mrs Muller received a letter from the Rev. John Fordyce who was well known in India at that time, which referred to Muller as ‘loved by thousands in India, and I believe by hundreds of thousands in other lands.’

	Early in May they bid Abraham, their faithful servant, a reluctant farewell and boarded the Indus for Aden and home. On June 5th they caught an express from Paddington which made Bristol in two and a half hours, and returned to No. 3 House after a journey of over twenty thousand miles.

	The next three tours were all in the British Isles; on the first of these Muller spoke at conference meetings in Leominster and crowded meetings in Hereford, Tenby, Manorbier, Begelly, Saun-dersfoot, Coldinn, Haverfordwest, Milford Haven, New Milford and Pembroke. This tour through Wales was cut short when Mrs Muller was taken ill with an attack of erysipelas in her face, brought on it was thought by sitting through too many crowded and badly ventilated meetings.

	The second tour, in the summer of 1885, began with meetings at the Old Hall, Wellington, Shropshire, but after these Muller, who was intending to travel to northern and southern Ireland, was himself taken ill with a violent cold and lameness in his foot, and was forced to travel with Susannah to the Isle of Wight for a period of convalescence. Frequent long drives in a pony carriage on the island had the required effect and Muller was able to return to Bristol in July.

	The third of these tours began with a series of meetings in Dundee, and on September 22nd, the couple travelled to Liverpool where they stayed at the Adelphi until early October: it was at the Adelphi that Muller celebrated his eightieth birthday. He conducted eight meetings at Liverpool, including some at Toxteth Tabernacle. The tour ended with Muller speaking at conference meetings at Clifton.

	The fourteenth tour took the Mullers (via the States) to countries which they had never previously visited. On January 23rd 1886 the couple sailed into Port Jackson harbour, Sydney, aboard the Australia; there they stayed—at Petty’s Hotel—until March 3rd. Muller held a large number of crowded meetings. In mid February they were introduced by Sir Alfred Steven to Lord Carrington, the Governor of New South Wales and also called on Sir James Martin, Sydney’s Chief Justice.

	Next stops on the tour were at Bathurst and Melbourne, where Muller twice addressed audiences of three thousand at the Theatre Royal and on one occasion preached to about five thousand at Melbourne Town Hall. More meetings were held on a return visit to Sydney before moving on to Brisbane where the couple preferred the climate.

	In August they boarded the Dacca bound for Java, where there was time for a little exploration before boarding the Borneo bound for Hong Kong. The captain of the Borneo was a Christian and at Singapore the Mullers drove with him into the town to collect their letters from the Post Office. At Hong Kong they stayed at the Victoria Hotel until the end of September, during which time Muller held many meetings with translation into Chinese. They took a number of evening drives through the beautiful city in a small open carriage on two wheels, drawn by coolies, known as a jinrickshaw; and one afternoon they ‘were carried in chairs, resting upon long poles, on the shoulders of coolies, two of these men being before, and two behind each chair (eight of them altogether), up one of the mountains as far as the Victoria Peak, 1,400 feet above the level of the sea, from which a fine view of Hong Kong, its harbour, and the mountainous scenery around, was obtained.’

	On then into the heart of China for meetings at Shanghai, Hankau, and Nankin where they visited the great Temple of Confucius.

	The feature of their stay in Japan, which was the next country visited, was the immense size of the audiences which turned up to hear Muller wherever he preached: it was the same story at Yokohama, Tokyo, Kobe, Kioto and Osaka. At Tokyo, the large Kosi-kwau hall was frequently crowded to overflowing with about two thousand five hundred people present. Translation into Japanese was by two Professors of Theology, Ishimoto Sanjiuro and Kajinosuke Ibuka—both converted men. Their sightseeing included a visit to the Emperor’s Palace and Gardens at Tokyo, a Buddhist Temple, a Pagoda and a Shrine.

	On their return journey Muller delivered more addresses at Hong Kong and Singapore before travelling back to London via Nice and Switzerland. They rested for a few days in London, in June 1887, staying at the Charing Cross Hotel; after a journey which had kept them away from Bristol for twenty months the traditional cheers from the children on Ashley Down when they first caught sight of the intrepid travellers were almost deafening.

	Mr and Mrs Muller’s next tour (from August 1887 to March 1890) was their last beyond European shores, and—as it turned out— Muller was fortunate to arrive home alive. They travelled first, via the States to Adelaide, Australia, where Muller held many meetings during a stay lasting some months and which included a visit to Keyneston. Muller also spoke at Mount Gambier, where they enjoyed a visit to the lovely Blue Lake, Narracoorte and Border Town before they travelled on to Tasmania where Muller preached twenty times in Hobart and a number of times in Perth (Tasmania).

	Next they went to New Zealand where their tour began with a series of meetings at Queenstown. Then, early in 1888, they travelled by train from Kingston to Dunedin. Opposite them, in a long saloon carriage, sat a gentleman with a newspaper in his hand, out of which [Mrs Muller recorded] he read aloud for a few minutes to his fellow passengers, that ‘the Rev. George Muller of Bristol, England, was about to visit Dunedin,’ etc etc; adding,—‘I would give a great deal indeed to see him.’ Upon being informed that Mr Muller was sitting just opposite him, he was delighted, took offhis hat, shook hands with us both, and entered into a long conversation, in which all our fellow passengers seemed greatly interested.

	At Dunedin they stayed at the Grand Hotel and all Muller’s meetings were crowded including those at the large Garrison Hall, which held nearly three thousand.

	The New Zealand tour took them on to Port Chalmers, Oamaru —where they stayed at the Star and Garter—Timaru, and Wellington. On Monday February 27th 1888 one Wellington newspaper stated that, ‘Yesterday evening the Rev. George Miiller of Bristol, England, preached at the Opera House to the largest congregation ever packed into that building, for not only were all the seats crowded to the utmost, but hundreds of persons were obliged to stand.’

	Next they visited Palmerston, Wanganui, Hawera, New Plymouth and Auckland, where they stayed—most of the time at Oram’s Hotel—from April 19th to June 27th. At Auckland Mr Muller preached forty-seven times altogether, including services___in the suburbs of Remuera, Parnell, Newton, North Shore, Ponsonby and Onehunga, where, at the different Churches, at the Opera House, in the Tabernacle, at the Theatre and at the Room of the Brethren, he had very large audiences continually, by whom he was listened to with great interest and attention.

	From Auckland they took an excursion to Ohinemutu and walked to the springs of boiling water, saw several quantities of boiling mud bubbling up at a little distance from the surface of the ground; and, in the afternoon, took a drive to the Geysers, which are springs of boiling water that rise with great force for several feet into the air, and generate large quantities of steam, which can be seen floating about in clouds from a considerable distance.

	Following this period in Auckland they returned to Australia where, on his third visit to Sydney, Muller preached eighty-six times and publicly answered questions put to him at the Burton Street Tabernacle. After more meetings in Melbourne they left Australia, aboard the Britannia for Ceylon. On December 3rd 1888 they landed at Colombo and were conveyed in a gharry for a mile to the Galle Face Hotel, which surrounded by large groves of cocoa-nut trees, stands in a pleasant, healthy situation upon the sea-shore, and our luggage followed us in a bullock-cart. Whilst at Colombo my husband held many meetings at the principal Churches... Having received an earnest invitation to attend a Convention at Nuwara-Eliya, on the morning of December 14th we rose at 5, ... and, after a slow and circuitous, but beautiful, journey up the mountains, surrounded by magnificent scenery, arrived at Nuna-Oya at 4 in the afternoon, alighted from the train, and were driven in an open carriage, four miles higher up, to Nuwara-Eliya, 6220 feet above the level of the sea, in a lovely and romantic situation, where, taking up our abode at the Grand Hotel, we remained until December 17th ... There are about 800 Tea Planters living on those mountains, from amongst whom many had been brought, not long since, to the knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ. In order that they might be benefited by the teaching of Mr Muller, and by his long experience in the divine life, he had been especially invited to attend this Convention, and a most abundant blessing was conveyed by his ministry.

	Whilst staying at Nuwara-Eliya, we walked occasionally in the gardens of the Hotel, where there were many flowers in full bloom, saw an immense flight of butterflies, millions of those insects, all flying in the sunshine in one direction, and had a good view of Mount Pedrotellagallah, 8400 feet above the level of the sea, which is the highest mountain in Ceylon.

	On December 31st they arrived in Calcutta for the start of their second visit to India. Once again they engaged an Indian servant to accompany them on their travels—this time, a native of Madras named John Nathaniel.

	Muller worked hard in Calcutta, preaching many times, despite the heat which became intense even for India.

	The mosquitos, too, became increasingly trying, both by day and by night; and though large punkahs, in the drawing-room and dining-hall were worked continually by coolies, and in our own bedroom a great punkah was swinging rapidly all day and all night long, nothing could satisfactorily abate the intensity of the heat.

	Muller was now in his eighty-fourth year and Mrs Muller grew alarmed for his health.

	I persuaded my husband, therefore, to consult a physician with reference to the climate, who told him that we ought not, on any account, to remain a day longer in the city than was absolutely necessary, and that, if we did, so, it would be at the risk of our lives ... On April 29th, therefore, we left Calcutta by the 4.30 p.m. train; but, soon after our departure from the railway station, my beloved husband—though an excellent traveller, and one amongst a thousand in his ability to endure fatigue—became so extremely unwell from exhaustion, produced by the amazing heat, that I was exceedingly alarmed, and feared that he might die suddenly in the train. I knew, too, that there were no hotels on the road, nor any railway stations at which we could stop with anything like comfort; so I persuaded him to lie down upon one of the long seats of the saloon compartment we occupied, in which, happily, there were no other passengers besides ourselves, placed one of the pillows we carry with us, when taking night journeys, under his head, and kept all the windows down, so that we might not lose a single breath of air. I fanned him repeatedly also with a large fan, persuaded him to drink a little of the wine and water, and to eat a few of the sandwiches, we had with us, and begged him, if possible, to try and sleep. When the train stopped long enough at the stations, too, and Nathaniel came to ask us if we wanted anything, I sent him to fetch a cup of tea for Mr Muller, or a glass of lemonade; and in answer to repeated, fervent prayer, managed to keep life in him until we reached Damookdea Ghat, where we arrived at nine in the evening. There, finding that his pulse was good, I took courage; we went on board the ferry-steamer immediately, where, seated upon a chair on deck, he found the night breezes blowing over the Ganges exceedingly refreshing; and, at Sara Ghat, we went on shore. At that station, a comfortable sleeping compartment was secured for us by Nathaniel in another train; at ten o’clock we started, and after travelling all night, in the course of which Mr Muller slept soundly for several hours, the next morning (April 30th) at halfpast eight, we reached Siligari. From that station, we travelled by steam tram-carriage up the Himalayan Mountains to Darjeeling, and arrived there in the afternoon at half-past four, when a jinrickshaw conveyed my husband, and I was carried in a dandy on the shoulders of Nepalese coolies, up a very steep, long road to Rockville, a large Boarding House, in a beautiful situation, with a fine view from it of the snow-covered peaks of the Himalayan Mountains in the distance, when the weather is clear. There, in a few days, Mr Muller regained his ordinary good health, and I am thankful to say that, through the Lord’s kindness, he became as well and as strong as usual.

