


John Wesley proclaimed the 9% Gospel 
plainly to thousands in the fields and 
marketplaces of the British Isles. Like 
Luther and Calvin before him, he 
wielded an enormous influence in his 
own era and in the centuries following. 

Writing to commemorate the bicen- 
tenary of Wesley’s death (March 2, 
1991), John Pollock captures the heart 
and soul of this remarkable servant of 
God in this well-researched, readable 
biography. 

Mr. Pollock chronicles Wesley’s path 
to conversion and acceptance of “Free 
Grace,”’ explaining that Wesley had to 
fail as a missionary in America and suf- 
fer betrayal by the girl he hoped to 
marry before he learned to trust in 
Christ alone for salvation. Once con- 
verted, Wesley began to preach “Free 
Grace” throughout England, Scotland, 
and Ireland, laying the groundwork for 
the Methodist movement. For the sake 
of God’s message, he willingly en- 
dured opposition from the established 
church and threats of murder from vio- 
lent men. 

Within these pages, John Pollock de- 
_ scribes not a plaster saint, but a man 
who struggled with many of the same 

___ weaknesses and temptations we do to- 
day. His story of John Wesley informs, 
encourages, and inspires. 
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Preface 

The Edge of the Sea 

Peter Martin, the hostler of the London Inn at Redruth, 
Cornwall, was harnessing two post-horses to a small car- 
riage which had driven in from the East one day in the 
late 1770s. 

He had already washed down the carriage and pol- 
ished it extra bright, for it belonged to the Reverend John 
Wesley, still traveling despite his great age. Dusting the 
inside, Peter had admired the ingenious desk and book 
rack; Mr. Wesley must work all the time, despite the 
swaying and shaking on the rough roads of England. 

Peter had heard him preach some years earlier to a big 
crowd near the marketplace in Helston. He had also 
heard the old folk tell stories of the riots and stonings 
which had greeted the Wesley brothers when they had 
first preached in Cornwall, and of their courage, and how 
they spoke so plainly that all could understand. By now 
there were thousands in Cornwall who followed their 
teaching, went to church, met in societies and classes, 
and sang those stirring hymns. 

Mr. Wesley was in the inn eating his dinner at the 
round table with the other wayfarers, and to judge by a 
roar of laughter, he must have been telling one of his 
innumerable anecdotes. Then there was silence, and 
Peter Martin guessed that Mr. Wesley was speaking of 
the things of God. 

His thoughts were interrupted by Wesley’s servant, 
who looked worried. He did not know the road beyond 
Redruth, he said, and had heard that the ford across the 
Hayle estuary could be dangerous: would the hostler 
drive if his master gave him leave? Mr. Wesley had 
promised to preach at St. Ives that evening. 

The neat little parson in black left the inn and entered 
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10 Ill JOHN WESLEY 

the carriage with a smile to Peter, who then put the hors- 
es in the shafts and mounted the right-hand animal. With 
Wesley reading or writing inside, the hostler drove the 
twelve miles to Hayle against a freshening wind. Beyond 
Hayle, at that time, the main road ran down the right 
bank of the Hayle River toward the sea. It then disap- 
peared into the sands. Peter Martin and every local knew 
the ford exactly, and at low tide the wheels of a carriage 
hardly got wet. But the tide was coming in now, and the 
wind was rising. The broad sands along the shore were 
narrowing every minute, and the estuary was filling with 
rough water. Peter could see St. Ives on its low cliff to the 
northwest and the steep rise from the sand where the 
road began again, but a deepening channel of choppy sea 
cut them off. He stopped the carriage. He recalled in old 
age: “I advised Mr. Wesley of the danger of the cross- 
ing.”” The captain of a vessel awaiting the tide saw them 
stop and came up “to dissuade us from an undertaking 
so full of peril.” 

Wesley listened politely but said he must keep his ap- 
pointment to preach: ‘Looking out the carriage window, 
he called loudly to me, “Take the sea! Take the sea!’ ” 

Peter Martin spurred the horses, and the carriage en- 
tered the ford with a splash: “The horses were now 
swimming,” his story continued, ‘‘and the carriage be- 
came nearly overwhelmed with the tide, as its hinder 
wheels not infrequently merged into the deep pits and 
hollows in the sands. I struggled hard to maintain my 
seat in the saddle, while the poor affrighted animals were 
snorting and rearing in the most terrific manner and furi- 
ously plunging through the opposing waves. I expected 
every moment to be swept into eternity, and the only 
hope of escape I then cherished was on account of my 
driving so holy a man.” 

He heard Wesley call to him. Turning with difficulty in 
the saddle, he saw Wesley’s “long white locks dripping 
the salt sea down the rugged furrows of his venerable 
countenance. He was looking calmly forth from the win- 
dows, undisturbed by the tumultuous war of the sur- 
rounding waters or by the danger of his perilous 
situation.” 

Wesley called, quite loudly, “What is thy name, driver?” 
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meeters” 
“Peter, fear not; thou shalt not sink!’’ 
Wesley put back his head and Peter urged on the hors- 

es. They got safely over, but, as Peter recalled, “it was a 
miracle, as I shall always say.” 
They arrived at St. Ives, both wet. “Mr. Wesley’s first 

care was to see me comfortably lodged at the tavern: he 
procured me warm clothes, a good fire, and excellent 
refreshments. Nor were the horses forgotten by him. 

“Totally unmindful of himself, he proceeded, wet as he 
was, to the chapel, and preached according to his 
appointment.” 

A biographer of Wesley may well feel like Peter, in 
danger of being drowned—in the sea of material: the mil- 
lions of words that Wesley wrote, in diary and journal, 
sermons and letters and books; and the millions of words 
written about him, whether in full length biographies 
running to three and even to six volumes, or in studies 
and articles on every aspect of his life and thought. Since 
his death two centuries ago, biographies have been writ- 
ten from every angle: the admiring and hostile, the so- 
cial, psychological, and theological. Writers have sought 
to interpret or even to reconstruct him according to their 
own preconceptions, or to place him on a slab and dissect 
him. 

As I looked at the literature, reread the journals, and 
recalled how often Wesley had influenced, directly or 
posthumously, the subjects of my previous biographies, I 
realized that there was need for a straightforward book. 
It must have more substance than the excellent brief biog- 
raphies and be true to the man, his times, and his faith, 
yet not drown the reader by attempting to describe and 
discuss every aspect and activity. Moreover, research on 
John Wesley has advanced rapidly in the last quarter of 
the twentieth century, putting out of date many earlier 
conclusions, even demolishing some of the stories. 
By the 250th anniversary of his conversion, May 1988, 
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nine volumes had appeared of the magisterial Bicentenni- 
al (formerly Oxford) Edition of The Works of John Wesley. 
By March 2, 1991, when we will mark the 200th anniver- 
sary of his death, a further three or four are expected, 
though many more are in various stages of preparation. 
The project is long term, but when all thirty-five volumes 
have appeared, most of his vast output, public or private, 
will be in print. 

Brilliantly edited, with wide-ranging introductions, the 
Bicentennial Works gives Wesley to the world in a depth 
and accuracy never before attained. When it is complete, 
an able historical biographer who can spare several years 
will be able to produce a more definitive life. Until then, I 

hope that readers will catch something of Wesley’s hu- 
manity, his faith, and his achievement as they come with 
me. I confess that I feel I have been paddling on the edge 
of the ocean. I can only hope that many readers will wish 
to put out to sea, as it were, embarking on a fresh study 
of his letters or the journal with its reflections and hun- 
dreds of anecdotes. (A biographer must not fall into Wes- 
ley’s own fault in his old age—too many anecdotes.) 
Readers may also be spurred by my book to study closely 
some of the aspects which I can only show briefly as the 
story moves. 

I should add that I refer to John Wesley usually as 
“Wesley,’’ once past his youth. To call him just “John” in 
the modern manner seems distasteful, although in some 
instances John is used for clarity. He was scarcely ever 
addressed as John: to his mother, brothers, and sisters, 
he was Jacky or Jack; to his father, Jack or “son John’; 
most of his contemporaries referred to him as Mr. Wesley 
or Brother Wesley; possibly only Molly, the partner in his 
unfortunate marriage, called him John. 

John Wesley, in a real sense, belongs to the whole 
world and to every age and church. He is particularly 
relevant to his own country because his revival was a 
primary factor in changing national attitudes and charac- 
ter, although the change was not widely evident for two 
or more generations. Victorian values (in the true sense 
of the phrase) are really Wesley's values, which are 
Christian values. 

Wesley saw what Britain needed: a strong Christian 
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message and morality. He had the courage to endure 
hostility and unpopularity for what he believed to be 
right. He succeeded, and thus gives a resounding mes- 
sage of hope. 
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Chapter One 

Plucked from the Burning 

The room seemed light already, yet the bed curtains 
were closed, and the nursemaid had not got him up. 
Jacky lay puzzled for a moment, then put out his head 
from the four-poster. He saw streaks of fire on the 
ceiling. 

In the lurid glow he noticed that Molly and Anne, two 
of his sisters who slept in the same great bed with him, 
were gone, and the other bed, where the nurse slept with 
Patty and baby Charles, was empty. Five-year-old Jacky 
ran to the open door. The floor outside was ablaze. He 
ran back and climbed onto a chest of drawers near the 
window and pulled at the latch. 
Above him the thatched roof of the rectory crackled 

and burned in the strong northeast wind. Below, a crowd 
of neighbors were gathered in the yard and were trying 
to douse the flames. Jacky edged onto the windowsill as 
far as he dared. He saw a man point up, then call out 
that he would fetch a ladder. 
Another cried, ‘There will not be time!’’ This tall, burly 

neighbor leaned against the wall while eager hands 
helped a lighter man to climb onto his shoulders. As the 
heat behind Jacky grew intense, the fellow stood upright, 
stretched his arms, and plucked the boy out of the win- 
dow. At that moment the roof fell in, “but it fell inward, 
or we had all been crushed at once.” 

They carried Jacky to the house where the family had 
taken refuge. Apparently Hetty, who was eleven, had 
been woken by a piece of burning thatch and had given 
the alarm. Their father, the rector of Epworth, had run to 
the room where his wife slept apart because she was ill 
and pregnant. She woke their eldest daughter, and they 
dashed through the flames to safety. 
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20 Il WALKING TO GLORY 

Then the rector rushed upstairs to the nursery. The 
maid seized baby Charles and ordered the others to fol- 
low, but no one noticed that Jacky lay fast asleep through 
the uproar. When the rector realized the child was miss- 
ing, he tried to get up the stairs again, but they were on 
fire and would not bear his weight. In agony of mind he 
knelt in the hall and commended John Wesley’s soul to 
God. 

But here was Jacky safe and sound, “a brand plucked 
out of the burning.” The Reverend Samuel Wesley, his 
house in ashes, his books and writings gone, cried out in 
joy: “Come, neighbors! Let us kneel down! Let us give 
thanks to God! He has given me all eight children. Let 
the house go. I am rich enough!” 

The family found shelter in the homes of neighbors or 
relatives except for the eldest child, Samuel, who was 

away at Westminster School. Soon the rectory was being 
rebuilt in red brick with a tiled roof, and long before it 
was finished the children were together again, and their 
mother, who was exceptionally well-read for a woman of 
the reign of Queen Anne, had resumed their lessons. 

Jacky Wesley' grew up in an extraordinary household. 
Both parents had distant connections with the peerage 
and with landed gentry. Each came from Dissenting fam- 
ilies but had rejoined the Church of England. Wesley’s 
grandfather and great-grandfather, both as diminutive as 
his father, had been rectors of parishes in Dorset until 
ejected for refusing to accept the new Book of Common 
Prayer in 1662. His grandfather, John Wesley, an ardent 
young puritan preacher, had suffered imprisonment after 
the Restoration Settlement, like John Bunyan, and had 
died when Wesley’s father, Samuel, was four. 

Samuel went to a Dissenting academy, then he con- 
formed—an act of conscience which opened the way to 
Oxford University. Having no money, he walked there 
and entered Exeter College as a servitor, the lowest rank 
of undergraduate, and survived much poverty to take his 
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degree and to be ordained. He then eked out his small 
stipend as a curate in London by writing witty essays and 
poor verse for a magazine and married his editor’s sister- 
in-law. 

Samuel’s bride, Susanna (“Sukey”), was the youngest 
of numerous children born to the respected and scholarly 
leader of London’s Dissenters, Dr. Samuel Annesley. She 
was beautiful, scholarly, and serious. Like her husband, 
she had read herself out of her father’s nonconformity 
into an adherence to the high church party in the Church 
of England. 

Samuel secured a small country living at South Ormsby 
in Lincolnshire through the influence of John Sheffield, 
Earl of Mulgrave, but in 1696 he offended a local noble- 
man by refusing to receive his mistress. Anxious to 
move, he obtained the parish of Epworth, which was in 
the gift of the Crown, and settled in that small struggling 
town in a remote part of north Lincolnshire. He believed 
that he had received it at the dying wish of Queen Mary 
II, to whom he had dedicated a “Life of Christ’ in heroic 
verse and who had refused him an Irish bishopric. Since 
she had died two years before he obtained the living, he 
is more likely to have owed the preferment to the influ- 
ence of his patron John Sheffield, now Marquess of 
Normanby, the principal landowner of the district. 

At Epworth, Susanna continued to bear a child a year, 
five of whom died. By early 1702 the Wesleys had one 
surviving son, Samuel, and five daughters, including the 
latest baby, Anne. She might have been the last—for the | 
rector left his wife. 

Both Samuel and Susanna were strong willed with vio-. 

lent loyalties. They were Tories, but he supported Wil- 
liam III while she sympathized with the non-jurors, those 
bishops and clergy who had refused the oath of alle- 
giance to William and had lost their dioceses and livings. 
Her heart was with the exiled James II. Each day at eve- 
ning household prayers the rector prayed for “our sover- 
eign Lord, King William.” His wife said “Amen” but 
seems to have silently switched the petition to “the King 
over the water.’’ When the news trickled down to 
Epworth that James II had died in exile, she stopped 
saying ‘““Amen,” “upon which,” she wrote to Lady Yar- 
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borough, a kindly neighbor fourteen miles away, “he re- 
tired to his study, and calling me to him asked me the 
reason of my not saying ‘Amen’ to the prayer. 

“I was a little surprised at the question and don’t well 
remember what I answered, but too well I remember 
what followed. He immediately kneeled down and im- 
precated the divine Vengeance upon himself and all his 
posterity if ever he touched me more or came into a bed 
with me before I had begged God’s pardon and his, for 
not saying ‘Amen’ to the prayer for the King.” 

Samuel moved to another room. Susanna refused to 
recant, despite ‘“‘my extreme affliction” that ‘he will not 
live with me.” After Easter he went to London for convo- 
cation, muttering that he would never return; he would 
go to sea again as a naval chaplain, such as he had been 
briefly before they were married. 

King William had died in March. Queen Anne, an un- 
doubted Stuart, had ascended the throne. Yet the rector 
would not forgive his wife, and though he returned from 
London, he kept away from her body. Then, in July, 

their thatched rectory caught fire and was three-quarters 
burned. This first fire brought him to his senses. 

In August 1702 the Wesleys slept together again, and 
on June 17, 1703 John Wesley was born. 

In a sense he owed his existence to Queen Anne’s ac- 
cession and to a fire. Five years and eight months later, 
in February 1709, his life was saved by that stalwart 
neighbor in that second fire. 

In later years John Wesley would often apply to his life 
the Old Testament text ‘““A brand plucked out of the 
burning,” yet he did not think of himself as a child of 
destiny nor did his parents. Though Susanna pledged 
herself to take particular care of Jacky’s soul, they loved 
all their children. Jacky was their fifteenth, including the 
two sets of twins whose tiny graves were their only me- 
morial. He was the seventh to survive, to be followed by 
Martha, Charles, and finally Kezia (Kezzy) born soon af- 
ter the second fire. 

In the years of Jacky’s early childhood, his father was 
in his late forties, and his mother, though eight years 
younger, seemed already middle-aged through much 
childbearing and ill health. Samuel Wesley was a hard- 
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working, rather disorganized clergyman. When he was 
not out among his parishioners as they weaved their flax 
or worked their hemp or cut the peat which lay all 
around, he would be scribbling his heroic verse or com- 
piling a parallel Bible in Hebrew, Greek, and ‘‘Chaldee” 
(Aramaic) or preparing his monumental commentary (in 
Latin) on the Book of Job. A stout upholder of the ortho- 
dox doctrines of the Church of England, he was also one 
of the small band of church people, scattered across the 
land, who wanted to spread Christianity throughout the 
world. Were it not for his large family, he would willing- 
ly have sailed to distant parts. 

As a rector, he held glebe lands which he tried to farm. 
His soil was fertile, since the Isle of Axenholme, on 
which Epworth stood, had once been mainly a marsh, 

drained in the previous century. But his efforts had little 
success and only increased his debts, especially when his 
barn fell down and his flax caught fire. 

Nor was he popular with the morose and inbred inhab- 
itants of Axenholme, then one of the most isolated parts 
of eastern England, so low-lying that in winter or spring 
the flooding of three rivers would frequently cut off 
Epworth from the Lincolnshire wolds except by boat. 
Even the roads, passable in dry weather, were merely 
cart tracks across the fields. 

Despite his wit and his laugh, Samuel Wesley’s high 
moral teaching annoyed many of his people. Once he 
had to stand up to a mob, and when his Tory convictions 
and loyalty to the Church, which the Whigs seemed to 
threaten, thrust him into the thick of a general election, 
his enemies turned on him. In London they cancelled his 
military chaplaincy, and at Epworth they maimed his 
cows, which ran dry, so that his debts increased yet 
more. 
One Friday morning, when he came out of church after 

a baptism, he was confronted by a bailiff who demanded 
immediate repayment of a debt. Samuel Wesley asked for 
a few hours’ grace. This was refused. He was arrested in 
his own churchyard and carted off to the debtors prison 
in Lincoln Castle, where he promptly began services, dis- 
tributed books, and quipped that he was ‘getting ac 
quainted with my brother jailbirds as fast as I can.” 
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Susanna was left to find bread for the children and the 
servants until wealthy friends could send donations 
which cleared the debt and allowed the rector to return 
home. John Wesley once commented that his mother 
“did not feel for others near so much as my father did; 
but she did ten times more than he did,” both among the 
poor and needy and in her own home. Susanna always 
managed the household. She regarded her husband as 
her master, though she argued with him frequently. But 
he left the details of kitchen, nursery, and schoolroom to 
her. 

She had strong views on the upbringing of their chil- 
dren: “The first thing to be done is to break their wills 
and bring them to an obedient temper.”” She taught them 
to fear the rod—the universal sanction of the day for 
children of both sexes—and never to cry when beaten but 
to “murmur softly.” She held that to spoil a child was a 
worse cruelty than the rod, yet she never stinted praise 
and encouragement. She also laid down a law that if a 
child confessed a naughtiness, he or she would not be 
beaten; but to her disgust, the children could often get 
round their father and be let off without acknowledging a 
wrong, even when caught red-handed. 

She was a brilliant teacher. Jacky, like the others before 
him, was not allowed to read until he was five, with the 

result that he developed a good memory by ear, especial- 
ly for the stories in the Bible. On the day after his fifth 
birthday he was taught the letters of the alphabet and 
told to read the first verses of Genesis. Since he almost 
knew the creation of the world by heart, he learned 
quickly, and like his elder brother and sisters, he could 
read within two days. 

The children sat together in class, each doing a lesson 
appropriate to age. Since Samuel had gone to Westmin- 
ster School and then to Oxford, and Charles was too 
young, Jacky was virtually being educated in a girls’ 
school. Discipline was strict during the daily six hours of 
lessons—no running into the garden or playing around 
until school was out. Each weekday evening Susanna 
taught one child individually; Jacky’s turn came on 
Thursdays. 

He was also taught from infancy to say the Lord’s 
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Prayer, night and morning, and other prayers and Bible 
passages as he grew older. Whatever his little mischiefs, 
he regarded piety as a part of life. Epworth might have 
its tumults and his parents their eccentricities and argu- 
ments, but they gave Jacky sound learning, a sensitive 
conscience, and good manners. They grounded him in 
classics and divinity and never discouraged his inquisi- 
tive mind. 

He was happy and no rebel, though perhaps, sur- 
rounded by sisters, he was a little fastidious. Looking 
back on his childhood, John Wesley considered that by 
the age of ten he had not lost his innocence, “having 
been strictly educated, and carefully taught that I could 
only be saved ‘by universal obedience, by keeping all the 
commandments of God,’ in the meaning of which I was 
diligently instructed.” He gladly received and often 
thought about the duties he must perform and the sins 
he must shun. 

But it was all on the surface of his soul. 



Chapter Two 

Slippery Paths of Youth 

Lord Normanby, Samuel Wesley’s patron, had re- 
ceived yet another step in the peerage and was now 
Duke of Buckingham. He had married King James II’s 
illegitimate daughter immediately upon the death of her 
estranged husband, Lord Anglesey (an Annesley relative 
of Susanna) and had built Buckingham House in St. 
James’ Park, the future royal palace, to keep her in style. 

The duchess was regarded as the haughtiest woman in 
England, but she showed kindness to the Wesleys. The 
Buckinghams became aware that Jack’s parents had no 
money for the next stage of his education. 

The duke, Lord President of the Council, second only 
in the Cabinet to Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford, had been 
for many years a governor of Sutton’s Hospital in 
Charterhouse, founded in 1611 by a soldier who had 
made a great fortune in coal. Thomas Sutton had provid- 
ed free education for eighty pensioner brothers, such as 
former sea captains, military officers who had been cap- 
tives of the infidels, or merchants who had fallen on evil 
times; and for forty boys of similar class, to be called 
“gownboys,” from the scholar’s gown which they wore 
in class and chapel. He had bought the Charterhouse, the 
former Carthusian monastery which had been made into 
a great Tudor mansion after the Dissolution. It lay just 
beyond the walls of the city of London to the northwest, 
a few hundred yards from Smithfield, the open space 
where Protestant martyrs had been burned at the stake 
and which now was used as a market for the herds of 
cattle which came on the hoof from the provinces. 
When a gownboy left school, each governor of 

Charterhouse had the right in rotation to nominate a re- 
placement. The Duke of Buckingham nominated John 
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Wesley, aged ten, “in the place of Thomas Tipping.” 
In January 1714, therefore, eight months before the 

death of Queen Anne, Jack made the long winter journey 
on rough roads from northern Lincolnshire to London, 
probably in the care of his elder brother since Samuel was 
now an usher at Westminster School. Despite the twelve- 
year gap in age, they were close friends. Jack’s respect for \ 
Samuel never wavered, even when theology divided 
them. 
On January 28, dressed as a gownboy in black breeches 

and jerkin (short coat) with white collar under a long 
black coat, John Wesley entered the Charterhouse with 
its wide courts and stone buildings. Only one other new 
boy had come that quarter, and Wesley was the youngest} 
gownboy, by nearly a year, until one William Camell ar- 
rived six months later, only to die of smallpox within 
weeks. 

The whole school numbered about 100 Carthusians. 
Detailed evidence for the early eighteenth-century 
Charterhouse is scarce, but apparently it now included 
fee-paying Oppidans. They were day boys or lodgers in 
nearby private houses, while the lives of the gownboys 
centered on the Duke of Norfolk’s former indoor tennis 
court (for the “royal” or ‘‘real’’ game) which had been 
redesigned internally with two floors. Upstairs were the 
bitterly cold dormitories where gownboys slept two to a 
bed—no hardship for a Wesley from Epworth rectory. 
Downstairs, the Writing School ran the former tennis 
court’s full seventy feet. The splendidly paneled ceiling, 
one of the finest in Europe, was decorated with the 
armorial bearings of the first governors, which were 
blackened by a hundred years of London fogs and the 
smoke of sea coals burning in the great fireplace. Under 
this ceiling, between the square-cut oak columns, the 
classes sat all in one room. Wesley learned more Greek 
and Latin classics than his parents could teach, and pre- 
sumably he felt the usher’s cane or the schoolmaster’s 
birch rod for wrong translations or petty misdeeds. 