	


Chapter Twenty-Six, Admiring His Kindness

	During some of our tours [wrote Muller] we have for many weeks together been exposed to cold from 50 to 56 degrees below freezing point; and at other times to heat from 90 to no degrees and upwards, discomforts which must have been experienced in order to know the full force of them. Then, on the sea, again and again, very heavy gales, and even a typhoon, have overtaken us, when the trials thus occasioned were severe. On the land we have had to travel, on a stretch, not merely for twenty or thirty hours uninterruptedly, but more than once we have been on the railway six days and six nights in succession. Though, on the whole, we have had excellent accommodation during our long journeys, yet sometimes we have been obliged to put up with the most trying and inferior kind. Twice, though in the best cabins, on board large, first class steam-ships, we have been exceedingly tried by insects; in the United States, in New South Wales, in Ceylon, and in India, the mosquitos were most grievous; and in two first class steamships, rats so abounded that they ran over us by night. Yet hitherto God has helped us and, we doubt not, will help us to the end.

	And indeed He did. Within a few days of coming close to death on that train from Calcutta to Darjeeling, Muller was able to resume a typically busy schedule—preaching regularly at Union Chapel, delivering lectures at the Town Hall, conducting Bible readings at the Manse, preaching in the theatre in neighbouring Jellapahar and holding a meeting for the German population of Darjeeling. At the same time he was busy writing the fiftieth annual report of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution.

	The Indian tour took them on to Simla, Mussourie, Dehra Dim, Agra, Cawnpore and Allahabad where Muller preached to seven hundred Indian Christians from five different churches who had gathered in the open air for a love feast.

	At Jubbulpore, Muller was handed a telegram from his son-in-law, James Wright: Muller’s only child Lydia Wright had died on January 10th 1890, in her 58th year. He had had no previous indication of her illness and he described the news, quite naturally, as a ‘heavy blow’; but he took comfort from Romans 8:28: ‘And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are called according to his purpose’. The Mullers decided to return for England by the first suitable steamer from Bombay.

	At Bombay—while waiting for the first ship to leave—Muller preached fifteen times in a large tent, and once in German to the sailors of a Prussian man-of-war, by courtesy of the commander. He arrived in London on March nth and preached at the Mildmay Conference Hall. Returning, then, to Bristol he had ‘great cause for praise, that the whole work was going on so well under the direction of [the bereaved] Mr Wright’.

	For more than four months in the summer of 1890 Muller worked on Ashley Down. He badly needed a rest, however, and for this reason he and Susannah left England in August for a river trip down the Rhine past Nenwied, Coblentz, Mayence and picturesque ruins set amid lovely wooded country. At Heidelberg, Muller, feeling rested and invigorated, preached four times at the German Evangelical Chapel. He began to receive numbers of invitations to preach in Germany and Switzerland and therefore decided to extend his break into another lengthy preaching tour.

	He began at Stuttgart, holding a large number of meetings, and noted that ‘the love of the truth was so great, that I had always extreme difficulty to reach the desk at the large Hall of the Burger Museum from whence I spoke; and the last few times that I preached, was obliged to be admitted through a side door, into this Hall, because by the ordinary way the desk could not be got at, on account of the immense crowds which filled the building’.

	At Schaffhausen he preached several times to over two thousand people in the Johannes Kirche; then on to Winterthur, Basle—where a dozen times the great Hall of the Vereins Haus was packed to hear him—Langall, St Gallen, Heiden, Herisau, Hauptweil and Chur in December—where the Mullers noticed large masses of thick ice floating on the rivers and lakes, and found the frost severe and cold intense.

	Returning from Switzerland to Germany Muller preached at Constance, Carlsruhe and Pforzheim, where (as at Stuttgart) ‘I had the greatest difficulty to press through the people, in order to reach the desk from which I spoke; and on the last three occasions had to obtain an entrance into the large Hall through a side door … At Freiburg in Baden he preached fifteen times and at Weisbaden ‘believers were edified, and careless unsaved persons were converted’ through Muller’s preaching. On March 18th he was asked to address over one hundred people at a large drawing-room meeting in the mansion of Princess Elizabeth von Schomberg Lippe.

	Many more crowded meetings were arranged at Frankfurt, Bonn, Mulheim and Essen where on Sunday morning May 24th 1891 over two thousand five hundred people crowded into the great Paulus Kirche to hear the veteran preacher. More meetings followed at packed halls and churches in Barmen, Elberfeld, Cassel—where he preached to four hundred prisoners—Berlin and Hamburg.

	At Halberstadt, where Muller had lived for five years as a scholar at the Cathedral Classical School before going up to the University of Halle, he preached in one of the churches to a ‘large and most attentive audience’. Then, after a stop at Wernigerode at the foot of Germany’s highest mountain, he travelled to Heimersleben where he had lived with his parents between the ages of four and ten. He rented a large hall and counted it ‘an especial honour and privilege to be allowed by the Lord to witness now for Him in the very place where, as a boy and young man, before my conversion, I had only dishonoured Him.’

	Ten more meetings followed at Magdeburg and Brandenburg before he returned to Berlin for a second series of meetings; at Breslau he addressed the university students.

	Travelling south Muller preached in Vienna at the Reformed Church, the Methodist and Baptist Chapels. It was in Vienna that year that he met up with his friend F. W. Baedeker and, according to Baedeker’s biographer, Muller ‘laid his hands on the head of Dr Baedeker, then a comparative youth of only sixty-eight summers, and “separated him to the special ministry to the banished brethren, committing him to the loving care of our Heavenly Father”.’ In the previous year the Russian Orthodox Church had resolved that Baptists, Stundists and those following ‘Paschkoffist heresies’ should be sternly dealt with; Colonel Paschkoff was simply one of many thousands banished to Siberia, Transcaucasia or other remote parts of the Empire. Baedeker travelled right across Siberia and into Sakhalin Island, visiting and encouraging these groups of persecuted Christians.

	Moving further south into Italy, besides a number of church services, Muller held four large drawing-room meetings in the apartments of Canon Seymour, an English clergyman living in Florence. From January to May 1892 he preached numerous times in Rome and Naples with translation into Italian by Count Papenegouth Oswald.

	On May 5th the Mullers arrived back at Dover and proceeded straight to Ashley Down after an absence of twenty-one months.

	The preaching tours were over. In seventeen years Mr and Mrs Muller had travelled about two hundred thousand miles; Muller was now in his eighty-eighth year. During the tours it had occurred to him that Mary, who had died in her seventy-third year, would not have had the strength to undertake such ardous travels. Susannah, on the other hand, while never taking any part in public, had been an ideal companion and had greatly assisted Muller in the circulation of tens of thousands of tracts in many different languages and large numbers of Bibles and testaments. She had spoken privately to thousands about the Christian gospel.

	The financial year that ended a few weeks after the Mullers arrived back at Ashley Down—year ending May 26th 1892—was the second only in the history of the homes in which expenditure had exceeded income. The first occasion had been the year 1881-2 when the expenses of the children’s work had exceeded income by nearly five hundred pounds; but in less than a month after the opening of the new financial year a sum was received from the payment of legacies which was three times greater than the deficiency: and this had occurred before the publication of the annual accounts.

	On this, the second occasion, expenditure was nearly two thousand pounds in excess of income. Sixteen legacies, however, which had been left were due and might be paid on any date worth nearly £3,500. In addition there were between forty and fifty other legacies which had been left to the Homes, worth nearly £2,600, but the payment of which depended on the decease of the testators’ widows or other relatives. Further, the five houses on Ashley Down had been built and furnished at a cost of £115,000; none was encumbered by a mortgage. Finally, the Institution owned about nineteen acres of valuable building land worth thousands of pounds. On the strength of all this Muller had not the slightest difficulty in borrowing from the bank for a short period to cover the deficit.

	On the other hand, however, Muller did not feel happy even to appear to be in debt. He wrote:

	The Lord’s dealings with us during the last year indicate that it is His will we should contract our operations, and we are waiting upon Him for directions as to how, and to what extent, this should be done; for we have but one single object in connection with this Institution, viz., the glory of God. When I founded it, one of the principles stated was, ‘That there would be no enlargement of the work, by going into debt’; and, in like manner, we cannot go on with that, which already exists, if we have not sufficient means coming in, to meet the current expenses.

	In the event, the only actual contraction of the work took place in the day school activities: at the end of July 1892 it was announced that most home and foreign day schools would be closed on October 31st; and on the appointed date, the sad operation was duly carried out. The school at Purton in Gloucestershire, the premises of which were owned by the Institution, and where young teachers for Ashley Down were trained, carried on as usual. Also all the Spanish and Italian schools, as well as three United Kingdom ones, continued to exist independently of SKI, the institution aiding them whenever it remained possible. Sunday schools would be supported as usual.

	With regard to the children’s work, after some months of prayer, Muller and his staff finally interpreted God’s will to be that the work should not expand further. Originally, Muller had purchased over ten acres of land on which he had planned to build two more houses opposite numbers four and five. In March 1893, however, this land was sold at £1,000 an acre for £10,405.

	By the end of the century, the social problem which Muller had sought to alleviate was itself easing. Leaders of national opinion such as Charles Dickens and the Earl of Shaftesbury had aroused interest in the care of children throughout the country. And others, besides Muller, had entered the field—Barnardo, Fegan, the Church of England Children’s Society etc. Following Muller’s example, there was now none of the eighteenth-century style barriers to entry: and the system of admission by election of subscribers had, thanks to Muller, all but disappeared.