The schoolmaster was the elderly Dr. Thomas Walker. 
His chief assistant, the usher, who later succeeded him, 
was the learned Andrew Tooke, professor of geometry 
and author of a celebrated schoolbook on Greek mytholo- 
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gy—Wesley would have had to learn it by heart. He also 
learned much of the Greek Anthology. Two centuries later, 
when the school had moved to Surrey, a headmaster, 
whose hobby was to rummage among uncataloged books 
in the small hours of the night, discovered a copy of the 
Anthology in which Tooke (or perhaps an assistant usher) 
had listed the boys in his class. Among them came the 
name: Wesley. It was later found in other textbooks of 
the period. 

Few of Wesley’s contemporaries were outstanding. 
James Hotchkis, son of a canon of St. Paul’s, and 
Eberhard Crusius, son of another London clergyman, 
grew up to follow one another as schoolmasters of 
Charterhouse, Crusius having acquired some celebrity for 
his Lives of Roman Poets. Another boy, William Yorke, 
became chief justice of Ireland and was buried at 
Charterhouse. One of his class, the son of a Baltic baron, 
wrote a biography of Charles II’s doctor. Eleven of the 
boys who sat with Wesley became clergymen. 

The young scholars did not spend all day long in the 
Writing School. Games were not yet organized, but 
Charterhouse had converted the Great Cloister into a 
field called Green, where in summer they probably 
played a primitive form of cricket. The Carthusian ver- 
sion of football, in which a ball was dribbled up and 
down the cloisters by the feet of competing hordes of 
boys, was one of the ancestors of soccer, but Wesley 
made no mention of it. Nor does he mention the wild 
and dangerous primitive ball game played traditionally 
on Good Friday on Green, as in many parts of Europe, in 
which a boy as small as Wesley would have emerged 
bruised and muddy. His father had told him to run 
around Green three times every day before breakfast, 
and this he did, claiming that he owed his good health to 
the exercise. 

It would have made him hungry. The main meal of the 
day was at noon. Wesley afterward claimed that the older 
boys (“the upper boys seemed to me to be very big and 
tall’) bullied the younger by seizing their meat, so that 
for the most of his time he existed on bread, the explana- 
tion of his small stature. This explanation seems unlikely 
because all the Wesleys were small. 
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If Wesley got plenty of knocks, this was normal. The 
school was well-disciplined for the times, but Carthu- 
sians were lively. Nine boys immediately junior to Wes- 
ley were involved (soon after he had left) in such ‘great 
misdemeanors and disorders’ that they were degraded 
from their rank as monitors and reported to the gover- 
nors, who ordered them to be punished “with due cor- 
rection of the school,” which was never administered 
publicly. 

Every day the boys attended chapel. The gownboys sat. 
on the north side in front of the fine tomb of the founder, 
with its recumbent effigy and coats of arms. The moni- 
tors sat at right angles to the boys, and they were also 
under the eyes of the schoolmaster and the usher in their 
stalls on either side of the communion rail on the oppo- 
site sides of the chapel. Thus, while Dr. King, the preach- 
er, droned the liturgy or Dr. Burnet, the ancient master, 
delivered long sermons, the boys could not doze, nudge 
each other, or make faces at the elderly brothers in their 
black and gold gowns. 
Young Wesley reckoned that this regular chapel-going 

would help earn his eternal salvation. He continued to 
say his prayers morning and evening, and to read the 
Bible. But he was no longer subject to his mother’s strict 
spiritual discipline: “Outward restraints being removed, I 
was much more negligent than before, even of outward 
duties, and almost continually guilty of outward sins, 
which I knew to be such, though they were not scandal- 
ous in the eyes of the world.” If there was sexual impuri- 
ty in the dormitories, he had no part in it, but the sensi- 
tive conscience which Epworth had bred would nag him 
whenever he was angry or greedy, when he swore, 
laughed at smut, or thought or did whatever might have 
distressed his parents. 

The Victorian biographer who asserted that “John Wes- 
ley entered Charterhouse a saint, and left it a sinner’’ was 
wrong in his facts and hazy in theology. The truth lies 
closer to the couplet of a celebrated Old Carthusian of the 
day, Joseph Addison: 

When in the slippery paths of Youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 
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Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe 
And led me up to man. 

At Charterhouse, Wesley was a trifle smug. He was 
not “so bad as other people,” he reckoned, and would 
get through at the Day of Judgment. 

One day the elderly schoolmaster was crossing Green 
out of school hours when he noticed that the smaller 
boys, including Wesley, were not playing their various 
games. Dr. Walker could hear no sound from the clois- 
ters and therefore assumed they were up to mischief. He 
turned back and entered the gownboys’ writing room. 

He found Crusius, Yorke, Widdowson, and all the ju- 
nior gownboys gathered around. As the story was told 
many years later by Charles Wesley’s daughter, they 
were “assembled in the schoolroom round my uncle, 
who was amusing them with instructive tales, to which 
they attentively listened rather than follow their accus- 
tomed sports.” Walker expressed approval and told Wes- 
ley that ‘he wished him to repeat this entertainment as 
often as he could obtain auditors, and so well employ his 
time.” 

The incident was later garbled by a hostile writer. He 
portrayed Wesley as a monitor who harangued younger 
students and when rebuked by the master, exclaimed, 
“Better rule in hell than serve in heaven.”’ But Sally Wes- 
ley confuted this and said that her version ‘“‘was thus 
related to me by my father,” who may have heard John 
Wesley tell it among his anecdotes. 

Old Dr. Walker encouraged Wesley in many other 
ways as he rose in the school, finding him a hard worker, 
proficient in Greek and Latin verse. Walker did not need 
to provide hospitality during the shorter holidays, de- 
spite the distance to Epworth, because Wesley had an 
uncle nearby, his father’s elder brother Matthew, a 
wealthy physician of somewhat crabbed character, whose 
only son became a rake and a drunkard. Uncle Matthew 
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disapproved of his brother’s bad management but was 
generous to nephews and nieces. 

In 1716, when John Wesley was in his second year at 
Charterhouse, his older brother, Samuel, married, and 
his younger brother Charles, aged nine, entered West- 
minster School at Samuel’s expense until Charles was 
elected King’s Scholar. Samuel’s wife Ursula (‘Nutty’) 
was somewhat shrewish and not always kind to Charles, 
but Jack told their mother, “She has always been particu- 
larly civil to me.” He often walked the mere two and a 
half miles from the Charterhouse, past Newgate Prison, 
down Fleet Street, the Strand, and Whitehall, to the 
home of Samuel and Nutty in Westminster. He was there 
when Samuel read aloud a letter from Epworth describ- 
ing the extraordinary disruption caused at the rectory by 
a ghost. Years later John Wesley made a thorough enqui- 
ry into “Old Jeffrey,” as the family called the ghost, but 
the matter remains unresolved. 

Brother Samuel (they had all been taught to address 
each other as ‘Brother’ or “Sister,’’ not by Christian 
name alone) was already a poet. He lacked genius but 
moved among poets and essayists: Jack and Charles 
would have seen Pope, Swift, and Prior at the Westmin- 
ster home. Samuel was counted a Jacobite (but he denied 
it) and was devoted to Bishop Atterbury, the dean of 
Westminster and bishop of Rochester who later was ex- 
iled for sedition. 

Jack, though following the statesmen who put Church 
and Crown before Parliament (now called Tories), sup- 
ported the new dynasty. Yet this loyalty could open no 
doors to the future. His own patron, the Tory Duke of 
Buckingham, had fallen from power, and so had Brother 
Samuel’s patron, the Earl of Oxford. Both remained gov- 
ernors of the Charterhouse and no doubt tipped Wesley 
handsomely when the gownboys formed a guard of hon- 
or at the arrival of the great ones, in their full-bottomed 
wigs, before the Governors’ Assemblies. 
Though Buckingham could not help, the late founder 

of Charterhouse had made provision for every gown- 
boy’s next step if funds were otherwise unprovided. The 
slower students were apprenticed to trades, like Wesley’s 
classmate John Spencer, who was bound to a periwig 
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maker. The brighter students received grants to Oxford 
or Cambridge, especially to Christ Church, Oxford. The 
schoolmaster had no hesitation in nominating John Wes- 
ley for a grant, and he was entered at Christ Church as a 
Commoner on June 24, 1720, a week after his seven- 
teenth birthday; the first time his name appears in the 
battel book, charging him for provisions on July 13, 1720, 
it was written John Westley. 

The rector of Epworth was delighted at his son’s suc- 
cess. Thinking to forward Jack’s career, he had told him 
before he left Charterhouse to call on Dr. Henry 
Sacheverell. The celebrated Tory cleric lived a short walk 
away at St. Andrew’s, Holborn, the rich rectory which 
Queen Anne had given him after his inflammatory ser- 
mons and notorious trial for sedition had led to the fall of 
the Whig government, which she hated. Samuel Wesley 
had helped Sacheverell by writing his defense to read at 
the trial and now felt entitled to expect a return. 
Sacheverell had been an Oxford don, though his scholar- 
ship was not highly regarded, and his letters of introduc- 
tion could open many doors. 

Jack duly presented himself. ‘I was a very little fellow 
when I was introduced to him,” Wesley would afterward 
recall with amusement. “I found him alone, as tall as a 
Maypole and as fine as an Archbishop. After I had made 
known to him the object of my visit, he said: “You are too 
young to go to the University. You cannot know Greek 
and Latin yet. Go back to school.’ ’’ This was cool treat- 
ment for a boy whose father had befriended the pomp- 
ous doctor in his hour of need. Little Wesley was out- 
raged. Well-bred in the classics at Charterhouse, even 
learning Hebrew with Sam at Westminster, he felt him- 
self a giant of knowledge beside such a Maypole. “I 
looked at him as Goliath looked at David, and despised 
him in my heart. I thought, if I do not know Greek and Latin 
better than you I ought to go back to school indeed. 1 left him, 
and neither entreaties nor commands could have brought 
me back to him.” 



Chapter Three 

The Red Notebook 

Early in September 1723 John Wesley, twenty years of 
age and in his third year at Christ Church, was walking 
one evening a mile or two from Oxford. 

Smallpox raged among town and gown, but he had 
survived a mild attack in childhood and therefore was 
immune; neither had he caught the prevalent fever which 
had carried off “a very ingenious young gentleman of our 
college.”” Wesley wrote home that he was “seldom trou- 
bled with anything but bleeding at the nose, which I 
have frequently’’—a condition which would not necessar- 
ily imply a serious physical defect or high blood pressure. 

As he walked through water meadows, his nose began 
to bleed again. He tried to stop it. Every method proved 
useless. Then “I stripped myself and leapt into the river, 
which happened luckily not to be far off.” The shock 
contracted the muscles and stopped the flow of blood. 

Wesley loved bathing and exercise. He swam and boat- 
ed; he played ‘‘real’’ tennis; he rode and occasionally 
went hunting. Sometimes he was given a gun at a shoot. 
But all his activities were hemmed in by lack of money 
and drove him into debt from time to time. 

As a commoner, he had to pay all his board, room 
rent, and college expenses out of the Charterhouse grant 
and what his family could scrape together, whereas Sam, 
the riper scholar, had been a student on the Foundation, 
living free. Sam retained his studentship until 1723, pass- 
ing the compensation to Jack as a loan. 

John Wesley worked hard at the classics and at logic. 
He fulfilled his tutor’s requirements with ease despite a 
tendency to spend hours in wide reading, which did little 
except feed his intellectual curiosity, though he would 
generally make a synopsis (“collecting,” he called it) of 
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each book. He was sociable, though neither his parentage 
nor his pocket took him into the company of the aristo- 
crats of The House, as Christ Church was always known 
at Oxford. To save money he wore his own hair instead 
of a fashionable wig. 

Still small in physique, he was neat in dress and ap- 
pearance. According to a tradition passed down in his 
brother Samuel’s family, he had a gaiety and sprightli- 
ness about him in his early twenties ‘with a turn for wit 
and humor, a young fellow of the finest classical taste, of 
the most liberal and manly sentiments.” He also had a 
relish for ghost stories and enjoyed card playing. 
None of this would ensure him a livelihood. The Duke 

of Buckingham was dead, and Wesley lacked a patron to 
open the way to the law, politics, or literary pursuits. The 
sword had no attraction, even if he had possessed the 
means to purchase a commission. He had already begun 
a lifelong interest in medical matters but showed no de- 
sire to follow Uncle Matthew. 

The obvious career, especially for a Wesley, was that of 
clergyman. Many of his Oxford contemporaries would 
slip casually into Holy Orders to be tutors or schoolmas- 
ters or country curates; some had family livings waiting. 
Susanna Wesley hoped that Jack would help his father, 
who had lately accepted the additional parish of Wroot, a 
gloomy village seven miles from Epworth with a less ex- 
pensive rectory where they now lived. “I heartily wish 
you were in Orders,’”” she wrote to Jack in September 
1724, shortly after he had taken his degree as Bachelor of 
Arts. 

But her own teaching and example had made his con- 
science too sensitive to allow him to seek Holy Orders 
without a true inward calling. He seemed a clean-living 
young man to his friends, and if rather fond of the ladies, 
his behavior toward them was correct. He did not forget 
to say his prayers, ‘both in public and in private.’” He 
read several commentaries on the New Testament as well 
as his Bible regularly, yet he reckoned afterward that he 
was “‘continually sinning against that little light I had 
[despite] transient fits of what many divines taught me to 
call repentance.” 

He hesitated when old Mr. Wesley began to press him 
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to prepare properly and be ordained: ‘You don’t admire 
a callow clergyman any more than I do.” Jack would 
prefer to be an Oxford don, though it would oblige him 
to be in Orders. He loved Oxford, and his father had 
already mentioned him for a fellowship to Dr. Morley, a 
Lincolnshire man who was rector of Lincoln, the small 
college across the High. 

At last, soon after Christmas 1724, Wesley wrote to 
both his parents that he had decided to seek Holy. 
Orders, partly to ensure himself a livelihood and partly 
to help toward a stricter life. 

The letters arrived at Wroot and started an argument. 
His father was against ‘‘your going over hastily into 
Orders.” He suggested, alarmingly, that Jack spend a 
year collating the Hebrew, Greek, Syrian, and Latin texts 
of Old Testament books to assist the polyglot Bible, 
which the rector had been preparing, and added: “You 
ask me which is the best commentary on the Bible. I 
answer, the Bible.” 

Susanna disliked delay. After more discussion, she re- 
tired to bed, ‘very ill and confined to my chamber.” In 
February she complained to Jack that “ ’tis an unhappi- 
ness almost peculiar to our family, that your father and I 
seldom think alike. I approve the disposition of your 
mind ...and I think the sooner you are a deacon the 
better.” She particularly liked the idea because it would 
set him to study practical divinity. 

Three weeks later on March 17, the rector wrote again: 
“I’ve changed my mind since my last, and now incline to 
your going this summer into Orders.” He promised to 
scrape together the money for the fees. 

This letter must have reached Oxford at the beginning 
of Holy Week 1725. Wesley began to prepare. A remark 
in his mother’s recent letter had struck him forcibly: she 
had urged him to “enter now upon a serious examination 
of yourself, that you may know whether you have a rea- 
sonable hope of salvation by Jesus Christ, that is, wheth- 
er you are in a state of faith and repentance or not.” To 
stay always in this state of mind and soul, she urged, 
was the essential condition of salvation. 
An old red notebook which had belonged to his grand- 

father, the Puritan preacher, lay ready to hand. Wesley 
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knew a shorthand code which would enable him to write 
fast and protect his more intimate jottings from prying 
eyes. He adapted and developed the code so cleverly that 
it was not fully and accurately deciphered until 1972, 
nearly 250 years later. 

Early in the morning of Good Friday, he went to the 
college service in the Latin chapel of Christ Church Ca- 
thedral. The prayers were in Latin, which was familiar 
enough to John Wesley, but they were generally read in a 
perfunctory manner by a bored canon in the cold, half-lit 
cathedral. Wesley’s attention wandered, and he found ‘a 
great many unclean thoughts arising in chapel.” 

Back in his rooms he opened the red notebook. “Fri- 
day, March 26,” he wrote in longhand at the top of the 
first right hand page. Examining himself as his mother 
had suggested, he put down in shorthand code a list of 
his temptations: 

a. Too much addicting myself to light behavior at all 
times; 

b. Listening too much to idle talk, and reading vain 
plays and books; 

c. Idleness; and lastly 

d. Want of due consideration in whose presence I 
am. 

From which I perceive it is necessary 

a. To labor for a grave and modest carriage; 
b. To avoid vain and light company; and 
c. To entertain awful apprehensions of the presence 

of God; 
d. To avoid idleness, freedom with women, and 

high-seasoned meats [possibly because he be- 
lieved they stimulated his virility] 

He determined “to resist the very beginnings of lust, 
not by arguing with, but by thinking no more of it or by 
immediately going into company.” He had plenty of 
friends in different colleges. 

For ten days he wrote no more in the red notebook. 
His good resolutions hardly affected his usual manner or 
activities. Then he began a daily diary to check how he 
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spent his time, writing a single line for each morning and 
afternoon for a fortnight until he ‘went out of town.” A 
friend who was a little younger than Wesley, Robin Grif- 
fiths of Merton, had invited him home. 
They rode through the springtime Cotswold hills to 

Broadway, the lovely village of sandstone houses where 
the Cotswolds meet the vale of Evesham, some forty 
miles from Oxford. Griffiths’ father had the parish and 
thus the Elizabethan rectory. Wesley found himself ac- 
cepted into a circle of intellectual, charming, and devout 
people of about his age. Robin often took him to Stanton 
rectory, a mile or two away on the hillside, where the 
Reverend Lionel Kirkham and his wife lived with a son 
and three daughters, Sally, Betty, and Damaris. 

Wesley fell a little in love with Sally, but he hoped to 
be a college fellow, who must be unmarried. And only 
that month his eldest sister, Emily, miserable from an 

unhappy love affair, had warned him to avoid ‘engaging 
his affections” before he could marry speedily. 

The next village to Stanton was Buckland. Here lived 
the Tookers in the fifteenth-century rectory with its moot 
hall. Behind the church at ‘‘the Farm’ were the romantic 
Granvilles, political exiles from London, whose aristocrat- 
ic connections did not make them proud. Mrs. Gran- 
ville’s late husband, a descendant of the famous Sir Rich- 
ard Grenville of the Revenge, had been implicated in the 
recent Jacobite rising, and his brother, Lord Lans- 
downe, had been exiled to France, where the old Pre- 
tender gave him the empty title of duke. Lansdowne later 
made his peace with the Hanoverians. 

Only one of Mrs. Granville’s daughters, Ann, was at 
home. Wesley had not yet met her brilliant sister Mary, 
Mrs. Alexander Pendarves, recently widowed of an el- 
derly husband whom she had been forced to marry. It 
may have been Mary who later suggested the use of liter- 
ary codenames. As “Varanese,’”' the unmarried Sally 
Kirkham might correspond in the third person with the 
bachelor John Wesley as ‘Cyrus’; Mary Pendarves began 
to write to him too, taking the name ‘’Aspasia.” 

While Wesley was in the Cotswolds this spring of 1725, 
two months short of his twenty-second birthday, one of 
the group of friends urged him to read a book “which I 
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had frequently seen but never much looked into before.” 
The Christian’s Pattern was a paraphrase by George Stan- 
hope, the incumbent dean of Canterbury, of the medieval 
classic The Imitation of Christ by Thomas a Kempis. 
Some of The Imitation’s strictness made Wesley angry: 

“T can’t think that when God sent us into the world,” he 
complained to his mother, “he had irreversibly decreed 
that we should be perpetually miserable in it . . . that all 
mirth is vain and useless, if not sinful. But why then 
does the Psalmist so often exhort us to rejoice in the 
Lord?” 

The more that he read 4 Kempis, however, the more “‘I 

began to see that true religion was seated in the heart, 
and that God’s law extended to all our thoughts as well 
as words and actions.” Reading 4 Kempis was comfort- 
ing, especially in the flowing English of the dean of Can- 
terbury: “So all-sufficient, so delightful, so heavenly 
sweet is the Friendship and Company of Jesus.” But a 
Kempis could give him no assurance that Jesus was 
always present in his heart. Wesley determined to make 
himself worthy of so great a Guest, then to watch and 
work carefully lest Jesus depart again. As a Kempis 
taught: ‘While Jesus is present by his Grace and Com- 
fort, nothing is too hard to do, nothing grievous to suffer; 
but Happiness and perfect Peace dwell and reign in my 
breast. But the moment he withdraws his cheering face, 
all my Supports are lost and gone.” 

Back in Oxford, Wesley took a step which was unusual 
and frowned upon. He began to attend Holy Commu- 
nion in the cathedral every Sunday. Students and Com- 
moners were required to communicate once a quarter, 
but to go more frequently was considered indecent, pos- 
sibly Popish. The congregations at the weekly celebra- 
tions were tiny. It was not easy to be outwardly religious 
at Christ Church. As Charles Wesley was to describe it 
four years later, ‘Christ Church is certainly the worst 
place in the world to begin a reformation; a man stands a 
very fair chance of being laughed out of his religion at his 
first setting out, in a place where ‘tis scandalous to have 
any at all.’ ” 

Susanna urged “Dear Jacky” not to mind. In the course 
of a long and theological letter, discussing the subject 
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with zeal, she stiffened his resolution: ‘If it be a weak 
virtue that can’t bear being laughed at, I am very sure ‘tis 
a strong and well confirmed virtue that can stand the test 
of a brisk buffonery.”’ 

Wesley did not mind buffoonery, but he longed for a 
companion. One evening in July 1725, he and Robin Grif- 
fiths were at a party but were due later at the funeral of a 
tradesman’s daughter who had died of consumption (tu- 
berculosis) at the age of fifteen. They slipped out of the 
party and walked the short distance to St. Mary’s, the 
university church. They were early and took a turn up 
and down the aisle, lit by the evening sun through the 
stained glass. 

Wesley asked Robin: ‘Do you really think yourself my 
friend? If so, why will you not do me all the good you 
can?” 

Robin began to protest. Wesley cut him short. ‘Please 
oblige me in something which you can’t deny is in your 
power. Let me have the pleasure of making you a whole 
Christian! I know you are at least half persuaded al- 
ready.’’ Robin, Wesley went on, could do him no greater 
kindness, and both of them would need to be whole 
Christians when it was their turn ‘to follow that young 
woman.” 

Robin turned ‘exceedingly serious.”” Wesley may not 
have realized that Griffiths was already a consumptive. 
They became fellow pilgrims: Wesley pressing ahead, 

Robin following the more lamely. Into the first page of 
his diary Wesley inserted a list of rules ‘‘collected” from 
the devotional book Rules for Holy Living by Bishop 
Jeremy Taylor. Sally Kirkham (Varanese) had called some 
of Taylor’s rules ‘altogether impracticable,’ and Wesley 
soon found that she was right. 

Early in September he received the bishop of Lincoln’s 
Letters Dimissory, giving authority for his ordination on 
the title of a curacy to his father at Epworth and Wroot, 
and presented them to the bishop of Oxford's registrar. 
Wesley hardly thought himself worthy to be made dea- 
con. On the night before the service, he confessed in 
cipher in his diary: “Boasting, greedy of praise, intemper- 
ate sleep, detraction, lying—Lord have mercy—heat in 
arguing.” 
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Thus abashed and anxious, he was ordained in Christ 
Church Cathedral on the morning of Sunday, September 
19, 1725 by Bishop of Oxford John Potter, a future arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. 

The new Reverend John Wesley could not leave Oxford 
while working for a fellowship; therefore, he rode out to 
little country churches in Oxfordshire and Buckingham- 
shire where he donned his canonicals and preached his 
carefully written sermons. Back in his rooms he labored 
at Homer or Horace or divinity, composed verses, and 
wrote letters. He went for walks, played tennis (two 
hours on the second day after his ordination), and sat at 
the coffee house. 
One evening he ‘disputed warmly on a trifle.’’ When 

he opened his diary, he repented. His friends might re- 
gard him as an upright and delightful man when not in 
an argument; but if he draws a true self-portrait in his 
secret diary, rather than over-etching the warts, it would 
|seem that he was proud, both of his intellectual powers 
‘and of his holiness, and inclined to be peevish. He ad- 
mits to being idle—by which he probably meant that he 
read light books and plays such as The Ambitious Step- 
mother, The Fair Penitent, and other tragedies by the late 
Poet Laureate Nicholas Rowe, of which he was especially 
fond. Wesley confessed to himself that he broke his 
word, dissembled, and was quick to condemn or cen- 
sure, especially the canons of Christ Church. 