	Muller’s influence on the care of children was not now confined to the United Kingdom. In October 1893 he received the following letter from Japan:

	Dear Mr Muller,

	Having had the pleasure of meeting you in Japan, in which country I have been living for the last seven years, I should like to see you again, and tell you something about the Orphanage, which Mr Ishii is now carrying on in Okayama, which is really one of the results of your visit, and of the accounts which you gave, while you were in Tokyo, of the wonderful way God has provided for your own orphans in Bristol.

	The said Mr Ishii, a Japanese Christian, was acting on the same principles as were maintained on Ashley Down; he cared for some one hundred and fifty children.

	Susannah Muller was now seventy-three. On January 13th 1894, Muller’s journal notes without warning that it pleased God to take to Himself my beloved wife, after He had left her to me twenty-three years and six weeks. By the grace of God I am not merely perfectly satisfied with this dispensation, but I kiss the hand which administered the stroke, and I look again for the fulfilment of that word in this instance, that ‘All things work together for good to them that love God’ (Romans 8:28).

	Thus Muller was again a widower.

	My loneliness [he wrote] after sixty-two years and five months of a happy married life, has been great, and is great; but I continually praise God for what He gave me, for what He left me for a long time, and for what He has now taken; for it is all good for me. By constantly admiring the Lord’s kindness to me in this very thing, and that He has now entirely freed my beloved departed one from all bodily and spiritual infirmities, and made her unspeakably happy in His presence; He overpowers my loneliness, .and is doing more than merely supporting me.

	With the last preaching tour over, Muller rarely left Bristol. Now that he was alone, he decided to give up No. 21 Paul Street and to move into a suite of rooms in No. 3 House on Ashley Down which became his home for the remaining years of his life.

	In September 1895, on his ninetieth birthday, a presentation was made to him in Bethesda Chapel. Acknowledging it, he said that his voice was stronger than it had been sixty-nine years earlier, and that his mental powers were as good as ever. That same day he recorded in his journal that ‘my mind is as clear and as capable of work, as when I passed my examination for the University in March, 1825 (seventy-one years since)’.

	He still took regular part in the Sunday morning services at Bethesda, Alma Road, and Stokes Croft Chapels. He no longer preached, however, at evening services, though he continued to play his normal part in the running of the orphan-houses. Indeed, he continued to write the Annual Reports until the edition for the period May 1896 to May 1897.

	His passion for detail and accuracy never waned. On November 5th 1895, he recorded some of the articles of provision which had been sent to Ashley Down during the previous year:

	9,455 quarterns of bread, whereby 100 sacks of flour have been saved, 141 lbs of butter, 13 very large cheeses and 24 lbs, 15 tons and 16 cwts of coal, 59 lbs of tea, 239 lbs of bacon, 709 lbs of meat, 20 boxes of soap, 29 large pots of jam, 72,648 apples [who counted them?] 7,037 pears, 240 lbs of cherries, 3,362 plums, 4,174 buns, 22 cases of oranges, a large quantity of potatoes, carrots, turnips, flour. There were also two living oxen sent to be killed for meat for the Institution.

	


Chapter Twenty-Seven, Precious Prospect

	Early in the summer of 1897 Charles Parsons visited Muller in his study at No. 3. ‘He received me with a cordial handshake,’ Parsons recorded, ‘and bade me welcome.’

	‘You have always found the Lord faithful to His promise?’ Parsons asked.

	‘Always,’ replied Muller with great earnestness, ‘He has never failed me! For nearly seventy years every need in connection with this work has been supplied. The orphans, from the first until now, have numbered 9,500, but they have never wanted a meal. Never! Hundreds of times we have commenced the day without a penny in hand, but our Heavenly Father has sent supplies by the moment they were actually required. There never was a time when we had no wholesome meal. During all these years I have been enabled to trust in God, in the Living God, and in Him alone. One million, four hundred thousand pounds have been sent to me in answer to prayer. We have wanted as much as £50,000 in one year, and it has all come by the time it has been really needed. No man on earth can say that I ever asked him for a penny. We have no committees, no collectors, no voting, and no endowments. All has come in answer to believing prayer. My trust has been in God alone; He has many ways of moving the hearts of men to help us all over the world. While I am praying He speaks to this one and another, on this continent and on that, to send us help. Only the other evening, while I was preaching, a gentleman wrote me a cheque for a large amount for the orphans, and handed it to me when the service was over.’

	‘I have read your life, Mr Muller, and have noticed how greatly, at times, your faith has been tried. Is it with you now as formerly?’ ‘My faith is tried as much as ever, and my difficulties are greater than ever. Besides our financial responsibilities, suitable helpers have constantly to be found, and suitable places have to be provided for scores and hundreds of orphans who are constantly leaving the Homes. Then often our funds run very low; we had come nearly to the end of our supplies: I called my beloved helpers together and said to them “Pray, brethren, pray!” Immediately, £100 was sent us, then £200, and in a few days £1,500 came in. But we have to be always praying and always believing. Oh, it is good to trust in the living God, for He hath said, “I will never leave thee, I will never forsake thee.” Expect great things from God, and great things you will have. There is no limit to what He is able to do. Praises for ever be to His Glorious Name! Praise Him for all! Praise Him for everything! I have praised Him many times when He has sent me 6d, and I have praised Him when He has sent me £ 12,000.’

	‘I suppose you have never contemplated a reserve fund?’

	Muller answered with much emphasis: ‘That would be the greatest folly. How could I pray if I had reserves? God would say, “Bring them out; bring out those reserves, George Muller.” Oh no, I have never thought of such a thing! Our reserve fund is in Heaven. God, the living God is our sufficiency. I have trusted Him for one sovereign; I have trusted Him for thousands, and I have never trusted in vain. “Blessed is the man that trusteth in Him”.’

	‘Then, of course you have never thought of saving for yourself?’ ‘I shall not soon forget,’ Parsons wrote, ‘the dignified manner with which I was answered by this mighty man of faith. Hitherto, he had been sitting opposite me, with his knees almost close to mine, with clasped hands, and eyes that betokened a calm, quiet, and meditative spirit. Most of the time he leaned forward, his gaze directed to the floor. But now, he sat erect, and looked for several moments into my face with an earnestness that seemed to penetrate through my very soul. There was a grandeur and majesty about those undimmed eyes, so accustomed to spiritual visions, and to looking into the deep things of God. I do not know whether the question seemed to him a sordid one, or whether it touched, shall I say, a lingering remnant of the old self to which he so often alludes in all his discourses. Anyhow, there was no shadow of doubt that it aroused his whole being. After a brief pause, during which his face was a sermon, and the depths of his clear eyes flashed fire, he unbuttoned his coat and drew from his pocket an old-fashioned purse, with rings in the middle separating the character of the coins. He placed it in my hand, saying, “All I am possessed of is in that purse— every penny! Save for myself! Never! When money is sent to me for my own use I pass it on to God. As much as £1,000 has thus been sent at one time, but I do not regard these gifts as belonging to me; they belong to Him, Whose I am, and Whom I serve. Save for myself! I dare not save; it would be dishonouring to my loving, gracious, all-bountiful Father.’

	Parsons handed the purse back to Muller, who told him the sum it contained.

	Parsons asked him if he spent much time on his knees.

	‘More or less, every day. But I live in the spirit of prayer. I pray as I walk about, when I lie down, and when I rise up. And the answers are always coming. Thousands and tens of thousands of times have my prayers been answered. When once I am persuaded that a thing is right and for the glory of God, I go on praying for it until the answer comes. “George Muller never gives up!’”

	The words were spoken in an exulting tone. There was a ring of triumph about them, and his countenance was all aglow with holy joy. He had got up from his seat while uttering them, and had walked round to the side of the table. He went on: ‘Thousands of souls have been saved in answer to the prayers of George Muller. He will meet thousands, yea, tens of thousands in Heaven!’

	There was another pause, but Parsons made no remark, and Muller continued: ‘The great point is never to give up until the answer comes. I have been praying for fifty-two years, every day, for two men, sons of a friend of my youth. They are not converted yet, but they will be! How can it be otherwise? There is the unchanging promise of Jehovah, and on that I rest. The great fault of the children of God is, they do not continue in prayer; they do not go on praying; they do not persevere. If they desire anything for God’s glory, they should pray until they get it. Oh, how good, and kind, and gracious, and condescending is the One with Whom we have to do! He has given me, unworthy as I am, immeasurably above all I had asked or thought! I am only a poor, frail, sinful man, but He has heard my prayers tens of thousands of times, and He has used me as the means of bringing tens of thousands into the way of truth. I say tens of thousands, in this and other lands. These unworthy lips have proclaimed salvation to great multitudes, and many, very many, have believed unto eternal life.’

	Parsons’ record continues:

	‘ “I cannot help noticing the way in which you speak of yourself,”

	I said, conscious that I was approaching a subject at once tender and sacred, and closely allied with his deepest spiritual moods and personal relationship to God, that I half reproached myself as soon as the words were uttered. He disarmed all my fears, however, by exclaiming, “There is only one thing George Muller deserves, and that is— hell! I tell you, my brother, that is the only thing I deserve. I am indeed, a hell-deserving sinner. By nature I am a lost man, but I am a sinner saved by the grace of God. Though I am by nature a sinner, I do not live in sin; I hate sin; I hate it more and more; and I love holiness; yea, I love holiness more and more.”

	‘I said to him, “I suppose through all these long years in your work for God, you have met with much to discourage you?”

	‘“I have met with many discouragements,” he answered; “but at all times my hope and confidence has been in God. On the word of Jehovah’s promise hath my soul rested. O, it is good to trust in Him; His Word never returns void. He giveth power to the faint, and to them that have no might He increaseth strength. This applies also to my public ministrations. Sixty-two years ago I preached a poor, dry, barren sermon, with no comfort to myself, and, as I imagined, with no comfort to others. But a long time afterwards I heard of nineteen distinct cases of blessing that had come through that sermon.”

	‘... Mr Muller fetched from another room a copy of his life, in which he inscribed my name. His absence afforded me an opportunity of looking round the apartment. I observed that the furniture was of the simplest and plainest description, and such as was useful. All seemed in harmony with the man of God who had been talking to me. It is a great principle with Mr Muller that it does not become the children of God to be ostentatious in their style, or appointments, or dress, or manner of living. Expensiveness and luxury are not seemly in those who are the professed disciples of the meek and lowly One, Who had not where to lay His Head. On the desk there lay an open Bible, of clear type, without notes, or references.

	‘This, then, I thought, is the abode of the mightiest man, spiritually, of modern times—a man specially raised up to show to a cold, calculating, selfish age the realities of the things of God, and to teach the Church how much she might gain, if only she were wise enough to take hold of the arm of Omnipotence.

	‘I had been with the Prince of Prayer one whole hour, and only once there came a knock at his door. It was opened by Mr Muller, and there stood one of his orphans, one of the largest family on earth, a fair-haired maiden. “My dear!” said he, “I cannot attend to you just now. Wait awhile, and I will see you.” Thus was I privileged to remain uninterrupted with this father in Israel, this prevailer with God, this latter-day hero in the fight, this traveller of ninety-one years in life’s rough pilgrimage—a man who, like Moses, speaks to God as a man speaketh to his friend. To me it was as one of the hours of heaven come down to earth.

	‘His prayer was very short and simple. Bending lowly upon his knees, he said:

	“O Lord, bless Thy dear Servant before Thee more and more, more and more, more and more! And do Thou graciously guide his pen in all that he may write in regard to this Thy work and our conversation to-day. I ask it through the merits of Thy dear Son, our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Amen.’”

	That summer, Muller’s ninety-second, also marked the Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria’s long reign. On June 16th, he recorded the arrival on Ashley Down of a gift from the Mayor of Bristol of £50, a sum allotted to the Institution out of the City Jubilee Fund, ‘for the purpose of providing treats for the orphans, in commemoration of the sixtieth year of the happy and prosperous reign of Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen.’ The money was spent by arranging for the children from the five houses to visit Clifton Zoo—a treat which, Muller said, they greatly enjoyed. ‘Besides inspecting the interesting and instructive collection of animals, the children were supplied with tea and an abundance of suitable provisions.’ The balance of the sum was taken to provide special treats for the very youngest infants who were too small to walk to Clifton.

	June 20th 1897, was Jubilee Sunday, and, for once, Muller broke his recently self-imposed rule by preaching at the evening service at Bethesda. How eagerly the large congregation watched as the tall, erect figure mounted the pulpit stairs and turned to address them! This was to be a sermon from the man who had founded his Scriptural Knowledge Institution three years before the teenaged Princess had become Queen and who had begun to care for thirty children in No. 6 Wilson Street, fourteen months before her accession. In the sixty years that had elapsed his name had become a byword for faith throughout the world; this was the man who claimed, in a letter to the British and Foreign Bible Society, to have read the whole Bible through ‘considerably more than one hundred times... with prayer and meditation’. This would be a sermon worth listening to.

	‘Our meditation this evening,’ he began, ‘as the Lord may help us, will be on the short but precious 23rd Psalm, “The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want.” This was spoken and written by King David. Now, naturally, we should be inclined to say, “No wonder that he said, ‘I shall not want’, because he, who had once been a poor shepherd boy, looking after a few sheep, was now a king.” And not merely a king, but an exceedingly mighty king, for he had it in his power, if it had been necessary, to send many thousands of soldiers into the battle. And not merely a very mighty king, but an exceedingly rich king. Therefore, we are inclined, naturally, to say, “That was the reason why he said, ‘I shall not want.’” He was, indeed, exceedingly rich, for he had gathered together for the building of the Temple such an enormous stun that it would amount to more than nine hundred millions of pounds sterling of our money! So vast a sum that all the enormous national debt of Great Britain could be cleared off at once by it! And out of his own privy purse alone he had given for the building of the Temple more than eight million pounds sterling, a thing that has never been since heard of in history.

	‘Yet these were not reasons why he said, “I shall not want”, but because Jehovah was his Shepherd! He looked after him. He cared for him. He fed him. He nourished him. And thus the great point regarding ourselves is, that the Lord Jesus is our Shepherd, that we are His sheep; and this we know if we are heeding His voice. Let us ask ourselves, “Do we hear the voice of the Lord Jesus? Do we attend to what He says? Are we mindful of seeking to please Him, and to carry out His Word in our life and deportment? And, above all, do we trust in Him Who laid down His life for the sheep, Who made an atonement for poor sinners, whereby all who trust in Him for salvation might be saved?” These are deeply important questions, which we should aim to be able to answer in the affirmative. Thus it is with me. Then, even though we may be amongst the poorest, the most ignorant, the most tried persons on earth, we, too, shall be warranted by the fact that we are the sheep of Christ to say, “I shall not want”.

	‘And here particularly notice this. “I shall not want”, does not simply refer to bodily necessities, nor merely to mental necessities, but to everything that we can possibly need while here on earth. If we find the spiritual conflict is great, and we seek more and more to enter into our weakness, and helplessness, and nothingness, and entire dependence on God for assistance, here is a . word for our comfort which does not belong to David only, but to us also, individually, if we have Jehovah-Jesus for our Shepherd. In whatever want, of whatever kind, we possibly can be while on the road to Heaven, it is our precious, glorious privilege, with David, to say to ourselves, “I shall not want, because my Heavenly Father is my Shepherd, my precious adorable Lord Jesus Christ is my Helper, my Friend, my Elder Brother, my Saviour. He will never leave me, nor forsake me!” O, how unspeakably blessed is the position of the weakest, the feeblest, the least instructed child of God! Therefore the great, the deeply important question once more is this, “Do we belong, individually, to the sheep of Christ?” My heart’s desire and prayer is that everyone here present may with earnestness seek to get into such a Scriptural state of heart, as to be warranted to say, “The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want.”

	‘In the second verse, the figure of the shepherd and the sheep is kept up. “He maketh me to lie down in green pastures.” Not, “driveth me to a few dry blades of grass,” but green pastures, tender grass. Then, the sheep are not driven to these; but they are at leisure to partake of the green grass, the tender grass, the “green pastures”, and to lie down and to rise again, as sheep. Now the figures here used bring before us the blessedness of a child of God! The world knows nothing of our happiness in the Lord, and cannot, therefore, in the least degree enter into the blessedness of our position as God’s children ...

	‘“He maketh me to lie down in green pastures”. The figure here used regarding the sheep brings before us the exceeding great blessings and happiness which are the result of putting our trust in the Lord Jesus Christ. What, therefore, we have to do is to seek more and more to ponder it, and more and more to enter into it, with reference to ourselves. Then, not merely “green pastures” are mentioned, but “still waters”. “He leadeth me beside the still waters”; the waters of quietness, on account of the timid nature of the sheep. This is especially referred to. Not a mountain torrent, which might frighten away the sheep, are they led to for drinking; but to the quiet still waters, in character with the sheep. They are not frightened away. “He restoreth my soul; He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness, for His Name’s sake.” I will mention here (what I have mentioned, I think, before) that this has nothing to do with bringing backsliders to Himself again. In the Hebrew, the words mean, “He refresheth my soul”, or “He invigorates my soul”; just as by means of a very good night’s rest we are invigorated and refreshed, or as a cooling draught of water given at the time of harvest on a hot summer’s day to the labourer would refresh him, so, spiritually, we, who are the children of God, are refreshed by our Precious Shepherd.

	‘It is the very joy and delight of the heart of our precious Lord Jesus Christ to refresh us spiritually. If at any time we are cast down, through trials and difficulties, or through sore temptations, which we have to encounter, and we find that we are not being refreshed, what we should do is to remind the Lord Jesus Christ that to Him “hath been given the tongue of the learned, that He might know how to speak a word in season to them that are weary”, to them who have need to be refreshed, to comfort them, to encourage them, to strengthen their hands in God. This precious word we have brought before us regarding the Lord Jesus Christ in the 4th verse of the 50th chapter of Isaiah, and I advise all my beloved brethren and sisters in Christ to make much more use than they have yet done of this blessed word.

	“‘He refresheth my soul.” O let us make use of this! O let us, in child-like simplicity, trust our precious, precious Lord Jesus Christ! Whenever you are cast down, whenever you are greatly tried spiritually, open your heart to the precious Jesus, as your Friend. I have done it for many a long year, and it is just this which upholds me, which comforts me, which makes me a happy man. I deal with my precious Lord Jesus as a bosom Friend. I pour out my whole heart to Him, and tell Him, all, everything; and beg and intreat Him, whenever I need it, to speak to me a word in season, that the weariness may pass away, and that I may be refreshed spiritually. And I find Him ever ready to help me. “He restoreth my soul; He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness, for His Name’s sake.” The Lord brings us into the right road, into “the paths of righteousness”, and we are depending on Him to be led along in the same road, for we should soon wander away from Him and go back again to our own foolish, sinful desires. This second part of the verse shows what is meant by “He restoreth my soul, He leads me along in the right road.”

	‘ “Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.” Here we find the Psalmist supposing .himself to be brought to meet the greatest trial, the greatest affliction; nay, to be brought to the very close of life, to pass through the ordeal of death. Yet his language is, “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil.” How comes this? Is it because we have so much medical power? Surely not! When we are brought to the very brink of the grave, is it because we have so much physical power and strength? No! But quite the reverse. The reason is this: because we have the Lord Jesus with us! “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.” O how precious! The Lord caring for us, by His passing with us through the Vale of Tears.

	‘When we are brought to the condition that more than ever we need Him, as a Friend, as a Helper, as a Support, there He is, never leaving us, nor forsaking us! What we have to say individually to ourselves when the heaviest and greatest trials come, and when we are brought even to the very brink of the grave, and when heart and flesh fail, is, “Thou art with me; Thou, my precious Lord Jesus, art with me; Thou hast not forsaken me, Thou art now with me, in my utter weakness and helplessness; I have Thee as my Almighty Friend and Upholder, and Comforter and Strength.” O how precious! “Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil.” Some of the dear children of God, the real, true children of God, have fear regarding the hour of death. “How will it be when I come to die?” they think. O say to yourself, “I will fear no evil!” Not because we are anything in ourselves, or can do anything by ourselves; but simply because it is written, “Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.”

	‘Now the last two verses place before us the intimate connection between God and His children, under another figure—under the figure of a host inviting guests. “Thou preparest a table before me, in the presence of mine enemies; Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.” Taking this verse, what is the meaning? It consists in two things. Trusting the Lord Jesus Christ, the One on Whom we have to feed; seeking to enter into what God has given us in Jesus Christ, as the Law Fulfiller, as the Atoner for our sins, and on Whom we have to feed spiritually. That is the table which God has prepared for us. Secondly, the Word of God, the revealed Will of God, as we have it in the Holy Scriptures, that is what God gives to us for our food; and this notwithstanding all the hatred of Satan, notwithstanding all the opposition of our enemies. “Thou preparest a table before me, in the presence of mine enemies.”