Meanwhile, in Lincoln College and far away in Lin- 
colnshire, intense lobbying was propelling him toward 
the vacant fellowship, which would provide a home and 
income until death or marriage. In March he sat in the 
lodge of the rector of Lincoln to write a theme, then a few 
days later was examined in Homer and Horace. The rec- 
tor and fellows judged that he was not a scholar of the 
first water, but they liked him and approved of him as a 
High Churchman and a Tory. 
On March 17, 1726 the twelve fellows elected John 

Wesley unanimously. When the news reached Epworth 
and Wroot, his father rejoiced. Debts and an uncertain 
future meant nothing: ‘‘Wherever I am, my Jacky is Fel- 
low of Lincoln!” 



Chapter Four 

“You Cannot Serve Him Alone’’ 

The new Fellow of Lincoln spent the summer of 1726 
helping his father. Visiting the cottagers at Wroot or 
Epworth, or wandering through the market, Wesley kept 
an ear for the dialect and the curious Lincolnshire 
phrases: “You muck spout’; ‘You clarhkettle, I’ll tan 
your bonecart!” “As rough as a hackle.” Many of the 
words were unknown beyond the county. 

Wesley had an insatiable curiosity; he even attended an 
archaelogical dig. Meanwhile, he tried to keep his rules 
and to regulate his days and was leaning toward self- 
denial. One July day he discussed this with his mother. 
She offered the opinion that ‘one act of self-denial is 
more grateful to your Master than the performance of 
many duties, as it is an undeniable instance of the love 
we bear him.” 

But all was not well at home. During the previous year 
Jack’s beautiful and clever sister Hetty had eloped with a 
lawyer. The rector thought the man a scoundrel and op- 
posed their match. His instinct was sure: Hetty returned 
home after one night. Her father refused to forgive her. 
To efface the scandal, she married the first man to ask the 
rector for her hand: a rough, lazy, poorly educated gla- 
zier and plumber called Wright from the nearby town of 
Louth. Wright’s love soon cooled. He took to drink and 
made Hetty’s life miserable. 

Jack found his father ‘‘inconceivably exasperated 
against her.’” He had disowned her and ‘never spoke of 
her in my hearing but with the utmost detestation.’”’ Jack 
visited her in Louth and was sure she had repented of 
her misdeeds and craved her parents’ love, yet their 
mother took the rector’s part as did several of the sisters 
and nineteen-year-old Charles, who had left Westminster 

41 



42 |Ill WALKING TO GLORY 

and was about to go up to Christ Church. Only crippled 
Molly supported Jack in his concern for Hetty. 

One evening at dinner in Wroot rectory, Jack deliber- 
ately launched a disputation on the theology of forgive- 
ness, affecting not to notice his father’s irritation. Jack, 
who had long considered preparing a sermon on univer- 
sal charity, or so he said, now retired to write it. When 

he showed his mother the script, she saw through him at 
once: ‘You wrote this sermon for Hetty. The rest was 
brought in for the sake of the last paragraph.” But she 
asked for only one change. 

He preached it on the last Sunday in August in Wroot 
parish church. His father said nothing afterward. Next 
day Jack rode to Epworth, returning later that week. 
While he was away, the rector and Charles visited sister 
Suky and her worthless husband, Richard Ellison, a 
farmer who had come down in the world. As they re- 
turned, the rector exploded against Jack. 
When they were all back at Wroot, young Charles 

asked Jack to take a walk in the garden after supper and 
informed him, “My father last night was telling me of 
your disrespect to him. He said you had him at open 
defiance.” 

Jack was genuinely surprised. Not for the last time he 
had failed to see that he might give offense by his stand 
on a principle. He asked how or when. 

“Every day,”” replied Charles and repeated their fa- 
ther’s words: “’ “You hear how he contradicts me, and 
takes your sister’s part before my face. Nay, he disputes 
with me, preach—’ and then he stopped short,” said 
Charles, “‘as if he wanted to recall his word, and talked of 
other things.” 

Jack ran into the house. He found the rector by himself 
in the hall and burst into tears, saying he had learned 
from his brother that he had offended by often contra- 
dicting him and not offering to write for him, “but now I 
promise to do whatever you please.” 

His father kissed him and cried a little too. “I always 
believed you were good at bottom,” he said, “and I will 
employ you next day.” 

John Wesley therefore spent hours, when he would 
rather have studied Xenophon and Horace or relaxed 
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with Half Pay Officers or another play, writing sermons for 
his father and transcribing long Latin quotations for the 
magnum opus on Job until the time came to ride off to 
Oxford. 

“I never knew a college besides ours whereof the mem- 
bers were so perfectly satisfied with one another’’— so 
Wesley described Lincoln’s six or eight fellows in resi- 
dence. He found them ‘well-natured and well-bred,” 
and peaceable and neighborly among themselves and to- 
ward their acquaintances outside. The fellows liked their 
new colleague too. 
He worshiped with them in the chapel, which seemed 

small after Christ Cathedral and was lit at the east end by 
unusual seventeenth-century stained glass, from Lincoln- 
shire, which told the story of the Faith. He dined at high 
table and played cards or conversed in the intimate com- 
mon room with its oak paneling. And every Saturday 
night, after he had mounted the steep staircase in Chapel 
Quad to his rather cramped set of rooms overlooking the 
Turl, he would open his diary and examine himself. He 
seldom liked what he saw as he searched his soul and 
would jot down in code his frequent failures to keep 
resolutions. 

Wesley’s college duties were light. He loved, therefore, 
to walk out on the Woodstock road, hire a horse from a 
hostler at Yarnton, and ride into the Cotswolds. 

Sally Kirkham had married the local schoolmaster, 
John Chapone, in December 1725, to Wesley’s sorrow, if 
one of his sisters is to be believed. He was present at the 
wedding, and “Cyrus” Wesley and ‘‘Varanese”” Chapone 
remained devoted friends. They corresponded, and this 
alarmed Susanna Wesley: ‘The more I think of it, the less 
I approve it.” They kept the friendship on a strictly moral 
and pious level, however much their hearts might flutter, 
and as Sally said as she sat with Wesley and her sister, “I 
can’t think it expedient, nor indeed lawful, to break off 
that acquaintance which is one of the strongest incentives 
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I have to virtue.” One Sunday after Wesley had read the 
prayers and preached at Stanton, he walked up Horrell 
Hill with the sisters. Sally said she loved him ‘more than 
all mankind except her father and her husband.” Betty 
felt the same, ‘though a maid must not say much.”” Wes- 
ley asked for ‘just the same freedom with her as with my 
sisters,” and when she went off to bed that night, Betty 
said, “‘“Good night, brother.” 

He returned to Stanton for a Christmas visit, getting up 
late despite his rule for early rising. Sometimes they 
talked or danced or had company; one evening he read 
aloud from Dean Swift’s new satire, Gulliver's Travels, 
which had taken England by storm that year. He also 
read to them Congreve’s play The Way of the World and 
Shakespeare, or they might bring out the cards and the 
circular revolving tray, extract the eight of diamonds, and 
play ‘‘Pope Joan,” a popular card game of the day. 

Wesley’s blend of social ability and seriousness made 
him, at twenty-three, an interesting mixture. His open 
face, with full lips, a nose which was a little too long, and 
rather large eyes, was framed by luxuriant silky hair 
which fell to his shoulders in defiance of current fashion; 
it had an unusual color, a dark brown which looked au- 
burn in certain lights. His clerical dress was always spot- 
less, in contrast to the rough coat of the Buckland parson, 
Trewythn Tooker, who generally appeared more like a 
grazier than a clergyman. 

The Kirkham family’s fondness for their young don 
was well put a year later by Bob, the lazy and amusing 
young brother of Sally and Betty, then in his first year at 
Oxford. He wrote in a jocular letter to Wesley from Stan- 
ton that they had spent pleasant hours reminiscing about 
“your most deserving, queer character—your worthy 
personal accomplishments—your noble endowments of 
mind—your little and handsome person—and your oblig- 
ing and desirable conversation.” The Tookers, the Gran- 
villes, and the Griffiths would have said the same that 
Christmas and new year of 1726-1727. 

Then came tragedy. Robin Griffiths’ consumption had 
steadily gained on him. When Wesley had stayed at 
Broadway rectory, he and Robin shared much religious 
talk, but they would also spend a morning foxhunting 
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with the local squire’s hounds (his son was another Ox- 
ford contemporary). Robin was now weaker but looked 
forward to marrying one of the Tooker girls from 
Buckland Rectory. Early in January 1727 Wesley walked 
over to see him. Three days later a message came that 
Robin Griffiths was dead. 

Wesley preached the funeral sermon in the twelfth- 
century church dedicated to the royal princess of Wessex, 
Saint Eadburgha, and rode sadly back to Oxford. 

That March he submitted to the university his Latin 
theme on Reason in Brutes and How Flies and Fishes Respire. 
The examiners awarded him the degree of Master of Arts: 
Oxford and Cambridge had not yet turned the award of 
M.A. into a formality to be claimed by any B.A. of two 
years’ standing who kept his name on the books. 

Wesley marked the occasion by starting in his diary at 
hourly introspection of his behavior. This he kept up for 
four days, then abandoned the first notebook with twen- | 
ty pages to fill. He began another, reverting to twice- 
daily reports and a Saturday night appraisal. When he 
described his system to his mother, she commented: 
“There’s nothing like a clear method to save both time 
and labor in anything.” 

He continued his wide reading in history, divinity, lit- 
erature, and plays, for the Bodleian Library was only a 
few steps from Lincoln; but as no tutorship fell vacant, he 
had only one pupil and sorely felt the loss of Robin, his 
fellow pilgrim on the steep ascent to heaven. Brother 
Charles had come up, as a student on the foundation of 
Christ Church, but brotherly affection brought little affin- 
ity. Charles was high-spirited and clever and already a 
skilled versifier, but he envied the Christ Church noble- 
men who had money to spend and costly clothes. In 
chapel, he was “utterly inattentive” by his own later ad- 
mission. John Wesley saw much good in him, noting that 
he “‘merits emulation—in meekness, tenderness and 

learning.” But “if I spoke to him about religion he would 
warmly answer, ‘What, would you have me be a saint all 

at once?’ and would hear no more.” 
In August 1727, when the summer floods had subsided 

between Wroot and Epworth, Wesley went back to serve 
as his father’s curate. The college renewed his leave of 
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absence every six months. His father was aging, and his 
mother had nearly died in June. The rector had written in 
July: “Though she has now and then some very sick fits, 
yet I hope the sight of you will revive her.” It did, for she 
lived to be seventy-three. 

For the next two years John Wesley was a country cu- 
rate. He studied in the mornings, visited cottages in the 
afternoon, and kept his health by exercise—swimming in 
the river in summer, shooting with his dog, Tony, in 

autumn, and playing tennis when opportunity offered. 
(Shooting and tennis were his favorite sports.) In the eve- 
nings he would often dance a little with his sisters and 
their friend Kitty Hargreaves, who much attracted him. 
Dancing was the only exercise permitted a woman except 
for walking or riding, and Wesley had bought a flute to 
play as they danced. 

Sometimes he left Epworth for a round of visits to mar- 
ried sisters and to the unmarried Kezzy, the youngest, 
who was a teacher in Lincoln. Once he visited Went- 
worth Woodhouse, the great house in south Yorkshire 
belonging to the descendants of Strafford, Charles I’s ex- 
ecuted statesman, and was allowed to spend days in 
their library. In September 1728 he went up to London 
with Charles to stay with Brother Sam at Westminster 
and attend a play. Charles was somewhat smitten with 
an actress, whereas Jack felt less sure that he should con- 
tinue to enjoy the stage or the reading of plays. 

The two brothers rode on to Oxford, and Bishop Potter 
ordained John into priest’s orders. Some words given to 
the candidates by the bishop’s examining chaplain sank 
into his mind. “Do you know what you are about?” 
asked Dr. Hayward. “You are bidding defiance to all 
mankind. He that would live a Christian priest ought to 
know that, whether his hand be against every man or 
not, he must expect every man’s hand should be against 
him.”” Wesley was ready for the world’s contempt, which 
would help work out his own salvation. 

He was increasingly serious in his manner, seeking to 
refine and renew his nature by keeping to his method yet 
longing for assurances that he pleased God. He was still 
“constrained to travel alone, having no man to guide or 
help.’”” He knew the need for a companion, for an elderly 
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Lincolnshire clergyman, Joseph Hoole of Haxey, had im- 
pressed upon him some words which Wesley quoted so 
often in later life that he was generally credited as their 
source: “The Bible knows nothing of a solitary religion.’ 
“Sir,” Hoole had said, ‘‘you wish to serve God and go to | 
heaven. Remember, you cannot serve Him alone. You. 
must therefore find companions or make them.” 

In effect, he did both. During their journey to London 
and on to Oxford, Wesley had argued long and hard with 
his brother. By January he knew that Charles had re-) 
nounced his frivolity, perhaps scared by his flirtation 
with the actress, ‘‘though I can’t tell myself,’”” he wrote to 
John, “how or when I first awoke out of my lethargy— 
only that ‘twas not long after you went away.” He was 
sure he would be established in faith by John’s help and 
their mother’s prayers and would never quarrel with her 
again “‘till I do [quarrel] with my religion.” He relied on 
his brother’s prayers that such a quarrel would never 
occur. 

Brother Sam noticed the difference at Christmas vaca- 
tion. He told John—and thereby gave a profile of Wesley | 
in late 1728—that Charles was ‘so entirely infected with 
your gravity that every motion and look made me almost 
suspect it was you; nay, I begin now to think he will 
hardly ever lay aside the present solemnity of his person 
and behavior.” 

Charles had wasted his time on “diversions.” Now he 
set out to redeem it. In the early weeks of 1729 he started 
reading seriously and began to keep a diary on John’s 
system, leaning heavily on his advice. Wesley gladly paid 
the postal fees for the long and vivid letters which ar- 
rived from Oxford at Gainsborough post office, to be col- 
lected when one of the family took the boat up the Trent. 

Charles had persuaded Bob Kirkham, amusing and still 
rather idle, to join him in keeping the rules which John 
had formulated. Charles had rescued William Morgan, a 
“modest, humble, well-disposed youth” in the next set of 
rooms, from ‘vile hands.” Morgan wanted to be guided 
in things temporal and eternal though he dared not “‘re- 
ceive the sacrament but at the usual times for fear of 
being laughed at.” Charles managed to persuade Bob “‘to 
neglect censure on a religious account and thereby en- 
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couraged myself to do so.” Soon Charles, Morgan, and 
‘Bob were all defying ridicule by going to the Eucharist 
-once a week. 

Charles was about to ride into the Cotswolds, though 
he feared that without his brother the delights of Stanton 
might trip him. He told gaily how the Kirkhams “have 
had the good fortune there to have a couple of aunts die 
and leave the three girls £200 a piece. There’s news for 
you, you rogue!” 

Wesley also heard from Charles that the vice-chancellor 
was taking measures to stem the tide of Deism in Oxford, 
for if few men openly rejected the Divinity of Christ, a 
growing crowd of dons and undergraduates were indif- 
ferent to Christian doctrine and practice. Charles, in con- 
trast, having looked at the University Statues, which 
were grounded firmly in Christianity, was trying to ob- 
serve the methods of study and worship laid down for 
Oxford many centuries before. 

Fifty-six years later in 1785, Charles Wesley claimed 
that it was for this reason, and in that year of 1729, that 
an undergraduate of Christ Church first mocked him, 
Kirkham, and Morgan with the “harmless name of 
‘Methodist.’ “” The term had been used occasionally in 
the previous century to describe medical men of a certain 
sort, and occasionally in religion. 

Charles’ memory, however, was at fault, perhaps mis- 
led by an unconscious desire to strengthen his authority 
in the Methodist movement. His claim to be ‘the first 
Methodist’ was accepted, for no one was alive to contra- 
dict him except his brother John, who did not choose to 
do so. It became part of Methodist tradition. But it cannot 
be sustained against contemporary documentary evi- 
dence. The nickname Methodist was not used at Oxford 
for another three years; it first appears in letters, diaries 
and publications, all within a few weeks, in late summer 
of 1732. Charles had not organized his two friends into 
any religious club; Bob Kirkham was still more interested 
in the company of his drinking friends, although he did 
brave mockery to attend the Eucharist weekly with Mor- 
gan and Charles. 

Christ Church men, this spring of 1729, joked about 
“the whimsical Mr. Wesley, his preciseness, and pious 
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extravagancies.”” Charles was now convinced that eternal) 
salvation depended on what they could do to prepare) 
themselves for heaven, and he needed John. ‘I earnestly 
long for and desire,” he wrote, ‘the blessing God is 
about to send me in you. I am sensible this is my day of 
grace.” He also assumed that his destination in eternity 
would largely depend on how well he employed his | 
time. John came from Epworth in the summer. He en- 
couraged Charles and Morgan, then returned by way of 
Westminster, where he, Charles, and Sam visited the 
playhouse. 

Back in Lincolnshire, relations with his father were be- 
coming tense. Wesley longed to be back in Oxford for 
good. The opportunity came when the new rector of Lin- 
coln, Dr. Euseby Isham, wrote that the college required 
his presence to take up a tutorship. 

Wesley made a leisurely journey, visiting relations and 
friends in the cities of Lincoln, London, and Westmin- 
ster. On the evening of November 22, 1729, when the 
towers and spires of Oxford were silhouetted in the early 
winter sunset, he rode down Headington Hill and over 

Magdalen Bridge. He went straight to visit Charles at 
Christ Church—the beginning of eight formative years | 
which would end very differently from what John Wesley , 
expected. 
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Chapter Five 

“Our Little Society” 

One summer evening in August 1730, William Morgan, 
whom Charles had befriended, knocked on the door of 
John Wesley’s rooms in Chapel Quad, Lincoln, with ex- 

citing news. 
He had regularly been visiting a man who lay shackled 

in Oxford Castle under sentence of death for murdering 
his wife. Among the other prisoners were several debt- 
ors. These were free to walk about the prison. Morgan 
had talked with one of them that afternoon and was con- 
vinced, he told Wesley, that “it would do much good if 
anyone would be at the pains of now and then speaking 
with them.” 

Wesley replied cautiously that dons and undergradu- 
ates did not visit prisons. Morgan raised the subject again 
at their regular readings, which Wesley had organized for 
Charles, Bob Kirkham, and Morgan. Four evenings a 
_week they would meet in each others’ rooms in rotation. 
Wesley read prayers; they had supper; then he read to 
them from the classics on weekdays and a book of divin- 
ity on Sundays. They would tell each other how they had 
spent the day and examine their spiritual progress. 

At each session that week, Morgan urged upon them 
the good they might do the prisoners and their own 
souls. He brought along another undergraduate, John 
Boyce, who, as the son of a former mayor of Oxford, was 
sure that the civic authorities would not object. 
On August 24 the two Wesleys walked down with 

Morgan to the Castle at the edge of the city and were “so 
well satisfied with our conversation there that we agreed 
to go thither once or twice a week.” Morgan next took 
Wesley to a cottage in the town where a woman in ex- 
treme poverty, Mrs. Vesey, lay sick. 

50 
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Morgan’s suggestion that the four friends—and 
Boyce—help the prisoners and the poor seemed a true 
imitation of Christ, and when Wesley wrote to Epworth, 
his father sent back strong encouragement. He was 
pleased that Morgan was “‘breaking the ice for you” and 
revealed that he too, in his Oxford days, had visited pris- 
oners. But Jack must seek the approval of the local clergy- 
man and of the bishop. 

Bishop Potter promptly sent a message that he “was 
greatly pleased with the undertaking.” 

Wesley therefore preached once a month at the Castle 
and at Bocardo, the prison where most of the debtors lay __, 
(and where Cranmer, Ridley, and Latimer had lain before ‘& 

they were burned at the stake.) Wesley and the laymen) “**” 
took turns visiting the prisons daily; twice a week the 
read prayers. They raised a little fund to buy medicine 
and books and sometimes to help a debtor gain dis- 
charge. They also adopted three or four poor families in 
the town, visiting them regularly and reading to the sick 
and aged. 

In the spring of 1731 Wesley started a small school for 
poor children, paying a woman to teach. The friends took 
turns to hear the children read or say their prayers, and 
to inspect their knitting and weaving. When necessary, 
Wesley would buy a child clothes. 

The numbers of “our little society” grew slightly. John 
Gambold of Christ Church who joined them wrote short- 
ly afterward that “Mr. John Wesley was always the chief 
manager, for which he was very fit. For he had not only 
more learning and experience than the rest, but he was 
blest with such activity as to be always gaining ground, 
and such steadiness that he lost none.’” His proposals 
“were sure to charm them,” wrote Gambold, because 
Wesley was in earnest and was “always the same. To this 
I may add that he had, I think, something of authority in 
his countenance; though. . . he could soften his manner 
and point it as occasion required.” 

Wesley strongly urged “method and order” on all his 
disciples so that every hour of the day had its proper use, 
whether study, devotion, exercise, or charity. He urged 
them to “keep in their minds an awful sense of God's 
presence.” He put together and published A Collection of 
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Forms of Prayer, ‘‘which, lying by them as they stood at 

their studies, they at intervals snatched a short petition 
out of it.” Wesley liked to shoot up a prayer on the first 
second of every hour. He “thought prayer to be more his 
business than anything else,” wrote Gambold, “and I 
have seen him come out of his closet with a serenity of 
countenancy that was next to shining.” 

When John Wesley told his father about the charitable 
work they had begun, the old rector declared that ‘none 
but such as are out of their senses would be prejudiced 
against your acting in this manner.” He was wrong. Soon 
after they began to visit the prisons, Bob Kirkham report- 
ed that he had been ridiculed at Merton for being a 
member of ‘‘the Holy Club.” He had never heard of such 
a club nor known the strange customs assigned to it by 
rumor, yet he learned that it had “become a common 

topic of mirth.” And his college thought that nothing was 
so ridiculous as visiting prisoners and the poor: Oxford 
had forgotten her great medieval and Tudor traditions of 
charity. 

As the rumors spread, most undergraduates and many 
dons looked on the Wesleys with a mixture of amuse- 
ment and anger. To receive the Sacrament weekly was 
bad enough and smacked of Popish or of Jacobite sympa- 
thies (the professor of New Testament Greek, a canon of 
Christ Church, threatened to turn his nephew out of 
doors for joining the Wesleys in this), “yet nothing,” as 
Gambold recalled a few years later, “was so much dis- 
liked as these charitable employments.’’ Wesley heard 
that several seniors of Christ Church had consulted on 
“the speediest way to stop the progress of enthusiasm” 
in the college and that the university censors ‘‘were going 
to blow up the Godly Club (this was now our common 
title, though we were sometimes dignified with that of 
the Enthusiasts, or the Reforming Club).” 
Wesley prepared a careful paper to place before serious 

| critics, but he taught his disciples to ignore the jeering or 
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to glory in it as helping to make them more worthy of. 
God's favor, more certain that He would accept them 
when they died, and more like Christ while they lived. | 
Wesley worked hard to imitate Christ. Since the return to | 
Oxford, he had resolved to “make the Scripture my 
study.” The Bible now shaped his wide and unremitting 
reading in divinity as he struggled to understand it. 

To give himself more time and inclination he shook off! 
his “trifling acquaintances” and kept a sharp eye on the | 
use he made of each hour. He offered prayers at intervals | 3 
throughout the day, including prayer when the college 
clock struck the hour, and he trained himself to rise at 5. 
o'clock or even at 4. Early rising became a hallmark of the’ 
Methodists; across Oxford the handful of disciples strug- 
gled and groaned to obey Wesley’s insistence on this self- 
denial, and nothing seemed more absurd to the 
university. 

To save on coals or logs and sometimes to inflict a\ 
penance on himself, Wesley sat in a fireless room unless. 
he had company. To deepen humility and to save the 
hire of horses, the Wesley brothers took to walking all 
the way on their visits to Epworth, some 150 miles. This 
fad worried their father. ‘I should be so pleased to see ye 
here this spring,” he wrote in 1731, “if it was not upon 

the hard conditions of your walking hither, but that 
always terrifies me, and I am commonly so uneasy for 
fear ye should kill yourselves with coming so far on foot 
that it destroys much of the pleasure I should otherwise 
have in conversing with you.” 