	‘But now comes the practical question, “Do we feed practically on Christ? Do we seek at large to ponder what the Lord Jesus Christ is to us, as our Redeemer, as our Great High Priest, as the One Who is coming again to take us to Himself, that where He is we may be also? What the Lord Jesus Christ is to us as our Friend, as our Counsellor, as our Strength? Now do we seek in Him an interest, and do we day by day put on (to use the figure that is used in Scripture) the helmet of our salvation; that is, seek to enter into what is connected with the return of the Lord Jesus Christ? Do we comfort ourselves day by day with all this?” O how deeply important to attend to it that we may have peace and joy in the Holy Ghost, that the world may see what a blessed thing it is to be a child of God— that thus we may not only glorify Him, but strengthen the hands of our fellowmen.

	‘“Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.” In the East, when a great one invited any one of his friends to take a meal with him, to spend a day with him, one of the first things was not only that the servants should hand him water to wash his feet, but oil to anoint his head. As a mark of respect and reverence this was done. That was the welcome, so to speak, given to the guest who came to the house of the great one. Now, we have no such thing done to us, but something infinitely more precious. The Holy Spirit is given to us—the Holy Spirit again and again represented under the figure of oil. And as assuredly as we have the Holy Ghost given to us, so surely shall we get to Heaven, so surely shall we share the glory of Christ, so surely shall we become like Christ and have our glorified bodies. These are the things which are implied in the gift of the Holy Spirit! O how precious these things are!

	‘If the heart habitually were given to these things, it would be full of joy! We should be exceedingly happy; and therefore my affectionate counsel and advice to my beloved fellow-believers is, seek more and more to ponder all this, with application to your own hearts, in order that your joy may increase more abundantly. And what will come of it at last? You will be able to say, with the Psalmist, “My cup runneth over”—“I am so happy a man that I can scarcely bear it; I not only have something in my cup, and a good deal in my cup, and have my cup full; but my cup runneth over.” O the blessed position of a child of God, not as to pounds, shillings, and pence, not as to the possession of many houses, not as to the possession of a great many hundreds of acres of land, not because he has an enormous sum in the funds—not on these accounts. There may be little, or nothing at all, of all this found in his possession. But as to peace and joy in the Holy Ghost, as to the blessedness of having this brought down into his heart, O, my friends, how precious this!

	‘Now comes the last verse, “Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.” The poor one has been invited as a guest by the Rich One. He goes, and finds it very pleasant there, and is happy. All that is just what he desires naturally. Now. what conclusion does he come to? “I find it so very pleasant to be here, I will remain here, I will not go away any more.” This brings before us what the child of God finds, in acquaintance with Christ. Not merely entering into what God has given him in Christ Jesus; not merely having to say, “My cup runneth over; I am brimful of happiness.” But, “I have almost more than I can bear. I find it so pleasant, so exceedingly pleasant, this way of going on, I can never get into another position any more. I will remain in the house of my Heavenly Father for ever.”

	‘That is the position into which we are brought as believers in Christ! And as assuredly as we are honestly walking in the ways of the Lord, and truly surrendering the heart to God, this is the result to which we come. We find it so pleasant, so precious, even for this life, that we have no desire to depart from the ways of the Lord. In our natural, worldly condition, we seek after happiness; but we do not get it. Nothing but disappointment is the result, for after a few hours all this worldly happiness is gone. But the position into which we are brought by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ not only insures us happiness for a few days, or a few months, or a few years, but for ever and ever. So that our heart says, “I will remain in this way; I am so happy in this way; I will never forsake this way.”

	‘Not merely so. But “‘Goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life.’ I shall now be for ever and ever a happy man, and I will remain in the presence of my Father; I will not leave His House any more, because I have found it so very, very precious to be a child of God.” Now, this has been my own happy experience for seventy-one years and a half, and therefore I commend this plan, which is according to the Holy Scriptures, to any and every one who has not yet had it. It is not merely for this one, or another one; but God is willing to bestow the blessing upon any and every one who is desirous of having it. All we have to do is, just like mere beggars, to open our hands and to receive what God is willing to give to us. We have to own that we deserve nothing but punishment; we have to own that we are sinners who, on account of our natural sinfulness, are entirely unworthy of all the blessings which God is willing to bestow upon us; and owning to this, and then putting our trust in the Lord Jesus Christ for salvation ensures to us these gifts. Will you not accept them if you have not accepted them yet? Will you all who have not yet put your trust in Jesus, do so now? O what unspeakable blessedness is here! I remember well the very first evening after my conversion lying peacefully on my bed, knowing that my sins were forgiven, that Heaven was my Home, that I was now regenerated, brought on the road to Heaven, and my heart was ready to leap for joy. And ever since matters have gone on in the same way, and this is the blessedness I desire for everyone who is yet without it. God give the blessing, and abundant blessing, for Christ’s sake.’

	Dr Pierson records that to one who asked him the secret of his service, Muller replied, ‘There was a day when I died, utterly died’; and, as he spoke, he bent lower and lower until he almost touched the floor—‘died to George Muller, his opinions, preferences, tastes and will—died to the world, its approval or censure—died to the approval or blame even of my brethren and friends—and since then I have studied only to show myself approved unto God.’

	Whatever the secret, service to God was a passion with Muller. During that summer he was persuaded to take a few weeks’ rest at Bishopsteignton; on the evening of his arrival he asked:

	‘What opportunity is there here for service for the Lord?’

	It was suggested to him that he had just come from continuous work, and that this was a time for rest. Muller promptly replied that, being free from his usual labours, he felt he must be occupied in some other way in the service of God; for to glorify Him was his object in life. Meetings were accordingly arranged and he preached to attentive congregations at Bishopsteignton and Teignmouth.

	Muller then returned to Bristol; the leaves on Ashley Hill turned golden and then fell. Summer gave way to winter. In his rooms in No. 3, Muller continued to work and pray; as the weather grew colder he still ventured out from time to time to preach in Bristol. One week-day evening that winter, a huge crowd assembled to hear him in Old Market Street Chapel. His text was an unusual one: Lamentations 3:22, ‘It is of the Lord’s mercies that we are not consumed, because his compassions fail not.’ It is said that, as he spoke, he seemed full of the Holy Spirit. Towards the end of his address, he said:

	‘While all things change here below, the precious Jesus our Friend, is “the same yesterday, and to-day, and for ever”. What He was millions of years since, He is now. What He was when He walked through Judea, Samaria, and Galilee, He is now—His heart full of tenderness, of pity, of compassion.

	‘Though you be the greatest, the oldest, the most hardened sinner, though you have sinned again and again against light and knowledge, if you now trust in Christ, you will for His sake be forgiven, for there is power in the blood of Christ to take away the greatest sins.

	‘Learning in itself gives no happiness—no real, true happiness. Christ, and Christ alone, gives real, true happiness. I know seven languages, and with all this I should have gone to hell if it had not been that I knew Christ, Christ, Christ. Oh! the blessedness of being a disciple of the Lord Jesus!

	‘I am a happy old man; yes, indeed, I am a happy old man! I walk about my room, and I say, “Lord Jesus, I am not alone, for Thou art with me. I have buried my wives and my children, but Thou art left. I am never lonely or desolate with Thee and with Thy smile, which is better than life itself!” ’

	Sunday morning, March 6th 1898: the sea breezes above the Avon gorge seemed just a little less chilly; the residents of Clifton watched for signs of the approaching spring. At Alma Road Chapel, latecomers at the morning service quickly noticed: Bristol’s most distinguished citizen was present. Fervently, they hoped he would take part. He did. Shortly before the time when it was customary to ‘break bread’, the aged saint rose to his feet.

	‘May we read from Isaiah, chapter six.’ He read the chapter and then asked the congregation to turn with him to the gospel of John chapter twelve. He read verses 37-41: ‘These things said Esaias, when He saw His glory, and spake of Him’ (verse 41). ‘This last verse,’ said Muller, ‘settles the matter, that what we were reading in Isaiah 6 all refers to the glory of our adorable Lord Jesus Christ. In the whole of divine testimony we do not find a single portion which speaks more of His majesty and glory. We will now read it once more, verse by verse, in reference to our precious, adorable Lord Jesus.’

	In his own inimitable style, Muller read the passage again, making clear, concise comments on each verse: drawing lessons where there were lessons to be drawn, but never imposing on the text unintended meanings. When he came to verses 10-12 he said, ‘Of such terrible judgments we read little in the Holy Scriptures, but in this case the awful judgment came upon them [the Jews], because Jehovah had sent His prophets, time after time, and they would not attend to what these prophets said to them. And this awful judgment is yet on them up to the present; nevertheless, they remain the people of the living God, and it will yet be seen that the promises made to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob have their further fulfilment.’

	He then reminded the congregation that a similar judgment might have befallen them were it not for God’s mercy and grace. ‘O how pitifully, how mercifully, how tenderly, how graciously the Lord has been dealing with us in Christ Jesus! And what He has been doing and is doing, He will continue to do to the end of our earthly pilgrimage—He will not leave us nor forsake us, and a little while, and then He takes us home to Himself. O the bright, glorious prospect which we poor, miserable sinners have through faith in Christ Jesus! And at last taken home to be for ever with the Lord, and to see that lovely One who laid down His life for us, ourselves being permitted to kiss His feet, ourselves being permitted to kiss His hands! O the precious prospect that awaits us! ... O the precious blood of Christ!’

	Muller sat down. The bread was broken and passed, reverently, one to another. The wine poured out and drunk—the perfect sacrifice remembered, once more, once less.

	Muller spent the afternoon with one of his closest friends, Benjamin Perry. During their conversation, Muller mentioned that a week or two earlier he had paid a visit to two mutual friends of theirs, both eight or ten years younger than himself, but both unable any longer to play an active part in the Lord’s work. ‘I came away,’ Muller told Perry with a smile, ‘feeling myself quite young in comparison. Oh, how very kind and good the Lord has been to me! Now in my ninety-third year I am still without rheumatism, or an ache or pain, and I can still do my ordinary work at the Orphan Houses with as much comfort to myself as seventy years ago.’

	And so he did. Next day, Monday, he was at his desk again at No. 3 working as usual. In the evening he travelled to Bethesda for the prayer meeting. After the meeting, Mr Fred Bergin introduced two friends to him who had just arrived from Barnstaple, one of whom brought greetings from Robert Chapman.

	‘Dear Mr Chapman,’ said Muller, ‘give him again my love; he is the oldest friend I have.’ They had enjoyed sixty-eight years of close friendship.

	On the Tuesday Muller worked as usual. Next morning, Wednesday, Muller felt weak as he got up and found it necessary to rest three times as he dressed. James Wright suggested that in future he ought to have an attendant in his bedroom to help him dress. ‘After to-morrow,’ said Muller.

	Later in the day, he remarked, ‘I feel quite myself again.’ In the evening he led the usual weekly prayer meeting in No. 3, giving out the hymns ‘The countless multitude on high’ and, ‘We’ll sing of the Shepherd that died’. After the singing of the last verse:

	We’ll sing of such subjects alone,

	None other our tongues shall employ;

	But better His love will be known

	In yonder bright regions of joy.

	Muller wished Mr Wright ‘Good night’ and climbed the stairs to his bedroom.

	Close behind, but not knowing who was ahead of her, a young student teacher, then living in No. 3, ran up the stairs, singing, ‘I know not what awaits me, God kindly veils my eyes’.

	‘On nearing the top of the first flight,’ she recalled later, ‘I was conscious of a dark figure standing quite still. It was Mr Muller on the way from the prayer meeting to his bedroom. He waited until I reached him, and then, shaking hands with me, said:

	‘ “I am so glad to see you so happy, but you must not run up the stairs two at a time, you may hurt yourself”.’

	Muller retired to his room. For some time, he had been in the habit of taking some nourishment during the night, and as usual that evening, a glass of milk and a biscuit had been put on his dressing table, should he need it. Next morning he awoke between five and six o’clock. He got up and walked towards the dressing table.

	And then, in a moment, that bright prospect of which he had spoken just four days earlier became—for him—a glorious reality. George Muller saw the lovely One.

	
Postscript

	At about seven on the Thursday morning, Muller’s attendant knocked at his door with a cup of tea. On entering, she found him lying dead on the floor beside his bed.

	The news created a sensation in Bristol. On the Sunday there was scarcely a pulpit in the city, Anglican or non-conformist, from which reference was not made to the city’s late philanthropist and preacher; in some churches, the Dead March was played.

	Next day, Monday March 14th, was the day of the funeral. It is said that nothing like it has been seen in Bristol before or since. Firms closed or gave their employees time off to witness the event: thousands of people lined the route of the procession; on Bristol cathedral and other churches flags flew at half mast and muffled peals were rung; in all the main streets black shutters were put up or blinds drawn. The city mourned.

	After a short service at No. 3 House, a procession formed to walk to Bethesda for the main service. Amongst the column were four of the occupants of Muller’s first home in Wilson Street, who remembered the day in June, 1849, when they had marched up to Ashley Down to see their spacious new quarters.

	Hundreds were unable to gain admission to the service at Bethesda. Among those who did squeeze into the main area of the chapel and its galleries were a number of clergymen and dissenting ministers. After the two addresses, hymns, and F. S. Arnot’s closing prayer, nearly a hundred carriages including the Mayor’s state coach joined the procession across the river to the cemetery. At about two o’clock the procession reached the main gates inside of which a vast crowd of about seven thousand people had gathered. With considerable difficulty, a way was cleared for the bearers to carry the coffin up the hillside to the spot under a yew tree where Mary and Susannah had been buried. The service at the graveside concluded with the massive open air congregation joining to sing the last hymn which Muller had chosen at the prayer meeting less than five days previously—ending, as he would have wished, not in sadness, but in anticipation of those ‘yonder bright regions of joy’.

	Obituary articles appeared in most national and local newspapers; one of the longest and most detailed—in The Times—has already been quoted in chapters seventeen and eighteen, and will be further cited below. Several newspapers contrasted the unequivocal facts of Muller’s life with the rationalism of the age. ‘Mr Muller,’ said the Bristol Evening News, ‘occupied a unique position among the philanthropists of the nineteenth century. In an age of agnosticism and materialism, he put to a practical test theories about which many men were content to hold profitless controversy.’ The Liverpool Mercury, noting that thousands of children ‘have been fed, clothed, and educated out of funds, which have poured in without any influential committee or organisation, without appeal or advertisement of any sort’ asked: ‘How was this wonder accomplished? Mr Muller has told the world that it was the result of “Prayer”. The rationalism of the day will sneer at this declaration; but the facts remain, and remain to be explained. It would be unscientific to belittle historical occurrences when they are difficult to explain, and much juggling would be needed to make the Orphanages on Ashley Down vanish from view.’ The Daily Telegraph, in similar vein, said ‘Mr Muller’s life and example, by their eloquent and touching beauty, cannot fail to impress even a sceptical and utilitarian age.’ Writing of Muller’s far-reaching social achievements, the Telegraph noted that he had ‘robbed the cruel streets of thousands of victims, the gaols of thousands of felons, the workhouse of thousands of helpless waifs’.

	In a sense, the tributes of the Bristol press are of greater significance than those of the national papers. For it was in Bristol that Muller sought to demonstrate that God answers prayer. Hundreds of Bristolians were or had been permanently employed at the Homes; many more worked there temporarily teaching, nursing, carrying out repairs or making deliveries; others took the weekly opportunities to visit the five Homes. Had Muller’s principles failed, the truth could surely not have been shielded from Bristol’s watchful eyes. The west country has never lacked its sceptics nor the nineteenth century its cynics. The news of under-fed, ill-clothed or cruelly treated children would have quickly travelled from Ashley Down to the heart of Bristol and beyond. And yet the Bristol Times, devoting its first leader as well as a separate news item and obituary article to Muller’s passing commented: ‘It may be taken as substantiated that nearly all which has been said about Mr Muller is absolutely true’. The paper spoke of Muller’s ‘rare and stupendous intellectual gifts’ and genius, and concluded he was ‘raised up for the purpose of showing that the age of miracles is not past, and rebuking the sceptical tendencies of the time’.

	How are we to assess George Muller nearly eighty years after his death?

	Some of his personal qualities were by themselves unusual, and when combined in one man, are rare to say the least. We may point, in the first place, to the outstanding administrative ability of the man (himself the son of a civil servant) who founded a home for thirty children and over the years undertook to expand the operation, becoming responsible for the welfare and education of two thousand children and the direction of a full-time staff of two hundred people. That same man, as a director of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution, controlled the expenditure of hundreds of thousands of pounds to aid and encourage missionary work overseas, and to provide education for children and adults at home and abroad in schools financed and often directly run by the Institution. His supervision of all this activity was characterised by a consistent attention to detail: he maintained accurate accounts of every aspect of his work; he was renowned—even when the work was at its peak—for his knowledge of many of the children by name (in the early days he knew them all); he took a similar personal interest in the affairs of the members of his large congregation at Bethesda and in the missionaries all over the world whose activities he supported. In his decision-making as the work grew he was scrupulously correct: whether the decision was to move or not to move from Wilson Street, to expand or not to expand, whom to appoint to his staff, he would carefully set out the pros and cons in true managerial style—but with this in addition, long hours would be spent in thoughtful prayer. And yet with all his attention to detail, he was, as we have seen, neither inflexible nor lacking in vision.

	Then we may point to the man’s remarkable energy, which he demonstrated as a student in Halle and London by regularly working for between twelve and fourteen hours a day, and in his seventies and eighties by travelling about two hundred thousand miles to preach and work in thirty countries.

	Muller was an individualist. He preferred to direct than to be directed, to be the employer rather than the employee. His early connection as a trainee with a London Missionary Society did not last: he found their restrictions unacceptable and preferred to go his own way—though the break was friendly enough. But there was a master whom he delighted to obey, and it was in the service of Christ that he found his life’s work. From that summer in Devon when, as he put it, he ‘found his all in God’ his life was one of total commitment to Him. ‘Honour, pleasure, money,’ he wrote, ‘my physical powers, my mental powers, all was laid down at the feet of Jesus.’

	He was not, therefore, a selfish individualist. The evidence corroborates his testimony that there was a day when he died, ‘died to George Muller, his opinions, preferences, tastes and will’. His energy and abilities were directed into self-less channels in the service of God and his fellow human-beings. (It is known that during his life he received about £93,000 for his personal expenses: of this he gave away over £81,000; and at his death his sole estate was valued at about £160, including household furniture.)

	Combined with the undoubted stubbornness of the Prussian, there was a surpassing graciousness of character which won him the affection and loyalty of friends and staff, the love and admiration of hundreds whom he met on his preaching tours, and the obvious respect of the citizens of Bristol. Charles Parsons, who knew him well, recorded: ‘In himself George Muller was one of the most lovable of men: his heart overflowed with love. To the orphans whether singly or in groups he spoke in the tenderest manner imaginable. Said one of the schoolmasters to me one day, himself brought up as an orphan in the Homes, “Mr Muller is more than a father to us all”.’ No one who has read his journal could deny the marked absence of harsh or caustic comment: as shrewd a judge of character as any, for Muller it was the good and wholesome aspects of men which were worthy of note; as for the rest he was content to be silent.

	There will be those who will say he was narrow-minded. It is true that he appears to have thought of ‘the world’ as disordered and in the grip of the evil one—a view that he would no doubt have defended on the basis of both observation and Scripture—probably calling in aid verses like 1 John 5:19, ‘And we know that we are of God, and the world lieth in wickedness’. Twice after his conversion, he went to the theatre (except to preach) and once to a concert, but felt ‘that it was unbecoming for me, as a child of God, to be in such a place’. Even had he been fond of the normal forms of entertainment, there would have been little time for this amid his busy life—or, perhaps, he would have achieved less. Narrow-minded or single-minded?— the reader must decide. His attitude to the world did not prevent him from devoting the last years of his life to going ‘into all the world’ to preach the gospel. And as for his attitude to Christians who held differing views from his, we saw that one of his aims on these tours was to discourage sectarian attitudes amongst Christian denominations and, as he said, to ‘preach amongst all’ (chapter 21).

	The reference in the Bristol Times to Muller’s ‘rare and stupendous intellectual gifts’ is somewhat surprising. There is no doubt that he was gifted intellectually: he shone at school, despite his wild life; he left Halle with a good degree; and spoke seven languages. But on the whole he was happier in the field of action than in the realm of ideas. When he taught Christians, his ministry was mainly either practical (how they might live the Christian life, find reality, and know definite answers to prayer), or such as would inspire his hearers to greater commitment. This interested him far more than rather abstract theological debate: it was only with reluctance (and of necessity) that he was drawn into the controversy in the 1840s on the humanity and sufferings of Christ. It is clear that he well understood the issues involved: indeed, his comments on the debate are strikingly penetrating; but he refused to indulge in unedifying tract warfare on the subject.