After that visit, walking each way, they assured him 
when they were safe back in Oxford that twenty-five 
miles a day for six days improved their health. They had 
walked through the Lincolnshire wolds and through the 
shires, under the shadow of Warwick Castle, and down 
by Stratford-on-Avon so that they could visit their Cots- 
wolds friends. Farmers on their hacks or ponies trotting 
io market or drovers behind their herds would have 
thought nothing of young men on foot. To walk or ride 
could be more comfortable and sometimes faster than 
riding in a wagon or coach. But these two, a parson and a 
layman, looked odd, for as they walked they read, de- 
spite the fact that even main roads were rough and bro- 
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ken and often hilly; they were deep in learned books, 
redeeming the time. Wesley reported that reading for ten 
of twenty-five daily miles had brought no harm. 

In 1732 they learned a new way of self-denial. The 
celebrated London bookseller Rivington had told Wesley 
about a young Oxford man named John Clayton. The 
two soon met in an Oxford street and became friends. 
Clayton, the son of a Manchester bookseller, was a tutor 
of Brasenose College, intending to take Holy Orders. He 
was a high churchman of the kind going out of fashion as 
the Hanoverian age wore on, and an ardent Jacobite. He 
approved the Wesleys’ religious method, but he urged 
them to keep the fasts of the primitive church, which 
were enjoined in the Book of Common Prayer yet had 
lapsed from general use. 

The Wesleys accepted Clayton’s advice and brought 
him into their “little society.” They began to fast every 
Wednesday and Friday. On the next visit to Epworth 
they refused even to breakfast with their parents on a 
Wednesday or a Friday to the rector’s indignation, and 
on the way home they refrained from eating until eve- 
ning. Their mother wrote in disgust: ‘I must tell ye, Mr. 
John Wesley, Fellow of Lincoln, and Mr. Charles Wesley, 
Student of Christ Church, that ye are two scrubby travel- 
ers, and sink your characters strangely by eating nothing 
on the road... .* to save charges. I wonder ye are not 
ashamed of yourselves.”” She was sure that a little 
thought would return them to a better mind. 
John Clayton was two years younger than Charles and 

would be close to the brothers for only six months before 
he was ordained and left Oxford, yet he had great influ- 
ence. He tightened their system. The Godly Club never 
met all together, as was supposed by an imaginative 
painting of the next century, but in small groups in dif- 
ferent colleges. Some of them hardly knew each other, 
but Clayton urged them to fill every hour with prayer or 
action to promote God’s glory and their soul’s health. He 
reorganized the visiting of the back streets and secured 
permission for regular readings in the bleak Workhouse, 
where broken old men and women were kept at labor for 
much of the day. 

He also introduced Wesley to the writings of the Early 
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Fathers. Wesley would walk round to the Bodelian Li- 
brary and spend hours discovering new strands of Chris- 
tian thought. In beautifully printed Tudor and Stuart edi- 
tions of Greek and Latin texts, he studied afresh the great 
Christian doctrines. He bought two huge volumes of 
texts culled from the Fathers by William Beveridge, a 
learned bishop who had died some twenty years before. 
Wesley learned about the asceticism of the Desert Fathers 
and began to glimpse ideas of Christian perfection. His 
conviction was strengthened: that true Christianity could 
not be fully experienced by simple souls though all must 
start on the path. 
Wesley had maintained his Cotswold connections. His 

chief correspondents now were Mrs. Mary Pendarves 
(‘‘Aspasia”’) in London and her sister Ann (‘Selima’’), 
who had moved with their mother, Mrs. Granville, from 
Stanton to Gloucester. Wesley and the ladies wrote elabo- 
rate letters to each other. Romance was excluded. Wes- 
ley’s heart dwelt tenderly on the affection of these cul- 
tured women. Once the two brothers rode to Gloucester 
and came back in a coach with the sisters, on their way to 
London, and were charmed by their pious conversation. 
Mrs. Pendarves teased Wesley a little by calling him 
“Primitive Christianity.” 

It was Mrs. Pendarves (as the evidence tentatively sug- 
gests) who showed him a new book which became a 
powerful influence, A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life 
by William Law. 
Law was a non-juring, celibate clergyman in his forties 

who was living near London as tutor to young Edward 
Gibbon, future father of the great historian. Law had al- 
ready written Christian Perfection, which Wesley does not 
seem to have noticed. A Serious Call, published in 1729, 
went into numerous editions and became famous in up- 
per class circles and clerical households for its gentle wit 
and wise advice conveyed by a cast of curious characters 
whose behavior displayed Law’s lofty view of a truly de- 
vout and holy life. 

Wesley disliked parts of the book, but A Serious Call, 
together with Christian Perfection, which he then read, 
“convinced me more than ever of the exceeding height 
and breadth and depth of the law of God. The light 
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flowed in so mightily upon my soul, that everything ap- 
peared in a new view. I cried to God for help, and re- 
solved not to prolong the time of obeying him as I had 
never done before. And by my continued endeavor to 
keep his whole law, inward and outward, to the utmost 
_of my power, I was persuaded that I should be accepted 
of him, and that I was even then in a state of salvation.” 

To reach Christian perfection became the driving force 
of his life; nearly six years with many adventures would 
pass before he realized that he was driving in the wrong 
direction. 



Chapter Six 

Sons of Sorrow 

On the night of July 25, 1732 Wesley took two hours’ 
sleep, then set off from Oxford after 11 o'clock to walk to 
London. 

Unless he boarded a coach or a swift boat on the 
Thames for part of the fifty-four mile journey, he must 
have walked hard all night and day, for by the evening of 
July 26 he was at Rivington’s shop in the city. The next 
morning he met a wealthy patron of the Society for the 
Promotion of Christian Knowledge (SPCK), who gave 
him a substantial donation for use among the prisoners 
and poor children of Oxford. 

Brother Sam had obtained an invitation for Jack to 
preach at St. Margaret’s, Westminster, the parish church 
in the shadow of the Abbey. After the service Sam intro- 
duced him—without either realizing what would eventu- 
ally flow from the introduction—to young Colonel Ogle- 
thorpe, who had received a royal charter to found the 
colony of Georgia as a buffer between Spanish Florida 
and the British provinces in America. Georgia was 
intended to be a haven for English debtors, persecuted 
Continental Christians, and others in distress. Ogle- 
thorpe was about to sail with the first colonists. 
Meanwhile, Sam was somewhat worried by Jack, who 

seemed to be weaving himself into a cocoon of stiff regu- 
lations and becoming even more grave; the Wesley sense 
of humor was being buried. Sam suspected that Jack now 
thought all laughter to be wrong, but Jack assured him it | 
was permissible at the right times. 

Wesley visited other relations and inspected Guy’s 
Hospital, the new charitable foundation on the south 
bank of the Thames, to gather ideas for his own more 
humble philanthropies. He also walked out to Putney to 
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sit at the feet of William Law; they discussed the attain- 
ment of a devout and holy life, not dreaming that in a 
few years they would reject each other’s views. Wesley 
returned to Westminster by river, reading Law’s gift of a 
German mystic text. 

While in London, Wesley received a letter written on 
August 6, 1732 from Clayton in Oxford which mentioned 
a new nickname. A Christ Church man named Bingham 
had derided Wesley as a “Methodist.” Possibly Bingham 
had been reading about a small group of divines in the 
last ten years of the seventeenth century who had been 
known as ‘New Methodists.” John Wesley’s sermons 
and Charles Wesley’s precise and particular practices had 
smacked of this approach to religion. The name caught 
on more widely than “Holy Club” and “Godly Club” and 
was soon used in letters and diaries, but when Wesley 
left London that August, he was still hardly aware of it. 
On the walk back he talked with other wayfarers as 

they trudged the highway or sat outside taverns. He in- 
quired how they worked out their salvation, and he 
urged them to seek God. Their confused replies empha- 
sized his own uncertainties, although he was sure that 
his earnestness must please God; and in Oxford, where 
few scholars and dons remained in high summer and the 
grass grew in the High, he continued his reading and his 
good works, aiming always to improve his soul. 

Then early in September 1732 he received bad news: 
William Morgan had died in Ireland and had died insane. 
“Morgan had been a youth of “sweetness and simplic- 

ity,” whose greatest love was to encourage others to live 
a good life; but an unspecified (and possibly undiag- 
nosed) disease had caused him to retire to a country vil- 
lage in Wiltshire where he spent much of his time teach- 
ing cottage children. His illness had slowly disordered 
his mind as Wesley noticed when they met. Wesley did 
not therefore enjoin him to keep the church fasts like the 
others: Morgan had once been severely abstemious but 
had reverted to a normal diet. 
Morgan returned to Ireland. On a journey to the 

South, he became raging mad. The family servant 
brought him home to Dublin, where he died in delirium, 
calling out the names of the Wesleys. 
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Morgan’s father, who had fumed to his son about ‘‘the 
ridiculous society you are engaged in,” was won over by 
the manner of his death and showed gratitude to the 
Wesleys for their kindness to William. Oxford gossip,\ 
however, accused them of killing the youth by insisting | 
that he fast. When the university filled up again for the 
new term, they found themselves the objects of hatred./ 

Worse than gossip followed at the end of term. On jy 
December 11 Wesley entered the common room at Lin- 
coln to find the dons talking about him and “‘this sect 
called Methodists’—a quotation from the latest edition of 
Fog’s Weekly Journal, freshly arrived from London. In the 
Journal was a long anonymous letter to the editor com- 
plaining that ‘the university at present is not a little pes- 
tered with those sons of sorrow, whose number daily 
receives addition” and who designed to ““make the whole 
place nothing but a monastery.” 

The letter writer complained of their “absurd and per- 
petual melancholy,” of their early rising, and of their 
time spent in prayer. He attacked them for believing that 
every conceivable action, however trivial, was of religious 
importance and for shedding social entertainments and 
diversions. The anonymous author’s criticisms fell thick: 
“Gloomy and disconsolate way of life. ... Weighed 
down by a habitual sorrow. ... Some suppose them to 
use religion only as a veil to vice. . . . Enthusiastic mad- 
ness and superstitious scruples. ...’’ The writer ended 
with a suggestion on how to clear their heads and expel 
“this gloomy stupidity.” 

Wesley made no answer, for he was due to preach 
before the university—his second university sermon— 
three weeks later on Monday, January 1. It would be the 
Feast of the Circumcision of Christ and the traditional 
New Year’s Day, though not the legal start of the year, 
which still fell on March 25. 
He was already preparing his sermon. He worked on it 

for a total of twenty-seven hours, writing and revising. 
Then he read all forty minutes of it aloud to different 
friends and discussed their suggestions. On the final Sat- 
urday he did not play cards in the common room, for his 
mind was on the sermon. 

At 10 o’clock on Monday morning, January 1, 1733, the 
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vice-chancellor of Oxford and the heads of houses and 
the customary officials processed to St. Mary’s church, 
which had a larger congregation than usual for a week- 
day sermon since so many wished to hear the controver- 
sial Mr. Wesley. The feast being that of the Circumcision 
of Christ, Wesley chose as his text Romans 2:29, the 
words of St. Paul: ‘Circumcision is that of the heart, in 
the spirit, and not in the letter” and explained this cir- 
cumcision of the heart as being “that habitual disposition 
of soul which in the sacred writings is termed ‘holi- 
Nessen- 

In a long, closely reasoned argument which he read 
carefully, he preached that Christians were to be so en- 
dued with the virtues of Christ, so ‘‘renewed in the im- 
age of our mind” as to be (in Christ’s words) “ ‘perfect, 
as your Father in heaven is perfect.’ ’’ He spoke of the 
Christian’s love of God and neighbor which arose from 
faith in Christ. He concluded with a reasoned plea that 
“in every motion of our heart, every word of our tongue, 
in every work of our minds... whatever we do, we do 
all to the glory of God.” 

His sermon won approval from the vice-chancellor and 
the rector of Lincoln and increased Wesley’s standing as 
a theologian. It left him elated. 

He was further vindicated by an anonymous pamphlet 
with the title ‘The Oxford Methodists,” replying to the 
attack in Fog’s Weekly. He never discovered the author, 
but it helped to stem ‘the torrent rolling down from all 
sides upon me.” Nevertheless, several undergraduates 
and young dons were “frightened away from a falling 
house.’’ One day in March he was even confronted by a 
hostile mob at the gate of Lincoln College. 

John Wesley faced “the ill consequences of my singu- 
larity”: loss of earnings as pupils deserted him, loss of 
friends, and loss of reputation. He concluded that noth- 

ing mattered but “a clean heart, a single eye, a soul full 
of God! A fair exchange, if by loss of reputation we can 
purchase the lowest degree of purity of heart!’ 



Chapter Seven 

Oxford Deserted 

By the winter of 1734-1735, when Wesley had been a 
tutor of Lincoln for five years, some three dozen Oxford 
men had been with the Holy or Godly Club. Most had 
gone down; Wesley now counted only four or five in his 
“little society.” The Holy Club had never had formal 
structure, membership, or leader: Wesley’s authority de- 
rived from his prestige and experience. 

His zeal in inducing undergraduates “to mix more de- 
votion into their study,” especially the many who were 
reading for Holy Orders, met varying success. The 
Yorkshireman Benjamin Ingham, the gentle studious 
James Hervey, and a servitor of Pembroke called George 
Whitefield, with deep blue eyes and a squint, were ar- 
dent among the later disciples. But Richard Morgan, the 
late William Morgan’s younger brother, was not. His fa- 
ther had placed him at Lincoln under Wesley as a mark 
of trust. Richard arrived in Oxford with a greyhound, 
against university regulations. After two months of Wes- 
ley’s tutorship, he scrawled a long letter to his father, 
which caught Wesley’s eye when he happened to enter 
Richard’s room while he was out. Wesley (“contrary to 
my custom”) read a line or two. He was so astonished 
that he read the rest—a mixture of fact and hearsay about 
“a society of gentlemen... whom the world calls Meth- 
odists, of which my tutor is president. They imagine they 
cannot be saved if they do not spend every hour, nay 
every minute of their lives in the service of God.” 
Bemoaning Wesley's strictness, Richard went on to 

write his father: ‘By being his pupil I am stigmatized 
with the name of Methodist, the misfortune of which I 
cannot describe. For what they reckon the greatest happi- 
ness, namely of being laughed at, is to me the greatest 
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misery. . . . If 1am continued under Mr. Wesley I shall be 
ruined.” 

Wesley hurriedly wrote a rebuttal to old Mr. Morgan, 
who replied tactfully that he had never received the letter 
of complaint. He then wrote to his son, praising Wesley 
and ordering Richard to banish the greyhound, not to 
squander the mornings “in tea and chat,’’ and to be care- 
ful of criticizing others. But Mr. Morgan did not want 
Richard to be drawn into “that society,’’ nor did Wesley, 
though Richard became a disciple later. 

Wesley continued his ministry, by evil report and good 
report, like the Apostle Paul. The future looked settled: 
employment as a controversial tutor with unusual influ- 
ence on a restricted circle in each Oxford generation, 
earning perhaps a brief footnote to English church 
history. 

In 1735, however, his world was turned upside down 

by two unrelated events: the death of his father and the 
conversion of George Whitefield.' Whitefield had come 
up from his native Gloucester with religion and good 
works. He had admired the Wesleys from afar before he 
came to know Charles, who brought him into their activi- 
ties. Among the books which Charles lent him was a late 
seventeenth-century work of devotion, Scougal’s The Life 
of God in the Soul of Man. 

George eventually discovered in Scougal a phrase 
which set him afire: “True religion is a union of the soul 
with God...or, in the Apostle’s phrase, it is Christ 
formed within us.”” He saw in a flash that he must be born 
again. He began to wrestle spiritually and believed he 
needed to strive to renounce evil and cultivate virtue, to 
subordinate all his moments to make himself good 
enough for Christ to enter his soul. The Wesleys believed 
that they had been born again at baptism and needed a 
lifetime to reach Christian perfection. George Whitefield 
saw instinctively that their attitude lacked logic. If union 
with Christ was essential for salvation, it must be ac- 
quired by the earliest possible day, whatever the cost. 
Whitefield was too much in awe of John Wesley to argue, 
and neither of them realized that winter of 1734-35 that 
Scenes would soon discover the key to evangelical 
revival. 
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In October 1734 Wesley hurried home. His father’s 
health had worsened. Samuel rallied, but he was now 
seventy-two, and he urged his son to succeed him as 
rector. Brother Sam was now headmaster of Blundell’s 
School at Tiverton in Devon and had already refused to 
consider the parish of Epworth, but the Crown might be 
influenced to offer it to John. Father and son had dis- 
cussed it as far back as 1732, but in October 1734, as 
Wesley walked to Epworth, he was undecided. On his 
return to Oxford, however, he reached an “unalterable 
resolution” not to accept. His reason was bleak: “The 
question is not whether I could do more good to others 
there or here, but whether I could do more good to my- 
self.” He believed he could best promote holiness in oth- 
ers in a place where he himself could be most holy, and 
Oxford was the place. 
When the rector protested, Wesley spent days prepar- 

ing a letter of 5,000 words, which he dated December 10, 
1734 and finished finally eight days later, to explain in 
great detail why, as a tutor in Oxford, he “could be holier 
myself here than anywhere else.” 

Thus he would do good to others, not least because 
“being despised is absolutely necessary to our doing 
good in the world.” A parish would only “crush my own 
soul, and so make me useless to others.” 

Brother Sam shot down the arguments even before he 
had seen a full copy of Jack’s letter. ‘I judge every propo- 
sition flatly false. . . . I see your love to yourself, but your 
love to your neighbor I do not see.’” He contended that 
Jack’s Holy Orders as a priest had solemnly engaged him 
to take a parish. 

This argument alarmed Wesley and “almost convinced 
me,” until the bishop of Oxford agreed that ordination 
did not engage him to a parish if he could serve God 
better in “your present or some other station.” 

Family discussion continued into March 1735 when a 
letter reached Oxford from Sister Emily, saying that the 
brothers must come at once if they wished to see their 
father alive. On Palm Sunday, after taking the Sacra- 
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ment, they set out through the mud on foot. They took 
with them Westley Hall, one of Wesley’s pupils at Lin- 
coln, an Oxford Methodist who had not yet showed that 
he was a ruffian, though he could not decide whether to 
marry Patty or Kezzy and had virtually pledged his troth 
to both. Hall was sick and therefore rode while they 
walked, but he could hardly keep his balance on the 
horse. They reached Epworth on Good Friday, April 4. 

The dying rector laid his hands on Charles’ head: ‘Be 
steady,”” he murmured. ‘The Christian faith will surely 
revive in this kingdom. You shall see it, though I shall 
not.” 

John Wesley took charge of the family, the parish, and 
the final arrangements for completing the printing of the 
magnum opus on the Book of Job. To help their father 
“end his days in peace,” he abandoned his unalterable 
resolution and wrote to intermediaries in London who 
could influence Sir Robert Walpole, the Prime Minister, 
to present him to Epworth. The reply was discouraging, 
and the old rector died on April 25, 1735 without know 
ing who would succeed him. 

Charles told Sam. that his brother had “laid aside all 
hopes (or fears, for I cannot certainly say which) of suc- 
ceeding.” The living went to the Reverend Samuel Hirst. 

As rector of Epworth, Wesley might have been lost to 
history. Perhaps he would have married Betty or Damaris 
Kirkham or Kitty Hargreaves, for “Aspasia’’ Pendarves 
had cooled toward him. 

While the Wesleys were at Epworth attending to their 
dying father, George Whitefield lay sick and gloomy in 
Pembroke College. His excesses, such as praying for 
hours in the rain in Christ Church meadows, had 
alarmed the Wesleys. Before they left Oxford, Charles 
had brought John to advise George spiritually and medi- 
cally (for as Gambold said, ‘‘His knowledge of the world 
and his insight into physic were often of use to us”), but 
Whitefield had worsened. 
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He wrote frequently. Wesley sent ministrations by re- 
turn post. Unknown to him, at about the time the rector 
died, Whitefield was transformed. 

One day in his misery, he picked up a book which 
someone had lent him, Contemplations ou_the New Testa- 
ment by Joseph Hall, a seventeenth-century bishop. Writ- 
ing on the Crucifixion, Hall suddenly made Whitefield 
aware that the new birth was not a reward but a gift. 
Because Christ had paid the price of sin, no method of 
prayers and good works or self-denial could earn forgive- 
ness. Whitefield threw himself on his bed and prayed a 
prayer of utter helplessness. 

Joy flooded his soul. He had discovered that grace was | 
free, received by faith alone. 

Whitefield wrote another long letter to Wesley on May 
5. Awe of his spiritual master prevented him saying 
openly what had happened. One phrase, however, 
might have saved John Wesley nearly three more years of 
struggle: ‘Into his all gracious arms,” wrote Whitefield, 
“I blindly throw myself ” 

Wesley stayed at Epworth as acting rector for two 
months. Then he went up to London in late June to see 
Dissertationes in Librum Jobi through the press and to at- 
tempt to resolve the triangular love affair of Westley Hall, 
Patty, and Kezzy. 
Epworth rectory ceased to be the Wesley home. Their 

mother would go to Tiverton to live with Sam and Ursu- 
la. The unmarried and married sisters were scattered in 
Lincolnshire and London. John Wesley expected to re- 
turn to Oxford. During the last months of his father’s life, 
however, there had been much talk of Georgia, for Ogle- 
thorpe was home and seeking clergy. The old rector had 
exclaimed that he would have gone himself were he 
younger. 

In November, when the crippled Molly died giving 
birth to a child, he recommended to the Georgia trustees 
his bereaved son-in-law, Johnny Whitelamb, now vicar 
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of Wroot. Whitelamb was a local boy from a poor home 
who had assisted the old rector with his papers, then had 
been helped through Lincoln College by the Wesleys, 
though they kept him short of money. Molly had fallen 
in love with him while he worked at the rectory. She had 
married him despite his involvement with a prostitute 
near Oxford, and they became a devoted couple, the only 
love match of all the sisters. 

The trustees rejected Whitelamb, who remained at 
Wroot, a disconsolate, gloomy man who in later years 
seemed to become a deist. 

At this time John Wesley had no close interest in Geor- 
gia. Nine months earlier, when he had been at a meeting 
of the SPCK in Barlett’s Buildings, Holborn, as a corre- 
sponding member, some Protestant Salzburgers had ar- 
rived at Gravesend, and he helped to plan their depar- 
ture to Georgia on the Prince of Wales. But it had not 
crossed his mind to serve there. On August 28, 1735, 
however, he was walking down Ludgate Street near St. 
Paul’s when he met, by accident, a theologian and a 
Georgia trustee named John Burton, a fellow of Eton. 
Burton urged upon Wesley the opportunity which Geor- 
gia presented to himself, Charles, and the other Oxford 
Methodists to fulfill their exalted religious aims. Wesley 
was attracted. To go among the Indians would help him 
to be more ascetic, to withdraw more from the world in 
his pursuit of Christian perfection. And he would be less 
tempted by women, he thought, if they were “of a differ- 
ent species from me.” 

He talked with Colonel Oglethorpe. He consulted Wil- 
liam Law. He went north to Manchester to consult John 
Clayton, then back by Epworth, which his mother had 
not yet left. She declared that had she twenty sons, she 
would rejoice if all went as missionaries to Georgia. 

Charles agreed to come as Oglethorpe’s secretary for 
Indian affairs. The bishop of London hastily made him a 
deacon; a week later the bishop of Oxford ordained him a 
priest. The brothers persuaded Benjamin Ingham to ac- 
company them to Georgia. Meantime, Westley Hall, hav- 
ing given a ring to Kezzy in the country, married Patty in 
London “‘in spite of her poor astonished parent, of her 
brothers, of all your vows and promises.” He left Kezzy a 
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brokenhearted old maid for life. Hall offered to go to 
Georgia, and the trustees accepted him and Patty. 

At John’s insistence the two Wesleys would be volun- 
teer missionaries; only their passage and book supplies 
would be paid for by the SPCK, which announced that 
Messrs. John Wesley and Ingham designed “after a short 
stay at Savannah, to go among the Indian nations border- 
ing upon that Settlement, in order to bring them to the 
knowledge of Christianity.” 