	His most notable intellectual quality was his ability to think clearly. In 1839, for instance, when a separation threatened at Bethesda over a dispute on points of church order, Muller and Craik went into retreat for a fortnight, to think, study and pray. They returned to Bethesda for a series of meetings at which they explained their findings. The paper which Muller produced containing the substance of what they said is something of a masterpiece of concise, logical thought. It outlined their findings on eldership, discipline, and the Lord’s Supper, carefully distinguishing between what could be ‘expressly proved from Scripture’, and what Scripture seemed ‘rather in favour of’. (In the latter case, it was particularly emphasised that ‘mutual forbearance ought to be exercised’ where churches differed). Primarily a man of action rather than a philosopher or controversialist, Muller was nevertheless capable of sustained and objective thought. It is noteworthy that accuracy was the feature that struck him about Newton’s later writings.

	What has intrigued and inspired people for over a century now, is not so much what George Muller was as what he did: if his personal qualities were unusual, his achievements were in one respect unique, perhaps since apostolic times and possibly even since Elijah’s finest hour on Carmel (see 1 Kings, 18). For Muller embarked on his project with the stated aim of demonstrating God’s reality, and of proving to those who cared to observe that God answers prayer. There have always been those who would claim to have proved this power for themselves or who have trusted in God alone to support them; Muller’s uniqueness lies not in his exercise of faith, nor in the importance he attached to prayer, but in his announcement, as he embarked on the undertaking, that he was setting out to demonstrate that God is real. In 1837, recalling the reasons which led him to establish his first home (in 1836), he wrote:

	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.

	So Muller issued his challenge to unbelievers to watch the work he had begun and see whether there was a God who would finance it; he invited believers not only to see what God would do, but to consider their response if He proved faithful.

	The preceding pages have told what happened. In brief: during the next sixty-three years, Muller received nearly one and a half million pounds (to be precise: £1,453,513 13s 3d); and the many branches of his work included the care of some ten thousand children. He claimed that neither he nor his staff ever issued an appeal for funds or asked any individual to support his work. No evidence has been produced to disprove this. (There was once an allegation that Muller had prayed publicly that God would send money to the Homes; Muller described this as ‘entirely false’—see chapter n.) According to Muller, for over sixty years God provided the means— and thus demonstrated His reality.

	What will be the reaction to this in the last quarter of the twentieth century?

	It would be foolish to claim that the events of Muller’s life constitute scientific proof either of the existence of God, or, if He exists, of His willingness or ability to answer prayer. It is the view of the author, however, that what Muller described as ‘the Lord’s dealings’ with him constitute—not proof of these things—but evidence which deserves to be taken seriously.

	Leaving aside for a moment the issue of how the money was raised, the reader can verify the visible facts of the case by taking a trip to Bristol. Those five great buildings still stand on Ashley Down. Now used by Bristol Polytechnic, No. 3—where the founder lived and died—is clearly marked and suitably named: Muller House. When in Bristol, the reader may care to visit the other Muller House (address: 7 Cotham Park, Bristol, BS6 6DA), headquarters of the work today, to enquire whether Muller’s principles have stood the test of time. There has been no departure from them.

	The sceptical reader, while readily agreeing with the Liverpool Mercury that ‘much juggling would be needed to make the Orphanages on Ashley Down vanish from view’ may raise a number of objections to Muller’s explanation as to their financing. We have allowed Muller to reply to some of the objections put forward in his day in chapter fifteen—including the argument that it was simply the publication of annual reports which produced the results. (We do not repeat Muller’s reply here.)

	Muller believed that God exists; that in the nineteenth century, He was still the Living God; that this Living God answered his prayers and ‘put it into people’s hearts’ to give to the work which he directed. Perhaps the argument of those who do not believe in God, or who are doubtful and remained unconvinced by Muller’s attempt to demonstrate His reality, would run something like this:

	(i)      It may well be true that George Muller never appealed, for funds, but it is a fact that he publicly announced his intention of founding a home for children;

	(ii)      He clearly had a large number of Christian friends, many of them in the Brethren movement, who would have been anxious that his attempt to demonstrate God’s reality should succeed;

	(iii)      Seeing the value of what he was doing, and the obvious extent of the need, they therefore gave generously to his work;

	(iv)      His refusal to appeal for funds, so the critic may argue, was a convenient device to spare him indignity and embarrassment.

	Just as we have stated that the events of Muller’s life do not prove the existence of a God who answers prayer (rather they constitute evidence that deserves to be taken seriously), so it must be said that none of these objections disproves Muller’s contention. But, in Muller’s defence, it may be noted:

	(a)      In answer to (i) above, Muller’s concept of trust in God rarely involved doing nothing. This attitude he described as the ‘counterfeit of faith’. Once he had satisfied himself that it was God’s will to found a home, it was necessary to act and to act correctly: therefore the meeting to outline his plans was arranged (a collection, of course, being deliberately excluded). Also three statements in the Bristol press summarised his proposals and gave certain details of eligibility, and so on. Without considering the practical difficulties of proceeding in the absence of some publicity, this also may be added: it required courage for Muller to make no secret of his intentions at the outset. For this way, if ever his principles failed, he knew that his God would be publicly discredited;

	(b)      In answer to (ii) above. It is true that, as the years passed, Muller’s circle of friends increased. But in 1836, when his first home was founded, he was relatively unknown even in Bristol. Indeed, he had lived in England for barely seven years;

	(c)      In answer to (iii) above. It is not only the total amount of money that Muller received which is striking, but the timing of its receipt—for periods the income being consistently adequate but no more than adequate (discussion of this below);

	(d)      In answer to (iv) above. This is an assertion capable neither of proof nor disproof. Even if it were true, it would not explain why and how the funds came in.

	To argue that God did not answer Muller’s prayers, as he believed, or that there is and was no God to support his work, is to say that he was deluded. (This assumes that he sincerely believed that God was providing for him: an alternative view—though more difficult to sustain—that he was a deceiver is discussed below.) The view that Muller was deluded can be held without malice, and can be maintained alongside an admiration, even affection, for the man: he was a good, perhaps a great man of considerable achievement—but he was wrong, sincerely wrong. It is the conviction of the author, however, that the evidence of Muller’s life lends no support to this position. The evidence points not to a deluded or disillusioned man, but to someone who daily had his faith confirmed and strengthened.

	It is true that Muller’s faith was tried. Chapters 9 to 11 described the period from 1838 to 1846 when—although the children knew nothing of this—there was rarely an excess of funds. The need was supplied by the day, even by the hour. Just once during this period, as we saw, Muller became—in his words—‘tried in spirit’ (chapter 9). ‘For the first time, the Lord seemed not to regard our prayer’. But an hour or so later, having been handed a gift by a visitor from London who had been staying for several days next door to the Boys’ Home in Wilson Street, and who had been entrusted with this donation by her daughter in the metropolis, Muller was able to ‘burst out into loud praises and thanks the first moment I was alone’. In Muller’s view the fact that ‘the money had been so near the Orphan-Houses for several days without being given, is a plain proof that it was in the heart of God to help us, but because He delights in the prayers of His children, He had allowed us to pray so long; also to try our faith, and to make the answer so much the sweeter’.

	Muller apparently regarded this early period as a test of his obedience, and of that of his helpers. ‘It can only be ascribed to the especial mercy of God, that the faith of those who were engaged in this work did not altogether fail, and that they did not entirely grow weary of this way of carrying on the Lord’s work, and go, in despair of help from God, back again to the habits and maxims of this evil world.’ It was a period when his character was moulded, prepared for his life’s work. And can we not agree that the very fact that for long periods enough was sent but no more than enough was evidence of the hand of God? Is not this as remarkable in itself as the total receipt of one and a half million pounds? Does not a rejection of Muller’s version of the events, involve the acceptance of an incredible alternative? It would mean that for sixty or so years, his sympathisers, for various reasons excluding actual divine intervention, not only sent him sufficient funds in total to enable the vast expansion of his work, but also for periods—particularly in the early years—sent just enough to supply the need, but never, even for one day, too little.

	We have noted that an alternative to the view that Muller was deluded is that he was a deceiver; in other words that, despite his assertions to the contrary, there were periods when the children were in need. But this view is almost impossible to reconcile with Muller’s popularity in Bristol, and the respect which, as we have seen, the citizens of that city—with the evidence before them—held for him.

	If, as the author believes, there is little evidence to support the hypothesis that Muller was either deluded or a deluder, there is even less to suggest that, as the years passed, he grew disillusioned. He never struck his contemporaries as a man who was anxiously striving to preserve a myth, or who had reason to doubt that the needs of over two thousand persons would be met. ‘A peaceful and stately demeanour ... without a care’ was the testimony of a west-country farmer. ‘The twenty-third Psalm seemed written on his face!’

	Muller’s longevity itself is surely consistent with his profession of an inner peace: a delight in God cradled in the experience of answered prayer. ‘I cannot tell you,’ he told a friend, ‘how happy this service in which I am engaged makes me. Instead of my being the anxious, careworn man so many persons think me to be, I have no anxieties and no cares at all. Faith in God leads me to roll my burdens, all my burdens, upon God. Not only burdens concerning money, but burdens concerning everything, for hundreds are my necessities besides those connected with money. In every way I find God to be my helper, even as I trust in Him for everything, and pray to Him in child-like simplicity about everything ... I have found invariably, during my long life as a believer, that if I only believed, I was sure to get in God’s time the thing I asked for.’

	The incident, described in chapter 22, when—anxious to honour an engagement in Quebec—Muller prayed successfully for fog to be lifted, is, while almost certainly authentic, not typical of the man.

	We do not pretend to miracles [he wrote at another time]. We have no desire that the work, in which we are engaged, should be considered an extraordinary, or even a remarkable one. We are truly sorry that many persons, inconsiderately, look upon it as almost miraculous. The principles are as old as the Holy Scriptures. But they are forgotten by many; are not held in living faith by others; and by some they are not known at all; nay, they are denied to be Scriptural by not a few, and are considered wild and fanatical.

	The particular relevance of the ‘fog incident’ to our present discussion is Muller’s comment to the ship’s captain, ‘for fifty-two years, there has never been a single day that I have failed to get an audience with the King’. This, surely, was the confidence of a man in the habit of seeing his prayers answered.

	Another illustration of his calm assurance that God would meet the needs of his children, was his readiness to send thousands of pounds abroad to missionaries and lay out large sums on his educational work in England and in various parts of the world. He did not think it necessary to put every penny he received to the Ashley Down account. It is the contention of the author that this was the confidence of a man who had discovered that his God was a rich God.