Westley Hall withdrew at the last moment; therefore, 
Patty could not come. 
One last duty remained. Queen Caroline, George II’s 

consort, had accepted the dedication of Job. On Sunday 
morning, October 12, 1735, Wesley went to Kensington 
Palace with Colonel Oglethorpe and a Christ Church 
friend, a bishop’s son who was angling (successfully) for 
a good living. Sir Robert Walpole introduced them to the 
royal presence. Wesley reported to Sam that the Queen 
gave him “many good words and smiles.” Later in his 
life she became one of his anecdotes: The Queen was 
romping with her ladies when he made his bow, he 
would say. She received him graciously. He presented 
his father’s book on bended knee. She said: “It is prettily 
bound,” and laid it unopened on a window ledge though 
she could read Latin easily. After kind words to Wesley 
and the two other gentlemen introduced by Walpole, she 
smiled a dismissal and returned to her romp.’ 
Two days later, barely six weeks after Georgia was first 

suggested to him, Wesley embarked at Gravesend with 
Brother Charles, Benjamin Ingham, and Charles 
Delamotte, a twenty-year-old Londoner of the Wesleys’ 
acquaintance. 

John Wesley had no doubt why he wanted to be a 
missionary. ‘My chief motive, to which all the rest are 
subordinate, is the hope of saving my own soul. I hope 
to learn the true sense of the Gospel of Christ by preach- 
ing it to the heathens.” 



Chapter Eight 

Sophy of Savannah 

On the evening of Saturday, January 17, 1736, John 
and Charles Wesley were sitting with Colonel Oglethorpe 
and others in the state cabin of the Simmonds far out in 
the Atlantic. The sea had been rough, and the clouds had 
been thickening all day. Now the pitching of the ship 
became more alarming every minute. 

Suddenly a huge wave “burst into the cabin. . . witha 
noise and shock almost like that of a cannon.”” A bureau 
had sheltered Wesley, but he was shocked to discover 
himself “afraid to die.” At midnight he added a note to 
his diary: ‘‘Stormy still and afraid!” 

The Wesleys and their fellow passengers had been 
three months on board already, for the Simmonds, held 
off the Isle of Wight by contrary winds, had only cleared 
the English Channel in the second week of December. 
Wesley, as chaplain, had been much impressed by a 
group of twenty-six German emigrants. They were mem- 
bers of the Church of the United Brethren, colloquially 
known as the Moravian Church, which descended direct- 
ly from the pre-Reformation martyr John Hus, but had 
been revived from a moribund state by young Count Zin- 
zendorf, who was only three years older than Wesley. 
An English locksmith named Ambrose Tackner knew 

German and was willing to teach Wesley, who soon con- 
versed with Moravian Bishop David Nitschman and his 
flock. The Wesleys would not invite them to Holy Com- 
munion but admired their serenity and unselfishness. 
The Germans were always cheerful. They undertook ser- 
vile tasks which the English emigrants were too proud or 
lazy to consider, and when crewmen or passengers 
abused, vilified, or even knocked them down, they 
turned the other cheek. At their services they sang 
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hymns of great beauty. The Church of England’s metrical 
psalms sounded tawdry and stilted in contrast. 

The Wesleys, Benjamin Ingham, and young Charles 
Delamotte had signed an agreement to consult each other 
on every move, abiding by the majority decision. If they 
divided equally, they would draw lots. They had pledged 
thernselves to continue their introspective diaries and the 
rigorous Oxford Methodist system of prayers, readings, 
fasts, and good works. 

The Moravians were not impressed, for they detected 
that Wesley’s tight routine was chiefly intended to ac- 
quire merit. They offered him, in contrast, the great Ref- 
ormation doctrine of Justification by Faith. As Wesley 
wrote some two years later, they “endeavored to show 
me ‘a more excellent way.’ But I understood it not at first. 
I was too learned and too wise. So that it seemed foolish- 
ness to me. And I continued preaching, and following 
after, and trusting in that righteousness whereby no flesh 
can be justified.” 

During the days of storm, Wesley tried to keep to his 
rigorous program but could not throw off his fear as the 
ship rocked and jarred ‘‘with the utmost violence.” The 
gale died down but another struck a few days later. 
Again, a great wave knocked him over! He found he was 

unhurt yet ‘‘could but say to myself, ‘How is it that thou 
hast no faith?’ being still unwilling to die.” 
On the Sunday evening, with the ship so rolling that 

he could hardly walk the companion ways, he went to| 
join the twenty-six Moravians. He found them joyfully 
singing one of their magnificent hymns. As they sang, a 
great wave struck the ship, split the mainsail, and poured 
in between the decks. “A terrible screaming began 
among the English. The Germans looked up and without 
intermission calmly sang on. I asked one of them after- 
wards, ‘Was you not afraid?’ He answered, ‘I thank God, 
no.’ I asked, ‘But were not your women and children 
afraid?’ He replied mildly, ‘No; our women and children 
are not afraid to die.’ ” 
When the storm blew itself out at last, Wesley resumed 

his personal discipline and his pastoral work as ship’s 
chaplain. He was particularly pleased that a Mrs. Haw- 
kins, the young wife of a surgeon sailing to a post in 
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Georgia, was hanging on his exhortations and renounc- 
ing her frivolous ways. Charles, however, believed she 
was a hypocrite. The brothers argued. “Charles per- 
verse,’” noted Wesley several times in his diary. 
On February 4 they saw land. When the Simmonds an- 

chored in the Savannah River, Wesley was entranced by 
“the exceeding beautiful prospect’’—the rows of pines, 
palms, and cedars along the shore beneath a cloudless 
sky. Early next morning he set foot in Georgia. Ogle- 
thorpe led them across the foreshore of an island to rising 
ground, where they knelt down in thanksgiving. Ogle- 
thorpe then took boat for Savannah while Wesley held a 
service under the myrtles and cedars, sheltered from sun 
and wind. 
When the colonel returned after a day and night 

ashore, he brought with him the energetic and learned 
leader of the original Moravian settlers, a man about the 
same age as Wesley called August Spangenberg. His 
cheerful demeanor and year of experience in America en- 
couraged Wesley to ask him for advice on how to pro- 
ceed, but to Wesley’s surprise, Spangenberg declined to 
give it. He said he must first ask Wesley some questions. 

“Do you know yourself?” Spangenberg asked. ‘‘Have 
you the witness in yourself? Does the Spirit of God bear 
witness with your spirit that you are a child of God?” 

While Wesley recognized the text in St. John’s first 
Epistle from which the questions derived, he hesitated to 
answer. Spangenberg then put a direct question, though 
kindly: “Do you know Jesus Christ?” 

Wesley paused in some confusion, then replied lamely: 
“I know He is the Saviour of the world.” 

“True,” said the German. ‘But do you know He has 
saved you?” 

Wesley replied uncomfortably, “I hope He has died to 
save me.” 

Spangenberg did not pursue his catechism. He merely 
repeated the question: ‘“‘Do you know yourself?” 

Wesley replied, “I do.” (Later he wrote, “but I fear 
they were vain words.’’) Spangenberg then offered vari- 
ous practical suggestions about Georgia. 

His strange questions were soon forgotten by Wesley 
in the rush of his secretarial work for Oglethorpe and in 
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preparing the flock for their settlement on land. Wesley 
had come to convert the Indians, but the Georgia trust- 
ees, while he had lain becalmed in English waters, had 
sent to appoint him rector of Savannah in succession to 
Mr. Quincy, who wanted to return north to Boston. 

Wesley was encouraged, however, when an ancient 
Indian chief, who believed himself to be nearly 100, came 
on board. Dressed in English clothes such as he had 
worn when Oglethorpe presented him to King George II 
in London, Chief Tomo-chachi was accompanied by 
some younger relations, also in English dress, and by the 
king of the Savannah nation, who wore a large blanket, 
beads in his hair, and a scarlet feather behind one ear. 

Chief Tomo-chachi made a grave speech, interpreted 
by an Indian woman who had married an English trader, 
which led Wesley to believe that the Indian nations 
would welcome Christianity. He was disappointed when 
he returned the chief's visit; the wigwams were empty. 
Later, Wesley often met the few braves and squaws who 
lived near Savannah, but Oglethorpe scotched Wesley’s 
plans to follow distant forest tracks or the waterways in 
search of tribes to convert; he might be captured by the 
French or the Spanish and embroil the colony in war. 

About a month after Wesley’s arrival, the colonists 
crowded into the courthouse, which served as their church 
on Sundays, for their new parson’s first service. The sec- 
ond Scripture lesson at the Morning Prayer that Sunday 
put him in mind of the motto of St. Francis of Assisi: 
“Naked to follow the naked Christ,’”” which he feared was 
scarcely appropriate to himself because Georgia seemed a 
most pleasant place to live. He preached from St. Paul's 
chapter on Christian love. The people listened “with 
deep affection” without hint of future hate. 

Wesley lodged with the Moravians until his predeces- 
sor left, then he moved to the parsonage, unpacked his 
books, and threw himself into the work of pastor to Sa- 
vannah and to the scattered settlements of ex-debtors, 
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Scottish highlanders (who had their own minister), and 
Young Adventurers—the title given to young men who 
had come out at their own expense. Oglethorpe warned 
him to beware of “log house converts,” but Wesley was 
taken in by the pretended ‘’zeal for holiness’ of a Dutch 
youth who was afterward revealed to be a thief and a liar 
and had hoped to manipulate Wesley for his own ends. 

The weeks in Savannah passed in devotional exercises, 

pastoral duties, secretarial work for the colony—particu- 

larly burdensome on the days when Wesley fasted—and 
travel. He walked the forest paths in Indian shoes or 
traveled the waterways by canoe or skiff, sleeping nights 
wrapped in an Indian blanket. He was especially pleased 
at opportunities to be with the Moravians or to visit the 
Protestant refugees from Salzburg who called their place 
Ebenezer (“Hitherto hath the Lord helped us’). Though 
he could not approve their lack of a rigid framework of 
fasts, prayers, and liturgical services, he envied these 
Continental Christians their joy, their humble assurance, 
and their purity of heart. He began to translate the Ger- 
man hymns, which he loved to sing. 

The colonists were somewhat amazed by their new lit- 
tle parson. They approved his zeal for visiting the sick, 
bereaved, and the few prisoners and for catechizing the 
children. They admired his energy and his willingness to 
cut down trees and help build houses. They were 
amused at his habit of bursting into song and puzzled at 
his hourly stops to say a prayer. They were not so 
pleased when he divided the services in the Book of Com- 
mon Prayer to conform, he said, with the First Prayer Book 
of Edward VI, which he thought more in tune with the 
custom of the primitive church. Parents were worried at 
baptisms because he insisted on following the long for- 
gotten rubric which enjoins the minister to dip the baby 
“discreetly and warily’ into the water, not to sprinkle. 
And because John Wesley fasted, some thought him a 
papist in disguise. 

He expected his people to fast too. He taught that the 
road to God was steep, that they must carry out frequent 
religious duties and exercises if they would be true Chris- 
tians. Many rejected these extra burdens on their hard, 
pioneering lives. 
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John Wesley was happy. Charles, however, was not. 
While still on board the Simmonds, he had complained in 
a letter to the ladies at Stanton of spiritual unworthiness 
and misery. He had now gone south with Oglethorpe to 
set up a new settlement on the coast at Fort Frederica, 
where most of the passengers from the Simmonds had 
been allotted land. Charles had hoped that pastoral work 
would alter his soul for the better, but he contracted dys- 
entery after sleeping on the ground because boards were 
too expensive. He disliked his work as Oglethorpe’s sec- 
retary of Indian affairs, and instead of preaching to Indi- 
ans, he was failing to cure settlers of bad habits. 
He sent word to his brother that Mrs. Hawkins, Wes- 

ley’s pious “‘convert,’” had come to him with a confession 
of adultery with Oglethorpe. She had then told Ogle- 
thorpe that the tale was slanderous gossip put about by 
the Wesley brothers. 

Wesley promptly sailed to Frederica as soon as the 
winds allowed, and interrogated Mrs. Hawkins. After a 
week, not totally convinced of Oglethorpe’s innocence or 
of Mrs. Hawkins’ hypocrisy, he returned to Savannah. 
And it was there that another woman became the 

cause of a train of events which, in little more than eigh- 
teen months, would lead him to flee the colony. 

Sophia Christiana Hopkey, a pretty and kindhearted 
girl of seventeen, was the niece of Mrs. Thomas Causton, 
whose husband was chief magistrate of Savannah and 
the colony’s storekeeper. Rumor persisted that he had 
come to Georgia because of a disreputable past. John 
Wesley first met Sophy at church with her relations a few 
days after his arrival. When he took the unusual step of 
instituting public prayers in the early morning and a 
communion service on every Sunday and saint’s day, she 
was always present. 

He thought it his duty to speak privately with every 
communicant every week. Being determined “to have no 
intimacy with any woman in America,” he was careful at 
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first to choose times when Sophy and he were in the 
open air and never alone. In June, however, her aunt 
roundly hinted to Wesley that Sophy would make a good 
housewife. Through study of the Mystics and a misread- 
ing of the Early Fathers, Wesley was temporarily ‘‘per- 
suaded that ‘It was unlawful for a priest to marry,’ ’”’ so 
in July he began to invite Sophy and another girl to the 
parsonage for devotional instruction after the early public 
prayers, rather to the disgust of young Philip Thicknesse, 
a boy boarding with the Caustons, who wondered why 
he was not asked: “Surely,” he said, “my soul is as of 
much importance as theirs.” 

Wesley would come briskly to the temporary church 
after a dawn bath in the Savannah River with Charles, 
back from Frederica, and Delamotte. They chose the hour 
not only for coolness but ‘because the alligators were not 
stirring so soon. We heard them, indeed, snoring all 
around us.” 
Some day in July, apparently alone with Sophy in the 

parsonage, Wesley talked with her and then “I took her 
by the hand, and before we parted I kissed her. And 
from this time, I fear there was a mixture in my intention, 
though I was not soon sensible of it.” Shortly afterward, 
by prior arrangement, she left Savannah to stay at Frede- 
rica with a family named Hurd. 

Wesley was able to put her to the back of his mind, for 
on July 20 five Chickasaw Indian braves from up country, 
two of them being chiefs, were brought to him by an 
elderly clergyman, a Mr. Andrews. He knew their lan- 
guage, had been educated at Wesley’s own Oxford col- 
lege, and had once been a missionary among the Mo- 
hawks in New York Province. While Charles noted the 
conference in shorthand, Wesley eagerly asked about 
their beliefs. 

“Do you believe there is One above who is over all 
things?” he asked. 
One of the chiefs answered, ‘We believe there are four 

beloved things above: the clouds, the sun, the clear sky, 
and He that lives in the clear sky.” 
et you believe there is but One who lives in the clear 
sky?” 
“We believe there are Two with Him, Three in all.” 
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The conference took several sessions. Wesley con- 
vinced himself from their strange mixture of religious 
ideas that the red men were ripe for conversion, though 
most of the colonists said they were treacherous, cruel, 
and inclined to murder children. 

Wesley wrote out an account of the conference and 
addressed it to the Gentleman’s Magazine in London. 
Charles would take it, for he was going home. His health 
had broken; he was bickering with Oglethorpe and felt 
disappointed at failure to help the Indians. Since the 
brothers were anxious to summon recruits to their mis- 
sion, they had decided, with Oglethorpe’s consent, that 
Charles should return to England briefly and bring back 
more missionaries. Shortly after the conference the broth- 
ers left by sea for the long-established port of Charleston 
in South Carolina, whiling away the hours by reading 
devotional books, singing the hymns they had learned 
from the Germans, and visiting settlers on the islands. 

In South Carolina, for the first time, Wesley saw black 
slaves in the fields, a fact which would come vividly to 
mind many years later. Georgia had expressly forbidden 
slavery, although some of the settlers used blacks, assert- 
ing that they were baptized and free. 

Within a fortnight Wesley was back in Savannah and at 
once sailed to Frederica to rejoin Oglethorpe, who “gave 
me a large account of Miss Sophy and desired me to be 
with her as much as I could ‘because she was in deep 
distress.’ ’’ She had been bothered by the attentions of a 
young man named Mellichamp. Her relations were urg- 
ing her to accept him since he was well connected at 
home, but Wesley knew him to be a scamp, and Sophy 
did not want him. Wesley calmed her by reading pious 
books. 

This August visit to Frederica proved to be a foretaste 
of troubles to come. 

Mrs. Hawkins and her husband stirred up strife, claim- 
ing that Wesley had slandered her. She enticed him to 
her home, where she threatened to shoot him, then set 
upon him with a pair of scissors. She pushed him onto 
her bed and cut off one side of his long hair. She swore at 
him, tearing his cassock. Servants, husband, neighbors, 
and finally the constable rushed into the room and re- 



76 \Il WALKING TO GLORY 

strained her; and soon the story of the little parson’s 
adventure was all over the colony. When Wesley re- 
turned to Savannah, young Thicknesse was much 
amused to watch Wesley preach “with his hair so long on 
one side, so short on the other’’—those ‘fine long Ado- 
nis locks of auburn hair—hair which he took infinite 
pains to have in the most exact order which, with his 
benign and humble countenance, gave him a very pleas- 
ing aspect.” 

Wesley still had no suspicion that he would not stay 
permanently in Georgia. He wrote to George Whitefield 
in England, urging him to come out and join him. 
Ingham had gone to live among the Indians on Pipe Mak- 
ers Creek, four miles northwest of Savannah, so that 
“only Delamotte with me, till God shall stir up the hearts 
of some of his servants, who, putting their lives in their 
hands, shall come over and help us, where the harvest is 
great and the laborers few. What if thou art the man, Mr. 
Whitefield?” In a second letter he sketched the unlimited 
opportunities which he and Whitefield could seize: ‘‘Here 
are adults from the farthest parts of Europe and Asia, 
and the inmost Kingdoms of Africa. Add to these the 
known and unknown natives of this vast continent, and 
you will indeed have a great multitude.” 

Yet Wesley was no nearer the Indians. Oglethorpe re- 
fused to let him leave the colonists without a pastor, and 
the Indians themselves, at the end of his conference with 
them, had said they could not listen while surrounded by 
tribal enemies. 

Darkness falls swiftly in Georgia; a small skiff must not 
be caught out at sea. Wesley, sailing from Frederica to 
Savannah in October 1736 with no other passenger ex- 
cept Sophy, landed on an uninhabited island. 

He scented moral danger. Wesley and Sophy were 
alone, a bachelor with a young spinster, except for a 
white boy, Jemmy, who was his volunteer servant, and 
the boat's crew, respectfully keeping their distance. Wes- 
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ley took refuge in the thought that he had not sought this 
temptation; Oglethorpe had ordered him to take Sophy 
in his boat. And if his resolution to stay single should 
waver, he had convinced himself that Sophy was now 
determined never to marry. 

He had returned to Frederica to baptize, marry, bury, 
and to discipline an erring flock, who always failed to live 
according to the high standards of William Law’s Serious 
Call unless their parson was among them. He had found 
Sophy unhappy yet dreading a return to Savannah where 
she must live with her uncle and aunt. Her violent suitor, 
Tom Mellichamp, had been put in prison for fraud, and 
Causton had virtually given her to Wesley if he would 
have her. At Frederica, Wesley had visited her frequently 
as her pastor and was careful to keep conversation on an 
exalted plane. Nevertheless, he could not disguise from 
himself that she tugged at his heart and would be a most 
suitable wife. 

Once ashore on the uninhabited island, they made a 
fire and had supper. Wesley read prayers, and the crew 
rigged up the sail on four stakes to keep out the bitter 
northeast wind and the night dews. The sailors lay on 
one side; Sophy, Wesley, and Jemmy on the other. 

The next morning they set sail in a rough sea but made 
small progress and were obliged to land on the south end 
of St. Katherine’s Island. The wind held them there for 
three days. One afternoon Wesley took Sophy for a walk, 
and they sat in a little thicket by a spring, and Wesley 
talked learnedly about holiness. He was charmed by her 
puzzled attempt to understand. Next day they sailed on 
only to be turned back by the wind. That night as they 
lay awake by the fire, Wesley asked: “Miss Sophy, how 
far are you engaged to Mr. Mellichamp?” 

“T have promised him either to marry him or to marry 
no one at all.” 

Wesley’s feelings overcame his resolution. “Miss So- 
phy, I should think myself happy if I was to spend the 
rest of my life with you!” 



Chapter Nine 

“Lost, Sunk’ 

Sophy burst into tears. ‘I am very unhappy,” she said 
between sobs. “I won’t have Tommy, for he is a bad 
man. And I can have none else.” She begged Wesley to 
say no more about marriage while half admitting that she 
loved him. She added, ‘‘We may converse on other sub- 
jects as freely as ever.”” Recovering himself, Wesley ““end- 
ed our conversation with a psalm.” 

Sophy insisted that she could not live with her uncle 
and aunt. Back at Savannah on the day before her eigh- 
teenth birthday on November 1, 1736, Wesley secured an 
arrangement from the Caustons whereby Sophy should 
sleep at their house but breakfast at his, along with 
Delamotte, and spend the mornings and evenings in his 
care. She joined the devotions and sang the hymns. Be- 
tween pastoral duties Wesley taught her French and read 
theology to her, being particularly taken with Ephraem 
Syrus, a fourth-century Syrian whose involved and repe- 
titious writing had recently been republished in Greek. 
(Wesley presumably translated into English as he read.) 

The arrangement continued all winter. Wesley disre- 
garded gossip about his relations with Sophy, but, as he 
admitted eventually, ‘I find I cannot take fire into my 
bosom and not be burnt.” He intended to stay celibate 
yet had fallen in love. As a celibate, he could ignore 
Sophy’s feelings and continue to polish her soul, occa- 
sionally allowing himself a kiss. If and when he aban- 
doned celibacy, he could still have her, for she would not 
marry except to him, having thrown off Mellichamp. 

Early in 1737 he revisited Frederica and returned, hav- 
ing “beaten the air in this unhappy place.” The colonists 
rejected the religious yoke he had placed on their shoul- 
ders. ‘‘[My] utter despair of doing good there . . . made 
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me content with the thought of seeing it no more.” 
Wesley was now in a dilemina. He still expected to be a 

celibate and itinerant missionary among the tribes. If he 
married Sophy, he would become a man of property (for 
a wife’s estate belonged to the husband) and be tempted 
to settle in Savannah. Yet he was wavering. On February 
3, impulsively, he dropped a broad hint about marriage. 
Had Sophy responded, he “would have made but a faint 
resistance,” but she said it was best for both of them 
never tO marry. 

On reflection, Wesley ‘thought this a very narrow es- 
cape.’’ He consulted the Moravian pastor, John 

Toeltschig, older than himself. Toeltschig urged him to 
marry. Ingham and Delamotte, however, argued strongly 
against the German’s advice; they thought that Sophy 
was not holy enough for Wesley. 

Wesley went away into the country to pray over his 
position and almost reached despair. When a pastoral 
duty forced him to walk back to Savannah, for an hour, 
“my heart was with Sophy all the time.” Back in the 
countryside, however, he reached a new determination 

not to marry, and when he returned to his own house on 

February 14, he took Sophy into the garden. He said: “I 
am resolved, Miss Sophy, if I marry at all, not to do it till 
I have been among the Indians.” He still believed that 
she had no other suitor; she could be kept for his 
convenience. 

Sophy very properly stopped coming to the parsonage, 
though they continued to meet in company. Twelve days 
later, calling at the Caustons, he found her alone. ‘‘Her 
words, her eyes, her air, her every motion and gesture, 

were full of such a softness and sweetness!’’ Had he 
touched her hand, he would have proposed and been 
accepted. 

The next day Delamotte happened to leave them alone 
“and my resolution failed.” Wesley took her by the hand, 
and once again he nearly proposed, restraining himself 
only because he believed she would never marry. 
Young Delamotte was upset. The more he saw of Wes- 

ley’s infatuation, the more he was disturbed. He knew 
that Wesley was in love; he doubted Sophy’s sincerity, 
though unaware that she was seeing another man. 
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Delamotte urged caution. When Wesley retorted that he 
had no intention of marrying, Delamotte replied: “You 
do not know your own heart.” 