	The obituary writer in The Times was struck by the loyalty that Muller commanded in his staff. ‘His reliance upon a Higher Power in the great crises of life was regarded on the part of many as simple fanaticism; but the results he obtained were marvellous; and though misunderstood in some quarters, he was able to kindle in those around him a devotion and an enthusiasm which were as extraordinary as they were unique’. Cannot the explanation of this ‘extraordinary enthusiasm’ be that these people, like Muller, had discovered for themselves, the reality of the things of God?

	The Times observed, and Muller frequently conceded, that there were those who dismissed his principles as (in Muller’s words) ‘wild and fanatical’. The dictionary defines a fanatic as a ‘person filled with excessive and mistaken enthusiasm, especially in religion’. Was Muller a fanatic? Not according to the Western Daily Press:

	Never was there a philanthropist with less of fanaticism and more of method. His bearing and his speech were not those of an emotional enthusiast who would incur heavy liabilities with a light heart; indeed, had he been such a man, his life would have been less surprising than it was; it was his calmness and confidence, associated with the most careful watchfulness over expenditure and most business-like habits, that presented a combination of qualities altogether unique and wholly surprising.

	And, of course, Muller himself denied it: ‘I am not a fanatic or enthusiast, but, as all who know me are well aware, a calm, cool, quiet, calculating business-man’. And will not most business-men agree that a man who successfully raised £ii million at nineteenth-century values, and directed its outlay, cannot easily be dismissed as ‘filled with ... mistaken enthusiasm’?

	Muller was not, of course, a political reformer and did not—like Lord Shaftesbury—seek to improve social conditions by influencing legislation in Parliament. Nor—like F. D. Maurice and the Christian socialists—did he strive to awaken the social conscience of Victorian Christians. He was, though, an interested member of the ‘Reformatory and Refuge Union’ of which the President was Lord Shaftesbury, and Quintin Hogg a prominent member. It was perhaps in this connection that Shaftesbury visited Ashley Down.'Muller’s diaries indicate an awareness of the findings of official Reports on poverty, of conditions in the work-houses and prisons. But his main concern was to do what he could by direct action to offer children a better start in life rather than seeking to reform the existing Poor Law Institutions. His reaction to the revelation in an official Report that there were six thousand young orphans in the prisons of England was to say: ‘By God’s help, I will do what I can to keep poor orphans from prison’; he was content - in the main - to leave to others the attempt to change the system itself.

	It may be that the reaction of some to the re-telling of the Muller story will be to wish that they themselves were similarly gifted with faith. To any such, let this be said: Muller denied that the faith which enabled him to found his orphan homes was a special gift. He wrote: ‘It is not true that my faith is that gift of faith which is spoken of in 1 Corinthians 12:9.’ (In this verse Paul includes faith in a list of spiritual gifts, others mentioned being healing, miracle working, prophecy and tongues.) Muller spoke of his faith in these terms (in 1869): ‘It is the selfsame faith which is found in every believer, and the growth of which I am most sensible of to myself; for, by little and little, it has been increasing for the last forty-three years’. He continued: ‘Oh! I beseech you, do not think me an extraordinary believer, having privileges above other of God’s dear children, which they cannot have; nor look on my way of acting as something that would not do for other believers. Make but trial! Do but stand still in the hour of trial, and you will see the help of God, if you trust in Him.’

	Muller’s answer to those who asked him how they might have their faith strengthened was as follows. He would begin by quoting James 1:17: ‘Every good gift and every perfect gift is from above, and cometh down from the Father of lights, with whom is no variableness, neither shadow of turning.’ Then he would point out that as the increase of faith is a good gift, it must come from God, and therefore He ought to be asked for the blessing. But, in addition, he recommended four steps which those who wished to see their faith increased could take to help the process along.

	First, he advised ‘the careful reading of the word of God, combined with meditation on it’. This, he said, is how the believer learns more of the nature and character of God and ‘thus sees more and more, besides His holiness and justice, what a kind, loving, gracious, merciful, mighty, wise, and faithful Being He is’ and therefore when difficulties arise ‘will repose upon the ability of God to help him’ having ‘seen instance upon instance in the Holy Scriptures in which His almighty power and infinite wisdom have been actually exercised in helping and delivering His people; and he will repose upon the willingness of God to help him, because he has not only learned from the Scriptures what a kind, good, merciful, gracious, and faithful being God is, but because he has also seen in the word of God, how in a great variety of instances He has proved Himself to be so.’

	Secondly, he warned that ‘it is of the utmost importance that we seek to maintain an upright heart and a good conscience, and, therefore, do not knowingly and habitually indulge in those things which are contrary to the mind of God ... All my confidence towards God, all my leaning upon Him in the hour of trial will be gone, if I have a guilty conscience, and do not seek to put away this guilty conscience, but still continue to do things which are contrary to the mind of God. And if, in any particular instance, I cannot trust in God, because of the guilty conscience, then my faith is weakened by that instance of distrust; for faith with every fresh trial of it either increases by trusting God, and thus getting help, or it decreases by not trusting Him; and then there is less and less power of looking simply and directly to Him, and a habit of self dependence is begotten and encouraged.’

	Thirdly, he advised those who wanted their faith increased not to shrink from situations where their faith might be tested and thus strengthened. ‘In our natural state we dislike dealing with God alone... This cleaves to us more or less, even after our regeneration. Hence it is, that, more or less, even as believers, we have the same shrinking from standing with God alone—from depending upon Him alone—from looking to Him alone—and yet this is the very position in which we ought to be, if we wish our faith to be strengthened.’ It is in trying situations, depending on God alone, that Muller said the believer ‘may see the hand of God stretched out on his behalf’.

	Finally, Muller said it is important that ‘we let God work for us, when the hour of the trial of our faith comes, and do not work a deliverance of our own ... However weak our faith may be, God will try it; only with this restriction, that as, in every way, He leads on gently, gradually, patiently, so also with reference to the trial of our faith ... God never lays more upon us than He is willing to enable us to bear. Now when the trial of faith comes, we are naturally inclined to distrust God, and to trust rather in ourselves, or in our friends, or in circumstances. We will rather work a deliverance of our own somehow or other, than simply look to God and wait for His help ... Would the believer, therefore, have his faith strengthened, he must especially, give time to God, who tries his faith in order to prove to His child, in the end, how willing He is to help and deliver him, the moment it is good for him.’

	To those who have never yet embarked on a life of faith, two brief sentences on the theme of ‘Christianity’ written by Muller 130 years ago bear repeating to-day: ‘There is life,’ he wrote, ‘and power, and reality in our holy faith. If you never yet have known this, then come and taste for yourself.’

	Let those who seek reassurance that the God of the late twentieth century is the God in whom George Muller delighted, note his declaration: ‘The Living God is with us, whose power never fails, whose arm never grows weary, whose wisdom is infinite, and whose power is unchanging. Therefore to-day, to-morrow, and next month, as long as life is continued, He will be our helper and friend. Still more, even as He is through all time, so will He be through all eternity.’

	
Epilogue

	‘Jesus Christ the same yesterday and today . .

	Upon the death of Mr Muller in 1898, it was confidently expected and even predicted by many that the work, which had been built up over many years, would soon run to its close. However, Mr James Wright, who had been Mr Muller’s co-worker and who now assumed responsibility for it, declared plainly that the work was not Mr Muller’s but that it was, and always had been, God’s work. Mr Muller had indeed been His chosen servant to initiate and develop the vast Christian enterprise which became known throughout the world as Muller’s Orphanage and the Scriptural Knowledge Institution but this was in God’s purpose and for His glory alone.

	Some eighty years have now come and gone since George Muller’s death, but the work continues. The principles laid down by Mr Muller at the start are still those which govern the present work and they have proved to be sufficient for all its needs. These needs are made known only to God in prayer. It is He who has sustained the work through the years of war and peace and who continues to uphold it in years of inflation and economic stress. It is the firm conviction of the present directors that as long as God has a purpose in such a work, He will assuredly maintain it. His purposes, from the earliest days to the present time, have been to declare His faithfulness, to honour the simple trust of His children and to prove the reliability of the Scriptures to those who honour them.

	In Mr Muller’s day the orphanage developed along institutional lines, and with the care of more than two thousand children and some two hundred members of staff, there seemed to be no other way to meet the need. Indeed, very few alterations were thought to be necessary until the end of World War II. The inception of the Welfare State brought about many and profound changes in the country, and among these was the method of caring for children. Institutional care belonged to a past age and was swept away by the new order of events. After much prayer the Trustees of the Homes began to replan the children’s work. In the place of the large orphan homes they set up a number of ‘Family Group Homes’ scattered throughout Bristol, Clevedon and Weston-super-Mare. There the children would live in the joy and freedom which is their birthright and which all children should enjoy in their natural parental homes. Our boys and girls are placed in the care of Christian houseparents who become as parents to them. Many of the children coming into care have never experienced a stable relationship and certainly not one based upon Christian devotedness and the love of God. The children are no longer taught in our own schools as formerly, but go out to school and mix with others as freely and naturally as any other child. Our objective is to give deprived children a new opportunity to build life afresh and on firm foundations.

	The other objects of the Scriptural Knowledge Institution continue—gifts are sent at regular intervals to missionaries; a school in the West Indies is maintained, home evangelists are helped and the Bible warehouse, which Mr Muller commenced in 1849, has been enlarged in size and scope. Evangelical Christian Literature is the title of a large and busy Christian bookshop in Bristol which seeks to meet the need of the Christian public and others.

	The future of the whole work is in God’s hands. It remains for us to seek to discern the mind of God and to follow His ways. The days in which we live are spiritually dark and our constant prayer is that God’s work here shall be as a beacon to lighten the darkness of some seeker after God.

	J. J. Rose

	Honorary Director and Treasurer

	The Muller Homes For Children      

	Muller House, 7 Cotham Park      

	Bristol BS6 6DA
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	An artist’s impression of how Muller’s homes looked a hundred years ago. A resident in nearby Horfield said, 'Whenever I feel doubts about the Living God creeping into my mind, I get up and look through the night at the many windows lit up on Ashley Down, and they gleam out through the darkness as stars in the sky’.

	The land in the background, to the west of the five buildings, is now the site of Gloucestershire County Cricket ground. The area to the north and south is built upon; but 'number three’ house in the foreground (where Muller died) still commands an unbroken view eastward.
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