On March 4 Wesley and Delamotte decided to settle 
the matter by lot. They wrote out three cards: ‘’Marry.” 
“Think not of it this year.’”” ‘Think of it no more.’”” They 
shuffled the cards and prayed. Delamotte drew a card. 
He turned it over. The lot was: ‘Think of it no more.” 

Wesley’s first reaction was relief and submission, but 
within three days, while “drinking a dish of tea” at the 
Caustons, he realized that Sophy still held his heart. He 
had now heard a rumor that a young adventurer, William 
Williamson, of whom he disapproved, was courting her. 
She denied it and assured him she would take no step 
without his advice. 

Wesley was “in the toils,” as he recorded it in his 
diary. The more he saw Sophy, the more he loved her; 
he had begun to believe that his resolution to stay single 
would soon be overcome. On March 8, 1737 Sophy came 
to breakfast and stayed for prayers. That evening at 
the Caustons, he found Sophy and her aunt quarrelling 
over a letter from the rejected suitor, Tom Mellichamp. 
“Get out of my house!’”” Mrs. Causton shouted at her 
niece. ‘“Mr. Wesley,” she cried, “I wish you would take 
her. Take her away with ye!’’ Sophy wept. Wesley with- 
drew to his house in heaviness of spirit for Sophy’s 
suffering. 

But the next day when he walked through the rain and 
called on Mrs. Causton, he was astounded to be asked to 
publish the banns of marriage between Sophy and Wil- 
liam Williamson. Wesley could hardly believe what he 
heard, for Sophy had directly denied the rumors of court- 
ship. Mrs. Causton suggested he talk with Sophy. He 
returned home “amazed, in pain, prayed, meditated,” as 
he wrote in his diary for the hour between 11 a.m. and 
noon. He half wondered whether Sophy’s aim was to 
provoke him into proposing, but she was too sincere a 
girl for such artifice. 

At noon they met. Wesley was in ‘a complication of 
passions and tumult,” miserable at his loss and certain 
that Williamson would “make her very unhappy.” Their 
conversation, then and in the afternoon, left him sure 
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that she was marrying Williamson on an impulse to es- 
cape her uncle and aunt. 

He walked up and down in his garden in shock. ‘Tried 
to pray, lost, sunk.” 

Sophy married Williamson four days later, without 
banns, at Purrysburg across the river in South Carolina. 
They were married by a priest who sat lightly to church 
law, but the irregular marriage was never challenged. 

Despite his sore heart, Wesley stayed friendly with the 
Williamsons, although grieving that Sophy came less reg- 
ularly to Holy Communion. He continued his parish min- 
istry, hoping that time would heal the wound. In April, 
however, he discovered that Sophy had been dallying 
with Williamson for at least two weeks before their sud- 
den engagement. Her assurances that she would remain 
single and her denials of the rumors which linked her 
with Williamson had been deceit. Wesley realized, with 
thanksgiving, that he had narrowly escaped marriage 
with an unsuitable girl. 

His spirit was wounded. He was lonely: Ingham had) 
returned to England, and Delamotte was little more than | 
a youth. The Moravians always welcomed him, but their _ 
quiet faith and stirring hymns highlighted his sense of 
failure. 

In June he wrote to his sister Kezia, suggesting that she 
come to Georgia to keep house. As soon as the letter had 
gone, he doubted the wisdom of his suggestion, even 
though he had no intention of leaving the colony nor of 
abandoning his hope of a mission to the Indians. 
A Mrs. Brownfield now disclosed to him ‘‘a new and 

unexpected scene” of Sophy’s dissimulation: Sophy had 
been in love with Tom Mellichamp while pretending that 
she wished to shake him off. Her tears on the uninhabit- 
ed island had been another deceit. Wesley was hurt and 
angry. He wanted to refuse to admit her to Holy Com- 
munion. Delamotte dissuaded him, but a leading settler 
urged him to do so, and one month later after an unsatis- 
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factory talk with Sophy, who was pregnant, he wrote her 
a letter describing ‘‘what I dislike about your past or 
present behavior.” He thought he had written in the 
most mild and friendly manner, but to Sophy it seemed 
abrupt and offensive. She miscarried, and her aunt 
blamed Wesley. 

The next time Sophy came to church, he publicly re- 
pelled her from the Sacrament. Since he could not assert 
that she was ‘an open and notorious evil liver,” he relied 
on a long-disused rubric that an intending communicant 
should give prior notice to the minister. Wesley himself 
had neglected another rubric that the minister should 
give private warning that he would withhold the Sacra- 
ment, so that the offender might stay away and avoid 
public rebuff. 
Whether Sophy deserved to be excluded or not, Wes- 

ley had highlighted his misunderstanding of the Chris- 
tian Gospel. On that August Sunday in Savannah, he 
publicly, if unconsciously, demonstrated his current be- 
lief that Christ’s consolations were only for the righteous; 
the sinner must strive to deserve them. 

Sophy’s humiliation infuriated her husband. William- 
son secured a warrant for Wesley’s arrest, claiming 
£1,000 damages for defamation, an immense sum in 1737. 
Wesley was arraigned before the bailiff and the recorder 
and was summoned to appear at the next court. William- 
son demanded that bail should be set. The baliff refused: 
“Mr. Wesley’s word is sufficient.” 

Causton, as chief magistrate, now set about packing a 
grand jury who could be relied upon, after hearing the 
presentments, to find a true bill against Wesley, who 
would then go to trial. Forty-three men, a fifth of the 
adult males in Savannah, including a Frenchman who 
knew no English, sat for two days. By the beginning of 
September, the grand jury had found a true bill of indict- 
ment under ten heads. However, twelve of the grand 
jurors brought to Wesley a minority report which rejected 
most of the charges against him. They planned to send it 
to the trustees in London. 

In Oglethorpe’s absence to England, Causton had civil 
power. But most of the charges were ecclesiastical, for 
which he had no jurisdiction. Wesley, though sure of 
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this, was willing to stand his trial, yet whenever he tried 
ie present his case, the court adjourned without hearing 
im. 
The colony was split. One faction abused Wesley; the 

other abused Causton and the Williamsons. By early No- 
vember when Colonel William Stephens, a future gover- 
nor, arrived in Georgia, he found that ‘‘the discord be- 
tween Mr. Causton and the Parson. . . was carried now 
to that height as to engage a great part of the town, 
which was so divided that Mr. Causton and Mr. Wesley 
drew their great attention and the partisans on both sides 
did not stick to throw plenty of scandal against their 
adversaries.” 

At church Stephens sorrowed “to see so thin an audi-j 
ence, which proceeded from a grown aversion to he 
preacher since this public strife sprung up.” Wesley 
preached very acceptably on mutual forgiveness. Ste- 
phens heard both sides of the story and brought the pro- 
tagonists together. He noted their mutual resentment: 
Causton was the more vehement, Wesley temperate but 
“of opinion that no reconciliation was possible.” 

Wesley’s work was in ruins. He decided to lay his case 
before the trustees in England. On November 22 he 
pinned up a notice that he would leave the colony on| 
December 2. Williamson pinned up another to remind 
the public of his pending claim for £1,000 damages. He 
threatened to prosecute “with utmost rigor’ any who 
helped Wesley to escape before trial. 
When December 2 came, Wesley sent to ask the court if 

they designed to stop him. In answer, the recorder, Mr. 
Christie, arrived with a “kind of bond,” engaging Wesley 
“under penalty of fifty pounds” to appear when sum- 
moned. Wesley retorted that he had sought trial seven or 
eight times. He refused to give a bond. 

The magistrates publicly ordered all constables and 
sentinels to prevent John Wesley from leaving the colo- 
ny. He decided to escape. ‘Being now only a prisoner at 
large” in a place where every day would bring fresh accu- 
sations of “words I never said and actions I never did, I 
saw clearly that the hour was come for me to fly for my 
life.” 

After evening prayers he slipped out through the night 
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on a favorable tide and crossed into South Carolina with 
a constable, a tithing man, and a barber who also wished 
to leave the colony. All three, according to Stephens, 
were of ill repute. 

Landing, they made for Port Royal on foot. Their jour- 
ney that followed seemed a parable of Wesley’s life. Hot 
and thirsty by day, cold and hungry at night, losing the 
way in swamp and forest, they struggled along a forest 
path marked by blazes chipped in the bark of the trees. 
They came to a fork and “followed through an almost 
impossible thicket, the briers of which dealt but roughly 
both with our clothes and skin.” 

The blazes stopped. They were lost. ‘We prayed to 
God to direct us, and forced our way through the thicket 
once more, searched out the other blaze, and traced that, 
till it came to an end too.” 
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Chapter Ten 

Strangely Warmed 

On January 24, 1738 aboard the Samuel, John Wesley 
was relieved to learn that he was now only 160 leagues 
from Lands End. 

He had sailed from Charleston on Christmas Eve. He 
was a deserter, for he had left Georgia without permis- 
sion of the trustees, though he had convinced himself 
that he was justified in returning to report to them the 
sad state of the colony. He had jumped his bail, but he 
reckoned that it should never have been set and that he 
must reach London before his accusers. 

He had failed as a missionary. His future was uncer- 
tain. His carefully constructed method of living had col- 
lapsed, and when great seas during a “thorough storm” 
broke over the ship with a sound like the thunder in 
Georgia, he had found that he could not face death with- 
out fear. 

His mind was “full of thought.” In an attempt to clear 
it, he began to write: ‘I went to America to convert the 
Indians; but oh, who will convert me? Who, what is it 
that will deliver me from this evil heart of unbelief? I 
have a fair summer religion. I can talk well; nay, and 
believe myself, while no danger is near. But let death 
look me in the face, and my spirit is troubled....’ On 
page after page he continued to examine his spiritual 
poverty in Georgia, “ .. . continually doubting whether I 
was right or wrong, and never out of perplexities and 
entanglements.” 
On Sunday, January 29, they “saw English land once 

more.”” The Samuel ran by the Lizard with a fair wind 
which veered the next day and held her back. Then it 
changed again and took her through the Straits of Dover 
and into the North Sea and a calm, until a strong north 
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wind in the night “brought us safe into the Downs.” 
They landed at Deal by boat while it was still dark on the 
morning of February 1, 1738. 

Wesley discovered that the wind which had carried 
him in had carried George Whitefield out of the anchor- 
age on board the Whitaker, eager to join John Wesley in 
Savannah. 

Wesley must have heard in Georgia of the extraordi- 
nary religious revival which had begun in Bristol under 
Whitefield’s preaching. He could not know that White- 
field was carrying letters for him from Charles, one of 
which described the astonishing scenes when Whitefield 
had preached his farewell sermons in London churches, 
helped by zealous friends: ‘God has poured out his Spirit 
upon them,” wrote Charles, ‘so that the whole nation is 
in an uproar. .. . They are already stigmatized for Meth- 
odists. We see all about us in an amazing ferment. Surely 
Christianity is once more lifting up its head. O that I 
might feel its renovating spirit.” Charles did not tell Jack 
‘that Whitefield’s sermons ignored the rigorous demands 
of the Oxford Methodists and proclaimed “Free Grace” 

_for sinners. 
Wesley would have liked to have greeted Whitefield 

and warn him about Georgia, but the outward bound 
Whitaker might have sailed beyond reach of a small boat 
hired from the harbor. She might, on the other hand, 
meet an adverse wind and return or lie in the downs 
becalmed. Wesley was in a quandary: whether to wait in 
Deal or hurry to London. He decided to draw lots. In the 
inn he wrote the alternatives on pieces of paper. Then he 
drew a lot and read: ‘‘Let him return to London.” He 
enclosed it in a hurried note which he left against White- 
field’s possible return. He then read prayers and Scrip- 
ture to a company who gathered at the inn, including 
fellow passengers from America and locals who had 
heard George Whitefield preach. Then he took the road 
for London. 

The wind had dropped. Whitefield’s ship lay in the 
downs. Hearing that his revered friend and mentor had 
arrived, he sent his servant ashore to arrange a meeting 

\ but learned to his grief that Wesley had gone. Later, he 
received the note and the piece of paper, ‘’Let him return 
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to London.” He read it as referring to himself and was 
upset. He wrote a long letter to explain why he could not 
abandon his mission and return to London. His ship 
sailed for America next day. 

Whitefield never forgot his distress that Wesley had | 
not waited or come aboard but apparently had expected - 
him to turn tail and follow to London. When, years later, 

they fell out, the lot of February 1, 1738 would influence 
events. 

Two afternoons later Charles Wesley, lodging at the 
Huttons’ house in Westminster, was astonished to hear 
that his brother was in England and could not believe it 
until Jack walked in that night. Charles was expecting to 
return to Georgia as soon as health permitted, but Wes- 
ley intended to resign his appointment. 

John Wesley spent the next days meeting old friends 
and relations, explaining himself to Oglethorpe, and of- 
fering the trustees a lamentable report. The trustees were 
annoyed; several supposed that Wesley intended mis- 
chief. And when he preached in London churches which 
wanted news of Georgia, his sermons were not what con- 
gregations expected. He took his favorite theme, “Naked 
to follow the naked Christ,” rather than soberly inform- 
ing them about the colony. Churchwardens were irritated 
that he preached without notes with “so very much ac- 
tion’ and vehement emphasis. They disliked his remark- 
able appearance, wearing his own hair long instead of a 
respectable clerical wig. At St. John’s, Millbank, and else- 
where, he was told he would not be invited again. 

Wesley gloried in giving offense, yet his spirit was in 
turbulence, striving all the harder to obtain more faith. 
On Tuesday, February 7 (‘a day much to be remem- 

bered”’), he met a young German, Peter Bohler, newly 
arrived on his way to be a missionary in South Carolina. 
Born in Frankfurt and educated at the University of Jena, 
Béhler, only twenty-six, had come by a sudden experi- 
ence into a clear understanding of Justification by Faith. 
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He had joined the Moravian Brethren and been ordained 
by Count Zinzendorf. Wesley carried a letter for Zinzen- 
dorf and therefore sought out his representative in Lon- 
don, who introduced Boéhler and two other intending 
missionaries. Wesley found them lodging near his own in 
Westminster. 

He immediately struck up a warm friendship with 
Béhler, whose happy faith contrasted with his own. They 
conversed in Latin, for Bohler could not yet speak En- 
glish. At one point Bohler contended that a true faith in 
Christ always brought two fruits: ““Dominion over sin, 
and constant peace from a sense of forgiveness.’”” Wesley 
was “quite amazed, and looked upon it as a new gospel. 
If this was so, it was clear I had not faith.” 

Wesley was not, however, prepared to accept Bohler’s 
contention. He disputed ‘‘with all my might,” arguing 
that forgiveness and peace must be earned by unceasing 
effort. He admitted that he groaned under the heavy 
yoke and that the more he tried to be holy, the more he 
sinned. Bohler replied frankly: “Believe and you will be 
saved. Believe in the Lord Jesus with all your heart, and 
nothing shall be impossible to you! This faith, like the 
salvation it brings, is the free gift of God. Seek and you 
will find.” 

He added strong words which echoed those of the Mo- 
ravians of Georgia, and they sank into Wesley’s con- 
sciousness: ‘Strip yourself naked of your own good 
words, and your own righteousness,” said Bohler, ‘‘and 
go naked to him! For everyone that comes to him he will 
in no wise cast out.” 

The Wesleys invited Béhler to travel with them to Ox- 
ford, and as the coach labored through the Chilterns, the 
three men debated. Bohler liked the two brothers but 
concluded that both were far from a true faith. ‘The el- 
der, John,” he wrote to Zinzendorf, “is a good-natured 
man. He knew he did not believe on the Saviour, and 
was willing to be taught. His brother is at present very 
much distressed in his mind, but does not know how he 
shall begin to be acquainted with the Saviour.” 

At Oxford, since the Methodists had scattered to 
livings in town or country, Wesley took Béhler to meet 
one whose parish lay nearby. They also visited the Castle 
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prison, where Wesley preached once again. They walked 
through the colleges together, and in one quadrangle 
Wesley was recognized, and they were mocked. Béhler 
assured him that he took no offense: ““My brother, it does 
not stick to our clothes!” 

At every opportunity they continued their discussion. 
Wesley still did not understand Bohler’s drift “and least 
of all when he said, ‘My brother, my brother, that philos- 
ophy of yours must be purged away.’ ” 

Wesley had to return to London to meet the Georgia 
trustees again. He then took a coach for the West Coun- 
try, intending to visit Samuel at Tiverton. At his brother- 
in-law’s parish near Salisbury, where his mother was liv- 
ing with Sister Patty, an urgent message reached him 
that Charles was dying of pleurisy at Oxford. 

He hired a horse to ride across the Wiltshire and Berk- 
shire downs, speaking about God to people at the inn 
where he spent the night. Alone in his room he renewed 
his resolution to be serious and wholly religious, even 
resolving never to laugh again unless he must. 

After he found Charles out of danger, Wesley resumed 
his friendly disputation with Bohler on the meaning of 
faith. Whenever Bohler pointed to a passage of Scripture 
that supported his thesis, Wesley construed it differently. 
But on Sunday, March 5, he suddenly saw that Bohler 
was right. The plain meaning leaped out of the Gree 
Testament which they were studying together: “I was 
clearly convinced of unbelief, of the want of that faith 
whereby alone we are saved.” 

Bohler had said, like St. Paul to the Philippian jailer, 
“Believe, and you will be saved.” Wesley could not be- 
lieve; his mind now assented but his heart refused the 
leap of faith. 

“Immediately it struck into my mind, ‘Leave off 
preaching. How can you preach to others, who have not 
faith yourself?’ ’’ He put this to Bohler. Ignoring the gap 
in age and experience, Wesley begged for advice whether 
he should stop preaching. 

“By no means,” said Bohler. 
“But what can I preach?” 
“Preach faith till you have it. And then, because you) 

have it, you will preach faith.” 
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Wesley tried, rather gingerly, in the prison next day. 
John Wesley, who had always zealously denied the pos- 
sibility of a death-bed repentance, found himself telling a 
prisoner under sentence of death named Clifford that he 
could have ‘salvation by faith alone.” 

While Bohler returned to London, Wesley traveled to 
Manchester and back with one of his Oxford Methodists, 
Charles Kinchin, who now had a parish in Hampshire. 
Wesley wanted to see John Clayton in his parish and 
Kinchin to visit his parents and to bring back his younger 
brother, Stephen, to Oxford. All the way the two clergy- 
men tried to bring strangers and wayfarers to God, 
“awakening, instructing, exhorting.” Kinchin had been 
influenced already by Whitefield and rejoiced in “Free 
Grace.” Wesley's exhortings, as he knew, were in his 
mouth but not in his heart. 

Back in Oxford after ten days, he found that young 
Bohler had returned, to amaze him further with stories of 
“the holiness and happiness” which he claimed were 
“the fruits of living faith.” 
Wesley began to make a thorough study of his Greek 

New Testament to see whether these things were so. He 
was yet more amazed when he and Kinchin visited the 
prisoner Clifford in the condemned cell; he was to be 
hanged that day. They told him that he could be saved 
by grace, as a free gift, if he would trust Christ. They 
knelt in the straw. Wesley was so moved that after recit- 
ing collects, he broke with Anglican custom and prayed 
extempore, though he knew that his brother Samuel, if 
he ever heard of it, would be dismayed. Clifford had 
knelt down in gloom and confusion, conscious that he 
must shortly take an intolerable burden of sins into eter- 
nity. He rose from his knees and eagerly said, “I am now 
ready to die. I know Christ has taken away my sins; and 
there is no more condemnation for me.” He stayed calm 
and composed when the jailer and sheriff called to take 
him to the gallows. 

Welsey and Kinchin went in the cart with him. Wesley 
could not deny the calm assurance of this penitent thief 
as the noose was placed around his neck and the cart 
driven away, leaving him hanging, throttled, until he 
died; “in his last moments he was. . . enjoying a perfect 
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peace, in confidence that he was ‘accepted in the 
Beloved.’ ” 

On Easter Day, April 2, 1738, Wesley preached in Lin- 
coln College Chapel, and at two other services, on the 
text: ‘The hour cometh and now is, when the dead shall 
hear the voice of the Son of God, and they that hear shall 
live.” He might preach but had sadly to record: “I see the 
promise; but it is far off.” 

Later in April the two Wesleys and Bohler were in 
London. Charles had resigned from the Georgia mission 
because of his health, though Oglethorpe was loath to 
release him. Neither of the brothers knew where the 
future might lie; Charles was now unemployed, and John 
was reluctant to resume his duties as an Oxford don. 
John and Charles lodged above James Hutton’s bookshop 
near Temple Bar. Bohler lodged elsewhere, but the Wes- 
leys sought him out on the evening of Saturday, April 22. 
In Bohler’s words, they had ‘a right searching 
conversation.” 
By now Wesley had accepted that his sins would be 

forgiven, and he would be reconciled to God through the 
merits of Christ alone, not through his own actions, how- 
ever ardent or religious. When this happened, he knew | 
his life would change. On this evening Bohler went fur- 
ther. He maintained that the worst sinner, the most un- 
godly man, could be saved in an instant if he turned from 
his sins and trusted Christ alone. Charles was shocked. 
John was astounded: “I could not understand how this 
faith should be given in a moment: how a man could at 
once be turned from darkness to light, from sin and mis- 
ery to righteousness and joy in the Holy Ghost.” 

He turned to the Acts of the Apostles. To his utter 
astonishment he found that almost all conversions which 
the Acts recorded were instantaneous: ‘‘scarce any so 
slow as that of St. Paul, who was three days in the pangs 
of the new birth.” Wesley lamely took refuge in the claim 
that God no longer worked in that way. 
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Next evening, Sunday, Béhler brought three English- 
men to meet John Wesley in James Hutton’s parlor. They 
drank tea, sang hymns, and then all four testified that 
God had ‘given them in a moment such a faith in the 
blood of his Son as translated them out of darkness into 
light, out of sin and fear into holiness and happiness.” 
Each of them stressed that this faith was the free gift of 
God. 

Wesley looked thunderstruck but refused to be im- 
pressed. ‘Four are not enough,” he said. Bohler replied 
that he would bring eight more to testify that salvation is 
a gift. After more debate, Wesley cut them short and 
proposed that they sing a German hymn (which he had 
translated while in Georgia as “My Soul before Thee 
Prostrate Lies’’). While they sang lustily, BOhler noticed 
that Wesley several times wiped his eyes. 
When the others left, Wesley took Bohler into his own 

room. He confessed his disputing was over: “I can only 
cry out, ‘Lord, help Thou my unbelief.’ ’’ He asked 
Bohler again whether he should stop teaching others (he 
had preached in three churches that Sunday). Bohler re- 
plied: ‘No. Do not hide in the earth the talent God has 
given you.” 

Next day Wesley rode down into Kent with a clerical 
friend, Thomas Broughton, to stay at Blendon, the man- 
sion of Charles Delamotte’s parents. The sugar merchant 
was away for a few days. Charles Wesley had already 
arrived. 

The following evening they were all together in the 
jhouse chapel. ‘‘We sang,” recorded Charles in his Jour- 
nal, “and fell into a dispute whether conversion was 
gradual or instantaneous. My brother was very positive 
for the latter, and very shocking; mentioned some late 
instances of gross sinners believing in a moment. I was 
‘much offended at his worse than unedifying discourse. 
Mrs. Delamotte left us abruptly. I stayed, and insisted, a 
man need not know when first he had faith.’ 

John would not agree. ‘His obstinacy,’’ records 
Charles, “in favoring the contrary opinion drove me at 
last out of the room.” 
“My brother,” records Wesley, “was very angry and 

told me I did not know what mischief I had done by 
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talking thus.” But, as both afterward realized, it was this 
dispute which kindled a fire in Charles. 

Wesley rode back to London in the dusk and set out 
next day for Oxford on foot, Bohler walking with him the 
first hour. Three days later he returned hurriedly to Lon- 
don on news that Charles was seriously ill again at 
Huttons’, where John found Charles better but “strongly 
averse from what he called ‘the new faith.’ ’” Deep down, 
however, a “spark of desire” was kindling in Charles’ 
soul. 

That night, May 1, 1738, the Wesleys, Hutton, and two | 
or three others, advised by Béhler, formed ‘‘a little soci- / 
ety” which should meet together weekly for mutual con- 
fession and prayer. They hardly realized what they had 
begun. This first meeting was poignant, for Bohler was 
due to sail to South Carolina three days later. Before he 
sailed, he had a talk with Charles, who now began to | 
long for the faith which could conquer sin “after ten 
years vain struggling.” 

Wesley now entered on a “dark night of the soul.” For 
three days “I was sorrowful and very heavy, being nei- 
ther able to read, nor meditate, nor sing, nor pray, nor 
do anything.’”” Charles could pray, despite bodily pain, 
but prayer brought no sense of Christ’s presence. Both 
brothers were still lodging above James Hutton’s shop 
near Drury Lane, but evidently Charles’ room was need- 
ed. Old Mrs. Hutton at Westminster had prepared one of 
her best rooms when Charles suddenly decided to go to 
the modest home of a brazier named Bray, “a poor igno- 
rant mechanic, who knows nothing but Christ.” Bohler 
had introduced him, and Charles was certain now that 
Bray would lead him to conversion. Charles was there- 
fore carried in a sedan chair to Bray’s home on Little 
Britain, the winding street near Charterhouse named af- 
ter the Dukes of Brittany whose mansion and garden had 
once occupied the land. 

Wesley called there on Saturday night. He was, records 
Charles, ““exceeding heavy. I forced him (as he had often 
forced me) to sing an hymn to Christ, and almost 
thought he would come while we were singing.” 
On Sunday Wesley preached in two churches on ‘free 

salvation by the blood of Christ.” The doctrine was clear 
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to his mind yet still not in his heart. At one church he 
was told he would not be asked again; he supposed that 
the churchwardens were too religious to tolerate a faith 
so simple. 
By the end of that week Charles again seemed to be 

_dying “but was sure I could not die till I did believe’ as 
he earnestly desired. On Saturday, John Wesley gathered 
a few friends to spend all night in prayer for Charles, and 
on-the morning of Whit Sunday, May 21, they went to 
Little Britain and stood round his bed and sang a hymn 
to the Holy Ghost. John then walked westward to the 
baroque church, twenty-one years old, of St. Mary-le- 
Strand. He heard “a truly Christian sermon,” and since 
the curate fell ill during the service, he helped Dr. 
Heylyn, the rector, to administer Holy Communion. As 

_ they came out of church, a group of excited friends met 
_- Wesley with the news that Charles had at last believed. 

He was at peace with God, they said, and rejoicing and 
already recovering his strength. Jack walked back fast. 
The brothers prayed together, and Charles was disap- 
pointed that on this Day of Pentecost the Holy Spirit did 
not fall on Jack. Instead, Jack lapsed into misery, seeking 
and praying on Monday and Tuesday for “‘a full reliance 
on the blood of Christ shed for me; a trust in him as my 

| Christ, as my sole justification, sanctification and 
redemption.” 

He had thought that he must become holy before he 
could be saved. Now he knew “that I deserve nothing 
but wrath.” As he wrote brokenly to his Oxford friend 
John Gambold, who was passing through the same val- 
ley, ‘‘All my works, my righteousness, my prayers, need 
an atonement in themselves. So that my mouth is 
stopped, I have nothing to plead. God is holy; I am un- 
holy. God is a consuming fire; I am altogether a sinner, 
meet to be consumed. 

“Yet I hear a voice (and is it not the voice of God?) 
saying, ‘Believe, and thou shalt be saved. He that believ- 
eth is passed from death unto life. God so loved the 
world that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoev- 
er believeth on him should not perish but have everlast- 
ing life.’ O thou Saviour of men, save us from trusting 
anything but thee!” 
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Early on Wednesday morning, May 24, 1738, Wesley 
opened his Greek Testament at random as was his cus- 
tom. The verse which his eye lighted upon and another 
verse later were encouraging. That afternoon he accom- 
panied a friend to evensong at St. Paul’s Cathedral. The 
choir sang Purcell’s anthem ‘Out of the Deep Have I 
Called unto Thee, O Lord.” Every line of the singing 
encouraged him. The choir reached their climax: “O Isra- 
el, trust in the Lord, for with the Lord there is mercy, 
and with him plenteous redemption. And he shall re- 
deem Israel from all his sins.” 

That evening he agreed, gregh. to accompan 
James Hutton, his host, to a little Moravian ESN ss 
the city. They walked through mean streets and past al- 
leys and stews. They stepped over men and women lying 
drunk from cheap gin, waved away harlots, and kept an 
eye for pickpockets and thieves—all the very outcasts 
who, until lately, the Wesleys had believed could never 

be forgiven before prolonged penitence nor be intimate 
with Christ nor have power to live like him. 

Hutton and Wesley reached Aldersgate Street, a few 
yards from Charterhouse, and turned into Nettleton 
Court.’ 
What followed is described in the most famous passage 

of John Wesley’s Journal: 
“In the evening I went very unwillingly to a society in 

Aldersgate Street, where one was reading Luther's pref- 
ace to the Epistle to the Romans. About a quarter before 
nine, while he was describing the change which God 
works in the heart through faith in Christ, I felt my heart 
strangely warmed. I felt I did trust in Christ, Christ alone 
for salvation; and an assurance was given to me that he 
had taken away my sins, even mine, and saved me from 
the law of sin and death.” 
He began to pray at once in his heart for all who had 

‘despitefully used me.” Then he testified openly to those 
who were there what he now felt in his heart, ‘but it was 
not long before the enemy suggested, ‘This cannot be 
faith; for where is thy joy?’ ” He then learned that faith 

Wesley's 

Cavers Ge 
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does not depend on feeling; joy might be given or with- 
held. The others, rejoicing, hurried him to Charles: down 
Aldersgate Street, turning right shortly before it passed 
under Aldersgate itself, and into Little Britain. Charles 
was up and writing a hymn to celebrate his own conver- 
sion, ‘‘Where Shall My Wandering Soul Begin?’” He 
records: 

Towards ten my brother was brought in tri- 
umph by a troop of our friends, and declared, 
“Tl believe.” We sang the hymn with great joy: 

Outcasts of men, to you I call, 
Harlots and publicans and thieves! 
He spreads his arms to embrace you all; 
Sinners alone his grace receives; 
No need of him the righteous have; 
He came the lost to seek and save. 

Whether they picked up the words as Charles sang 
them verse by verse or leaned over his shoulders to read 
his manuscript, they sang it (to some familiar tune) right 
through to the ringing last lines: 

For you the Prince of Glory died. 
Believe, and all your guilt’s forgiven; 
Only believe—and yours is heaven.’ 

Charles overflowed with joy. John had no such feel- 
ings. When he had walked back to Hutton’s shop and 
home and climbed the stairs to his room, “I was much 
buffeted with temptations.” But at once he took his new 
faith to its logical conclusion and proved it. He “cried out 
and they fled away.” Instead of strife and failure, ‘‘now, I 
was always conqueror.” 

He went to bed. The next morning, “‘the moment I 
awaked, ‘Jesus, Master,’ was in my heart and in my 
mouth, and I found all my strength lay in keeping my 
eye fixed upon him.” 



Chapter Eleven 

Outcasts of Men 

John Toeltschig, the older Moravian who had been 
sympathetic about Sophy in Georgia, had arrived in Lon- 
don on the way to Germany. Wesley sought his counsel 
two days after the evening in Aldersgate and confessed 
himself puzzled. His soul was at last in peace, resting 
assured that his salvation did not hang upon good works 
or ceremonies; it was grounded on the death of Christ, 

accepted by faith alone. He knew he was born again. Yet 
he had no joy. “What shall I do?” he asked Toeltschig. 
He was still buffeted by temptations. 

Toeltschig answered: “You must not fight them as you 
did before. You must flee from them the moment they 
appear, and take shelter in the wounds of Jesus.” Wesley 
left Teoltschig’s lodging comforted and was further 
strengthened at evensong in St. Paul’s by the words of 
the anthem. “My soul truly waiteth still upon God,” sang 
the choir, ‘for of him cometh my salvation; he verily is 
my strength and my salvation, he is my defense, so that I 
shall not greatly fall.” 
Day after day he prayed much, on his knees and as he’ 

went about his affairs, not for his salvation as before but 
for his enemies and his friends. He found himself grow- 
ing each day in strength “so that though I was now as- 
saulted by many temptations, I was more than conquer- 
or, gaining more power thereby to trust and to rejoice in 
God my Saviour.” Yet the emotion of joy eluded him. 

That first Sunday he preached twice on Justification by 
Faith. At the fashionable new church of St. George’s, 
Bloomsbury, with its curious pyramid spire topped by a 
statue of George I, he was told afterward that he would 
not be asked again. He was told the same at a fashionable 
chapel near the Prince of Wales’ mansion. 
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On Sunday evening he went to the Westminster home 
of James Hutton’s parents, the close friends and former 
neighbors of Brother Samuel. Since Parson Hutton, a 
non-juror, was forbidden to officiate in a church, he was 
in the habit of reading a published sermon to a large 
company in his spacious study. That evening he read one 
from a popular series on the Sermon on the Mount by a 
late bishop of Exeter, Dr. Offspring Blackhall. As he end- 
ed, “Mr. John got up,” so Mrs. Hutton wrote to Samuel, 

“and told the people that five days before he was not a 
Christian... and the way for them all to be Christians 
was to believe, and own they were not Christians. Mr. 
Hutton was much surprised by this unexpected injudi- 
cious speech; but only said, ‘Have a care, Mr. Wesley, 
how you despise the benefits received by the two 
Sacraments.’ ” 

After the company left, Wesley and five or six of his 
friends went into the parlor for supper with the Huttons, 
their son and daughter, and various relations and lodg- 
ers. Mrs. Hutton had not been in the study but was hor- 
rified when Wesley made the ‘‘same wild speech” at sup- 
per in the parlor. Mrs. Hutton exclaimed: “If you was not 
a Christian ever since I knew you, you was a great hypo- 
crite, for you made us all believe you was one.’”” Thus 
Mrs. Hutton missed the point, though Wesley himself, 
years later, admitted that it might be said before 
Aldersgate that he had been a Christian, but with the 
faith of a bondservant, not of a son. 

Mrs. Hutton, that Sunday, May 28, 1738, was sure that 
Mr. John ‘would do great mischief among ignorant but 
well meaning Christians.” She wrote to Samuel, implor- 
ing him to “convert or confine” his brother John, who 
“seems to be turned into a wild enthusiast or fanatic’ 
and to be drawing their two children ‘‘into these wild 
notions by their great opinion of Mr. John’s sanctity and 
judgment.” 

Wesley could not be silent. Christ, so long a remote 
component of the doctrine of the Trinity, had become a 
living, intimate force in his life, the center of his devotion 
and assurance, one whom he wanted all to know. In- 
wardly he was still tempted by fears and doubts, the 
legacy of years of introspection, yet whenever he opened 
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his New Testament, his eye fell on promises from God 
which he had never noticed before, RPT he claimed 
them, Christ drove away the tempter as he had in his 
own temptation in the wilderness. “And,” noted Wesley, 
“IT saw more than ever that the Gospel is in truth but one 
great promise, from beginning to end.” 

He had no grandiose ideas of leading a great revival 
nor even of building on the work of George Whitefield, 
now in America. Indeed, two weeks after Aldersgate,| 
Wesley suddenly decided to leave England. Long ago in 
Georgia he had formed a resolution to visit the Moravi- 
ans in Germany, and now the opportunity had come to 
accompany Toeltschig. 

He hurried down to Salisbury to say farewell to his 
mother. He read her his newly written account, which 
would become famous when published two years later in 
his Journal, of the events leading to his conversion. He 
understood her to approve. 

Then he rode once again across the downs to preach 
before the University of Oxford. Wesley had already 
preached seven university sermons, an unusually high 
number for a young don, and on his return from Geor- 
gia, he had been appointed again. The date had been set 
far ahead: Sunday, June 11, one week before Wesley’s 
thirty-fifth birthday. This routine appointment had be- 
come an unexpected opportunity to proclaim his Gospel 
where it might be least expected, to set forth the message 
to which he would henceforth devote his life. 

The vice-chancellor, the dons, and the scholars took 
their places in St. Mary’s church (where Cranmer had 
given his dramatic last testimony before being burned at 
the stake) and heard Wesley announce his text, Ephe- 
sians 2:8—“By grace ye are saved through faith.” As he 
warmed to his theme, Wesley emphasized that a saving 
faith was not merely “a speculative, rational thing, a 
cold, lifeless assent, a train of ideas in the head; but also 
a disposition of the heart. For thus saith the Scripture, 
‘With the heart man believeth unto righteousness.’ And, 
‘If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and 
shalt believe with thy heart that God hath raised him from 
the dead, thou shalt be saved.’ ” 

He expounded this Salvation by Faith as ‘’a salvation 
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from sin and the consequences of sin, both often ex- 
pressed in the word justification.” Justification, he went 
on, implies a ‘deliverance from guilt and punishment by 
the atonement of Christ actually applied to the soul of the 
sinner now believing on him; and a deliverance from the 
power of sin, through Christ formed in his heart; so that 
he who is thus justified or saved by faith is indeed ‘born 
again.’ He is ‘born again of the Spirit,’ unto a new ‘life 
which is that with Christ in God.’ ” 

As the customarily long sermon unfolded, Wesley 
countered the objections which often were raised against 
Justification by Faith. He stressed that one who was born 
again would experience an urge to holiness and good 
works, and that “those who trust in the blood of Christ 
alone, use all the ordinances which he hath appointed.” 
Later, in a passage which Wesley himself would have 
rejected a month before, he showed from the Acts of the 
Apostles that God could work this faith in men’s hearts 
“as quick as lightning falling from heaven.” 

The vice-chancellor and the heads of houses may have 
been surprised when Wesley, who perhaps had noticed 
that the congregation represented town as well as gown, 
proclaimed: “Here is comfort, high as heaven, stronger 
than death! What! Mercy for all? For Zaccheus, a public 
robber? For Mary Magdalene, a common harlot? Me- 
thinks I hear one say, ‘Then I, even I, may hope for 
mercy!’ And so thou mayst, thou afflicted one, whom 
none hath comforted.” 

He ended the sermon with a resounding call to the 
Church of England to promote, once again, the doctrine 
which had brought about the Reformation: Salvation by 
Faith. ‘Nothing but this can give a check to that immoral- 
ity which hath overspread the land as a flood,” he said. 
He urged each one of his hearers to trust once again in 
Christ and to “march on under the great Captain of thy 
salvation, conquering and to conquer.” 

The next day he left for London and sailed for Rotter- 
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dam with Toeltschig, two Germans, Benjamin Ingham, 
and three Englishmen. They walked, admiring the neat 
Dutch countryside, then took canal boats and later sailed 
four days down the Rhine “through a double range of 
rocks and mountains, diversified with more variety than 
ever painter can imagine.” At Marienborn, beyond 
Frankfurt on Main, they were received with utmost hu- 
mility and graciousness by the legendary Count Zinzen- 
dorf, then aged thirty-eight but treated with veneration 
by his flock. 

Wesley spent nearly three months with the Moravians 
at Marienborn and at their center, Herrnhut, in Saxony. 
He was impressed yet not carried away, unlike Ingham, 
who later left the Church of England to lead the Moravi- 
ans in Yorkshire. Wesley noted Moravian practices, 
which he would adapt to good use, but he preserved ns\ 
detachment and never wavered in loyalty to his own 
Church. 
He returned to England in September, describing his 

experiences with enthusiasm. His unhappily married sis- 
ter Emily was not impressed: “For God’s sake tell me 
how a distressed woman who expects daily to have the 
very bed taken under her for rent can consider the state 
of the churches in Germany.” 

Wesley found that Charles had been hard at work 
speaking about Christ to everyone who would listen and 
preaching wherever he was allowed. Wesley joined him. 
“Though my brother and I are not permitted to preach in 
most of the churches of London,” he wrote to his former 
hosts in Germany, “yet thanks be to God there are others 
left, wherein we have liberty to speak the truth as it is in 
Jesus.” They were also invited to the religious societies of 
craftsmen, apprentices, and tradesmen, which had begun 
in London half a century earlier. These had declined in 
numbers and become little more than friendly societies 
within the Church of England, but their regular meetings 
offered the Wesleys a platform. 

They moved their own “‘little society,’” founded in May 
above Hutton’s bookshop, to a larger room on Fetter 
Lane, probably leasing the old Independent Chapel 
which had been replaced by a larger building on the op- 
posite side of the street.' By October the Fetter Lane soci- 
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ety numbered fifty-six men and eight women. They di- 
vided themselves into bands of seven, the members to 
support each other’s faith and practice, with criticism 
where needed. They were to pray specially for each other 
and to live in unity and love. Wesley regarded this soci- 
ety and the others which sprang up in private homes or 
borrowed rooms as religious societies of the Church of 
England; he rejected the cry of opponents that he was 
forming conventicles, which should be licensed under 
the Toleration Act. 

The societies, new and old, gave the Wesleys opportu- 
nity every weekday evening to strengthen Whitefield’s 
converts and to “publish the word of reconciliation, 
sometimes to thirty, sometimes fifty or sixty, sometimes 
to three or four hundred.” The two brothers led the sing- 
ing with their strong voices. The people sang German 
hymns which John had translated and the new hymns 
which were beginning to pour from the pen of Charles. 
As they sang, prayed, and preached, the Wesleys sensed 
a new spiritual hunger in London. 
On October 9 Wesley set out for Oxford on foot. When 

his companions had dropped off to their destinations, he 
passed the time, as often on a journey, in composing 
verses and in singing. Then he took out a new book, a 
description of a great awakening in a corner of New En- 
gland a few years before, written by Jonathan Edwards, 
the pastor whose preaching had been its herald. Wesley 
was astonished and encouraged that the signs which 
they were beginning to see around them had been seen 
already in New England. His reading convinced him that 
his own land was about to experience a revival of reli- 
gion, that the extraordinary scenes around George White- 
field while the Wesleys were in Georgia would be contin- 
ued. God’s ‘‘blessed spirit,” wrote Wesley to a Dutch 
friend on October 13, “has wrought so powerfully, both 
in London and Oxford, that there is a general awakening, 
and multitudes are crying out, What must we do to be 
saved?” 

The original Oxford Methodists were not all following 
their former leader. Some clung to his former teaching, 
painfully working their methodical way toward righ- 
teousness; others were on the verge of his new ‘Free 
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Grace.” Some were puzzled, like William Law himself. 
Wesley had complained that Law had misled him: Law 
had answered lamely that his books included Salvation 
by Faith if Wesley had looked hard enough, to which he 
replied that Law’s writings wrongly assumed that the 
reader had faith already. 
Some of Wesley’s friends vigorously opposed his new 

direction. His brother Samuel, from the distance of 
Tiverton, argued strongly against him, fearing beyond all 
else that Brother Jack was about to head a schism in the 
Church. Wesley rebutted Samuel’s arguments. “By a 
Christian,”” he wrote from London on October 30, “I 
mean one who so believes in Christ as that sin hath no 
more dominion over him. And in that obvious sense of 
the word I was not a Christian till May 24 last past. For 
till then sin had the dominion over me, although I fought 
with it continually; but since then, from that time to this 
it hath not. Such is the free grace of God in Christ.” He 
stressed the witness of the Spirit in his heart, although 
admitting that he still waited patiently for joy. “No set- 
tled, lasting joy,’” he complained in the journal he kept. 
“Nor have I such a peace as excludes the possibility of 
fear or doubt.” 

But the signs of a spiritual awakening were all around. 
The bishop of London, the learned and hardworking Dr. 
Gibson, received the Wesleys warily, neither stopping 
nor encouraging them, yet episcopal caution counted for 
nothing beside the widening opportunity to reach the 
poor and outcasts. 

This was brought home to the Wesleys strongly on a 
raw day in November when they went very early to 
Newgate prison to minister to convicts who were to be 
hanged that noon. 

Charles had already helped hardened criminals. He 
and Bray had once spent all night locked in the con- 
demned cell, praying, teaching, comforting, and singing 
and had seen the men go to the gallows as if to a wed- 
ding. Both brothers had gone to Newgate frequently, and 
on November 9, ‘at their earnest request,” they went 
early in the morning “to do the last good office to the 
condemned malefactors.”” After the Communion the 
brothers were not allowed to ride in the cart but followed 
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in a coach down Holborn. Outside St. Giles in the Fields 
the procession stopped in front of the new church for the 
ancient custom of allowing the condemned men to drink 
a last stoop of ale; the Wesleys were brought a dish of 
tea. By the time they had reached Tyburn at the north- 
east corner of Hyde Park, the usual immense crowd, avid 
to see the condemned men swing, had poured out from 
the backstreets. 

The Wesleys sang hymns with the men as they were 
made ready for death. “It was the most glorious instance 
I ever saw of faith triumphing over sin and death,” said 
Wesley afterward. He asked one man who was weeping 
yet looking steadily upward with the rope already round 
his neck, ‘‘How do you feel your heart now?” 

“I feel at peace,” he replied calmly, “which I could not 
have believed to be possible. And I know it is the peace 
of God, which passeth understanding.” 
A few moments later the hangmen led the cart for- 

ward, and the man hung until he died. Then both Wes- 
leys preached, Charles giving an impassioned sermon on 
repentance, faith, and the love of God which reached to 
the edges of the crowd. 



Chapter Twelve 

Into the Fields 

“We are all young men—though I hope few of you are 
so young in spiritual, experimental knowledge, as your 
poor brother, J. Wesley.’” Thus Wesley concluded a letter 
to James Hutton from Oxford on December 1, 1738. He 
felt unequal to the task of evangelizing England, especial- 
ly since his team was so small. Help, however, was at 
hand. Eleven days after writing this letter, Wesley heard 
that Whitefield had returned from America—younger 
than Wesley in years but older in experience of faith. 
Wesley set out on foot to London. 

George Whitefield had returned to be admitted to 
Priest’s Orders and to find recruits for Georgia and mon- 
ey for the orphanage in Savannah which Wesley had sug- 
gested and Whitefield hoped to open. On December 12 
the two friends were reunited in London. Because Wes- 
ley had hurried foolishly from Deal in February, they had 
been apart for more than three years. Both felt the 
ede) nature of their friendship. Whitefield remained 
a little in awe of the Oxford don, but the revival had 
begun through himself, not Wesley, and he was its lead- 
er. Wesley could not entirely forget that Whitefield was 
the junior in age and learning but freely acknowledged 
his spiritual maturity and the power of his ministry. Both 
addressed each other with humility. Whitefield was 
cheerful and quick to laugh whereas Wesley was graver 
by nature and still lacked joy. 

Whitefield rejoiced that in London there seemed ‘to 
be a great pouring out of the Spirit, and many who 
were awakened by my preaching a year ago are now 
grown strong men in Christ, by the ministrations of 
my dear friends and fellow-laborers, John and Charles 
Wesley. . . . The old doctrine about Justification by Faith 
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only, I found much revived.” As letters to Georgia had 
missed him, he came on the scene unprepared and was 
all the more impressed. 

They spent many hours together praying and singing 
and discussing in an upper room at the home of a Mrs. 
West and her husband, Joseph, a weaver of Spitalfields, 
or in Whitefield’s lodgings at a Mr. Dobree’s. On the last 
day of the year, a Sunday, Wesley preached to a packed 
congregation (it even seemed to him to number, impossi- 
bly, “many thousands’) at St. George’s, Spitalfields, 
where many must have been Huguenot weavers. In the 
afternoon Wesley preached to an even larger congrega- 
tion at Whitechapel on the text “I will heal their backslid- 
ing; I will love them freely,” while Whitefield, despite a 
heavy cold, preached at Spitalfields. 
On the evening of January 1, 1739, the two Wesleys, 

their brother-in-law Westley Hall, Whitefield, and three 
other clergymen joined the sixty members of the Fetter 
Lane society. They held a “love feast,” symbolically shar- 
ing a little bread and water. They sang and prayed. 
Whitefield kept awake, although his cold was heavy 
“and found this to be the happiest New Year’s Day that I 
ever saw.” ‘About 3 in the morning,” records Wesley, 
“aS we were continuing instant in prayer, the power of 
God came mightily upon us, insomuch that many cried 
out for exceeding joy, and many fell to the ground. As 
soon aS we were recovered... we broke out with one 
voice, ‘We praise thee, O God; we acknowledge thee to 
be the Lord.’ ” 
A few days after this Te Deum, the seven clergymen 

met in conference at Islington, the suburb where the par- 
son, George Stonehouse, a somewhat timid convert of 
Charles, who was acting as his part-time curate without 
episcopal license. They conferred from half-past 8 in the 
morning until 3 o’clock in the afternoon. “Seven true 
ministers of Jesus Christ, despised Methodists,” as 
George Whitefield described them, ““whom God has 
brought together from the East and the West, the North 
and the South. What we were in doubt about, after 
prayer, we determined by lot, and everything was carried 
on with great love, meekness and devotion.” 

The clergy had all been Oxford Methodists, and the 
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nickname now stuck to their new outlook. They felt car- 
ried forward by a wave of revival but with no clear idea 
how it would take shape. Wesley and others urged 
Charles to settle at Oxford, where a parish was vacant, 
but he refused “without further direction from God.” 

Wesley’s days passed in ceaseless activity—expound-\ 
ing in private homes, preaching in any church still open 
to him, ‘conversing’ with converts and helpers, and- 
drinking China tea. 

Underneath lay uncertainties and doubts. Whitefield 
had written in his journal for January 4, 1739 that God’s 
unmerited grace was making him more alive every day: 
“My understanding is more enlightened, my affections 
more inflamed, and my heart full of love towards God 
and man.” Wesley, however, had moaned in his own 
journal for January 3 that he was not a Christian, whatev- 
er he had thought in May: ‘For a Christian is one who 
has the fruits of the Spirit of Christ, which (to mention no 

more) are love, peace, joy. But these I have not. I have 
not any love of God.”” Whitefield had passed through 
similar times of dryness in the months after his conver- 
sion in 1735, and the more introspective Wesley, only 

eight months from Aldersgate, tended to worry whether 
his emotions were matching his new understanding. 

He did not doubt that on May 24 he had found the 
truth. The rector of St. Antholin’s, Richard Venn, who 

had continued to befriend Wesley when many London 
clergy refused their pulpits, had now turned against the 
Methodists after reading Whitefield’s newly published 
Journal of a Voyage from London to Savannah, an artless 
selection from letters which he had not intended Hutton 
to publish. Venn attacked Whitefield in a pamphlet. 
Whitefield promptly attended his church, received the 
Sacrament at his hands, and sought an unhurried dis- 

cussion. 
Whitefield brought Wesley. Venn brought John Berri- 

man, a popular London preacher, ‘and some other 
strong opposers of the doctrine of the New Birth,” as 
Whitefield described them. After they had eaten supper 
in peace and courtesy, Whitefield told them ‘‘what God 
had done for my soul, which made them look upon me 
as a madman.” They debated long into a January night. 
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Whitefield wrote afterward: “I am fully convinced 
there is a fundamental difference between us and them. 
They believe only in an outward Christ, we further be- 
lieve that he must be inwardly formed in our hearts 
also.” Venn and his friends were proof against White- 
field’s testimony and Wesley’s exposition. Venn died 
three weeks later after a brief illness, not yet fifty. His 
schoolboy son, Henry, took Holy Orders after Cambridge 
and became ‘’a despised Methodist” at the age of twenty- 
nine, a close ally and friend of both the men whom his 
father had rejected. 

Four days before the debate with Venn, George White- 
field had called on John Wesley early in the morning 
about another matter. Charles and Ingham were in the 
room also. They had prayers, drank tea, and read letters, 
and then Whitefield unburdened his mind. The previous 
Sunday, he told them, he had been across the Thames to 
preach at the parish church of Bermondsey, a suburb 
famous for its leatherworkers and pleasure gardens. Not 
only was the church full, but “I believe near a thousand 
people were in the churchyard, and hundreds more re- 
turned home that could not come in.” The January 
weather was mild (in contrast to the terrible cold and 
snow of the next winter), and the crowds waited patient- 
ly for a sight of the famous young preacher. He could see 
them through the windows, but even George White- 
field’s bell-like voice could not penetrate the walls to 
reach them. A thought had come to him that after the 
service he should climb on a tombstone and preach the 
sermon again. But he did not dare. Open-air preaching 
by clergymen was unknown. 

Whitefield now tentatively suggested to the Wesleys 
that they should all break precedent and preach outdoors 
to reach “outcasts of men... harlots, publicans, and 
thieves.” 

John Wesley rejected the idea “as a mad notion.” It 
would be conduct unbecoming to a clergyman of the es- 
tablished church. 
One of the letters which Whitefield may have shared 

was from a young Welshman of his own age, Howell 
Harris, who had seen a copy of Whitefield’s Journal and 
wrote of a revival which had begun independently in 
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Wales through himself and two clergymen. Harris, a lay- 
man, was preaching in the open air to large crowds. 

The Wesleys, Whitefield, and Ingham knelt down ‘‘and 
prayed that nothing may be done rashly.” 

Early in February Whitefield left London for Bristol, 
scene of his earlier triumphs. On the way he called at 
Salisbury. Old Mrs. Wesley, who had seemed to approve 
the experiences and activity of her younger sons, had 
later accepted the hostile arguments of her eldest; she 
became alarmed. Whitefield reassured her and wrote to 
Wesley that his mother’s prejudices “are entirely re- 
moved, and she only longs to be with you in your societ- 
ies in London. Arguments from Tiverton, I believe, will 
now have but little weight.” Whitefield’s conclusion was 
premature. 

Wesley was now lodging at the home of John Bray, the 
hospitable brazier of Little Britain who had several lodg- 
ers in a house of moderate size. Wesley could not escape 
the clamor of the workshop below, the unceasing noise 
from the street, or the tendency of family and lodgers to 
sing hymns at all hours. 
He therefore liked to go the short distance to the 

Charterhouse and exercise his right as an Old Carthusian 
to walk on Green where he had run and played as a boy. 
He was amused to see how small the present generation 
of Carthusians looked compared with the big boys he 
remembered. He made friends with one of the pensioner 
brothers, Jonathan Aguttir (or Agutter), who must have 
been admitted younger than some, for he remained at 
Charterhouse another fifteen years. Aguttir opened his 
room and vacated his desk to Wesley. Sometimes Bray or 
others joined them, but the murmur of their extempore 
prayer would not have reached the gownboys. 

There was much to meditate upon as Wesley walked 
round Green. Opposition seemed to be slackening; the 
revival might spread across the Church. When the Wes- 
leys had taken the horse ferry to Lambeth, a little above 
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where London’s second bridge was being built slowly at 
Westminster, they had been received with ‘great affec- 
tion” by the archbishop of Canterbury, John Potter, who 
had ordained them when he was bishop of Oxford. 

His cautions were wise and gentle. They recrossed the 
Thames to call immediately on the bishop of London in 
St. James’ Square. He too was kind, if somewhat dismis- 
sive of their influence, and merely remarked that “G. 
Whitefield’s Journal was tainted with enthusiasm, though 
he was himself a pious, well-meaning youth.” 

Societies, mostly informal, had sprung up at all social 
levels, including “a noble company of women” in fash- 
ionable St. James’, where Wesley may have met the 
young Countess of Huntingdon for the first time. Two of 
her husband's sisters had been Whitefield’s converts and 
recently had brought her into the revival. 

This was keeping Wesley on the stretch seven days a 
week. On the last Sunday in February, he preached near 
the Tower at 10 o’clock in the morning, then walked to 
rural Islington for dinner and an afternoon service; the 
congregation was so numerous that St. Mary’s church 
was positively hot despite the time of year. “I think I was 
never so much strengthened before,” wrote Wesley to 
Whitefield, ‘‘and the fields, after service, were white with 
people praising God.” 

He walked back to the city and expounded at 5 o’clock 
to a society, organized by a butcher, which used a large 
room in the Minories, the wide street of gunsmiths near 
the Tower. Three hundred men and women, he estimat- 
ed, were present. An hour later he drank a quick cup of 
tea, then went to sing with a society brought together by 
a watchcase maker near Bishopsgate. Next, at 8:15, he 

was at his own society at Fetter Lane, and at last, at 9 
o'clock in the evening, he returned to the Brays for yet 
another meeting before supper and prayer. When White- 
field read of all this, he rejoiced “in your indefatigable zeal, 
and great success in the Gospel of our dear Redeemer.” 

Before Whitefield wrote that, he had taken the “mad” 
step which he had proposed after Bermondsey: he had 
prcecped in the open air to coal miners as they left the 
orest pits in Kingswood, Bristol. These colliers (as they 
were usually called, rather than coal miners) were regard- 
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ed as savages, and no parson ministered to them because 
their shacks lay on the edge of four parishes. Whitefield 
had been nervous when he stood on Hanham Mount to 
call out his text, but as he preached he saw the “white 
gutters made by their tears down their black cheeks.” 
When, a few days later, a young collier called Tom 
Maxfield found his way shyly to Whitefield’s lodgings 
and begged him to come again, Whitefield had ex- 
claimed: ‘Blessed be God that I have broken the ice.” 

He now wanted Wesley’s aid: ‘There is a glorious door 
opened among the colliers. You must come and water 
what God has enabled me to plant.” Wesley could form 
the converts into bands more skillfully than Whitefield, 
who was due to return to America. “I am but a novice,” 
Whitefield wrote on March 22. “You are acquainted with 
the great things of God. Come, I beseech you, come 
quickly. I have promised not to leave this people till you 
or somebody come to supply my place.’” He had even 
arranged the loan of a horse for the journey. 

Wesley did not wish to leave London, partly because 
he believed his health was about to collapse under the 
pressures of his ministry and he would soon be dead; all 
the Scriptures which sprang up at him whenever he 
opened the Bible at random after prayer seemed to warn 
him. On March 28 he put the question to the Fetter Lane 
society in accord with their rule that any member who 
intended a journey should consult the others. 

Charles could scarcely bear to hear of it. ‘‘We dissuad- 
ed my brother,” he wrote in his journal, “from going to 
Bristol, from an unaccountable fear that it would prove 
fatal to him. A great power was among us. He offered 
himself willingly to whatsoever the Lord should ap- 
point.”” Charles opened his Bible to Ezekiel 24:16 and was 
shaken to read: “Son of man, behold, I take away from 
thee the desire of thine eyes with a stroke; yet neither 
shalt thou mourn nor weep, neither shall thy tears run 
down.” Charles took it as a message from God that Jack 
must leave them. 

The others continued to demur. The more they debat- 
ed, the more divided they were. Wesley at last proposed 
that they decide the issue by lot, ‘and by this it was 
determined I should go.” 
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As Wesley dismounted at Marlborough on the second 
evening of his journey, his watch fell out of his pocket. 
The glass flew off but did not break, nor was the watch 
damaged—as if to assure its owner that the extraordinary 
events which lay ahead would not break him. 

The horse had been lent by a kindly tradesman who 
was riding and leading another horse; he had overtaken 
Wesley a few miles back walking behind his own bor- 
rowed horse which was too tired to carry him farther. At 
the inn after supper, Wesley ‘preached the Gospel to our 
little company,” to the disgust of a well-dressed gentle- 
man. The next day Wesley and his horse (“so tired he 
could scarce go a footpace’’) continued along the Bath 
Road. Over breakfast at Calne, Wesley rebuked a local 
landowner who talked in “so obscene and profane a 
manner as I never remember to have heard anyone do, 
no, not even in the streets of London.” In the evening 
the weary horse and its rider came down from the hills 
into Bristol, the second city of England, and found their 
way to the home .of Whitefield’s sister, Mrs. Grevil, 
above her husband's grocery shop on Wine Street. 

George Whitefield welcomed him with joy: “I was 
much refreshed with the sight of my honored friend, Mr. 
John Wesley, whom God’s providence has sent to Bristol. 
‘Lord, now lettest thy servant depart in peace.’ ” They 
prayed and sang together. Wesley had taught the Meth- 
Odists to sing German tunes in doublequick time, not like 
a Bach chorale. Then Whitefield swept him off before 
supper to a meeting at Weavers’ Hall, where the don of 
Lincoln College listened happily to the former servitor of 
Pembroke, only twenty-four years of age. 

Early on the Sunday morning, before Bristol’s church 
time, Whitefield preached to a considerable crowd in the 
open air at Bowling Green with Wesley beside him. After 
breakfast they went among the miners of Kingswood, 
who were outnumbered by the thousands of city folk as 
Whitefield preached from Hanham Mount. In the late 
afternoon, against the wind, Whitefield preached his 
farewell sermon from Rose Mount in Kingswood to an 
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immense crowd. Wesley guessed it as thirty thousand; 
his exaggeration conveys the impact of countless listeners 
of all ranks of society, including the rich in their coaches, 
others on horseback, and most on foot. 

Wesley was bemused by the extraordinary scene: “Ij 
could scare reconcile myself at first to this strange way of 
preaching in the fields, of which he set me an example on 
Sunday; having been all my life (till very lately) so tena- 
cious of every point relating to decency and order, that I 
should have thought the saving of souls almost a sin, if it 
had not been done in a church.” 

In the evening while Whitefield expounded to one of 
the religious societies, Wesley expounded to another. He 
had chosen the Sermon on the Mount for his theme, and 
it crossed his mind that this was ‘a pretty remarkable 
precedent of field preaching.” 
On Monday, Whitefield left after midday dinner to ride 

into Wales. That afternoon Wesley went out to a brick- 
field at the farther end of St. Philip’s plain, which had 
been lent to Whitefield for preaching. Wesley’s name 
meant little as yet to Bristol, but the revival had created 
such sensation that the people downed tools and trades 
early (detaining ‘the Vulgar from their daily Labor,” the 
Gentleman’s Magazine had complained) and hastened to 
the brickyard. 

“At 4 in the afternoon,” Wesley afterward recorded, “I 
submitted to be more vile, and proclaimed in the high- 
ways the glad tidings of salvation, speaking from a little 
eminence in a ground adjoining to the city, to about 3,000 
people. The Scripture on which I spoke was this (is it 
possible any should be ignorant, that it is fulfilled in ev- 
ery true minister of Christ?): ‘The Spirit of the Lord is 
upon me, because he hath anointed me to preach the 
Gospel to the poor; he hath sent me to heal the broken- 
hearted; to preach deliverance to the captives, and recov- 
ery of sight to the blind; to set at liberty them that are 
bruised, to proclaim the acceptable year of the Lord’ ” 
Luke 4:18). 



Chapter Thirteen 

Signs and Wonders 

John Wesley had been even “more vile’ than he had 
intended, for he had not preached in his canonicals— 
they were still on the road from London. (‘Dear Jemmy,” 
he wrote to Hutton, “I want my gown and cassock every 
day. O how is God manifested in our brother Whitefield! 
I have seen none like him... .’’) But, like Whitefield six 
weeks earlier, he had “broken the ice.” 

Bristol seemed hungry for preaching. The colliers 
always welcomed him. He preached at the brickfield, on 

(the bowling green, and at a nearby suburb, always to 
crowds beyond counting, although his solid preaching 
lacked Whitefield’s vivid appeal. Indoors, Wesley 
preached regularly in the morning at the chapel of Bris- 
tol’s Newgate prison, where the jailer, Abel Dagge, had 
been one of the earliest converts under Whitefield in 
1737. In the.evening Wesley was at the religious societies. 
Often the press to enter the rooms was so great that he 
would expound from a window to the overflow in the 
court or the street below, and on one occasion the floor 
sank but did not crash into the cellar. No one was hurt, 
and they continued to listen. Afterward they found that 
an importer had just stored numerous hogsheads of to- 
bacco to the ceiling, giving the support which prevented 
tragedy. 
( Wesley organized the converts into small bands of men 
and small bands of women. As in London, each band 
should meet privately to “confess their faults one to an- 
other and pray one for another that they may be healed.” 
Twice a week the bands came together into their religious 
society. The meeting might take nearly two hours. 

Charles had been writing more hymns and John a few, 
and they were newly published. After the expounding 
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and the singing came the prayers. Wesley would read out 
requests and then pray extemporily over each. A Dissent- 
er from the Midlands was present one evening. He 
wrote: 

Never did I see or hear such evident marks of 
fervency in the service of God. At the close of 
every petition a serious amen, like a gentle, 
rushing sound of waters, ran thro’ the whole 
audience, with such a solemn air as quite dis- 
tinguished it from whatever of that nature I 
have heard attending the responses in the 
church services. . . . If there be such a thing as 
heavenly music upon earth, I heard it there: If 
there be such an enjoyment, such an attain- 
ment, as heaven upon earth, numbers in that 
society seemed to possess it. As for my own 
part I do not remember my heart to have been 
so elevated in divine love and praise as it was 
there and then for many years past if ever; and 
an affecting sense and savour thereof abode in 
my mind many weeks after. 

Converts were joining the societies every week. When 
Brother Samuel wrote from Tiverton protesting that God 
does not work instantaneously, Wesley rejected his 
argument: 

I have seen (as far as it can be seen) very many 
persons changed in a moment from the spirit of 
horror, fear, and despair, to the spirit of hope; 
and from sinful desires, till then reigning over 
them, to a pure desire of doing the will of God. 
These are matters of fact, whereof I have been, 
and almost daily am, eye- or ear-witness. 

Saw you him that was a lion till then, and is 
now a lamb; him that was a drunkard, but now 
exemplarily sober; the whoremonger that was, 
who now abhors the very lusts of the flesh? 
These are my living arguments, for what I as- 
sert, that God now, as aforetime, gives remis- 
sion of sins and the gift of the Holy Ghost. 
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Wesley added in this letter of April 4, 1739 that he did 
not expect they would meet again; he had nearly finished 
his earthly course. Samuel thought this nonsense and 
referred to “your iron constitution,” yet they did not 
meet, for later that year Samuel was taken ill and died, 

aged forty-eight, arguing affectionately with Wesley by 
letter to the last. 

To Wesley’s surprise, many whose consciences were 
convicted by his unemotional preaching showed extraor- 
dinary physical reactions. “Some of them,” he wrote 
some months later, ‘drop down as dead, having no 
strength nor appearance of life in them. Some burst out 
into strong cries and tears, some exceedingly tremble and 
quake.’”’ Others began to sweat or struggled as if in ago- 
nies of death so that strong men might have needed to 
keep a woman from hurting herself. Sometimes Wesley 
had to stop preaching and pray. Many of the afflicted 
persons would suddenly cease their struggles and begin 
to praise God; others would ‘continue days or weeks in 
heaviness.” 

These manifestations had seldom accompanied White- 
field’s colorful preaching in Bristol, although at his mass 
meetings in the open air near London a little later, 
Charles Wesley recorded that ‘‘the cries of the wounded 
were heard on every side.”” And swoonings and agonies 
were common in the New England revival led by the 
austere Jonathan Edwards. Wesley never consciously en- 
couraged these physical reactions, and often crowds lis- 
tened to him ‘‘with awful silence and great attention,” 
but he did not discourage these reactions, and the ru- 
mors spread, inevitably exaggerated until even George 
Whitefield was worried until he learned the facts. 

Whitefield had made a whirlwind tour in Wales with 
Howell Harris, preaching from market crosses and on the 
commons against much opposition and uproar. He had 
come preaching through Gloucestershire, had been 
snubbed by the vice-chancellor of Oxford, and had 
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reached London. On Sunday, April 29, 1739, he made a 
dangerous decision. After hurriedly printed handbills 
had announced his intention, he went at sunrise with 
Charles Wesley and others to Moorfields, the fairground 
and archery grounds north of the city, where a large mob 
of London’s poor had gathered to hear him. He knew he 
might unwillingly cause a riot or be arrested, but in spite 
of difficult moments, this first open-air preaching in Lon- 
don encouraged Whitefield to preach the same afternoon 
to an even greater crowd on Kennington Common, south 
of the Thames. 

During the following week, all London was stirred as 
Whitefield preached in the open to thousands who) 
would seldom or never enter a church. Charles Wesley 
remarked that the devil had gained nothing from exclud- 
ing Whitefield from the churches. 

Wesley, meanwhile, that same Sunday had felt com- 
pelled to preach a sermon in Bristol which caused the 
first cracks in the unity, of the revival leaders. 

Before Whitefield had left Bristol, he had warned Wes- 
ley to “enter into no disputes, least of all concerning 
predestination, because this people was so deeply preju- 
diced for it.” Bristol had many Dissenters, and they had 
supported Whitefield, but among them were high Calvin- 
ists who put strong emphasis on St. Paul’s words about 
predestination and ignored his equally clear words on 
free will. These Bristol Calvinists spoke much of Paul’s 
teaching that God eternally decrees some to salvation and 
some to damnation (or “‘reprobation’’) but little about his 
teaching and preaching that ‘‘whosoever shall call upon 
the name of the Lord shall be saved” (Rom. 10:13). 

The roots of the controversy lay deep in the history of 
England since the Reformation. To Wesley, however, the 

overriding fact was that “the Lord. . . is longsuffering to 
us—not willing that any should perish, but that all 
should come to repentance” (2 Peter 3:9). Those who 
refused to repent would perish, but when Wesley urged 
his hearers to be saved by faith in Christ, he was not 
concerned with eternal decrees before the beginning of 
time; he feared that men who emphasized the predesti- 
nation of some to eternal death would be inhibited from 
offering Christ freely to all. Wesley seized on Calvin’s 
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comment in his Institutes of the Christian Religion: ‘The 

decree, I admit, is dreadful” (in the original Latin, 

Decretum horribile) and referred to predestination as ‘the 
horrible decree.” 
On Tuesday, April 24, he returned from the field and 

preached near Bath in pouring rain to a smaller congrega- 
tion than usual. He went to Kingswood and preached to 
the coal miners, who took him afterward to see the hill in 
the middle of the forest, two miles each way from any 
church or school, where Whitefield had laid the founda- 
tion stone of the school they intended to build. On Wes- 
ley’s return to Wine Street, he was handed a letter. Notic- 
ing the date, he learned that it had already been 
circulating for at least two weeks, widely read, before 
being sealed and taken to his lodgings. 

The letter charged Wesley with “resisting and 
perverting the truth as it is in Jesus by preaching against 
God’s decree of predestination’’—on which in fact he had 
been silent. Another letter was shown him which warned 
the godly to avoid him as a false teacher. He decided to 
say nothing, but wondered whether he should publicly 
declare the truth of the issue as he saw it. Early the next 
morning, after he and his fellow lodgers and their hosts 
had sung hymns and before they had breakfast, he wrote 
a sermon on predestination. He was not sure whether he 
should preach it. He consulted the young man who had 
come down with him from London as his assistant and 
scribe, John Purdy, as they walked to Newgate. Purdy 
advised him to preach. 
On Thursday he was again at the service at Newgate, 

preaching on the text ‘He that believeth on me hath ev- 
erlasting life’ (John 6:36). Suddenly the prisoners and the 
city people who now crowded the prison chapel were 
startled. ‘I was led, I know not how,” Wesley recorded, 
“to speak strongly and explicitly” against the doctrine 
that some could never be saved because they were pre- 
destined to be reprobates. The crowd heard him pray to 
God aloud as he preached that “‘if I spake not the truth of 
God he would stay his hand, and work no more among 
us.” Then Wesley cried, “If this is thy truth, do not delay 
to confirm it by signs following.” 
Wesley recorded that immediately ‘the power of God 
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fell among us. One, and another, and another, sunk to 
the earth. You might see them dropping on all sides as 
thunderstruck.” One, Ann Davis, cried out. Wesley went 
across and prayed over her, and she began to praise God. 

Dagge, the jailer, was upset by the uproar in his cha- 
pel. Meanwhile, Wesley remained doubtful whether to 
preach formally against predestination. Purdy again 
urged him to do so. They therefore wrote out four cards 
with different courses of action on each. They drew the 
lot: ‘Preach and Print.” 
On Sunday, April 29, early in the morning, Wesley 

went to the bowling green, where several thousand were 
waiting, and after they had sung, he called out his text 
from the Epistle to the Romans: ‘He that spared not his 
own Son, but delivered him up for us all, how shall he 
not with him also freely give us all things?” (Rom. 8:32) 
“How freely does God love the world!” he began. He 

expounded his text briefly and exclaimed, “Verily, free 
grace is all in all.” Then he contrasted the High Calvinist 
doctrine as he remembered it from a close study many 
ears before. He touched on its varieties but concluded: 

“Call it therefore by whatever name you please... . It 
comes in the end to the same thing. The sense of all is 
plainly this—by virtue of an eternal, unchangeable, irre- 
sistible decree of God, one part of mankind are infallibly 
saved, and the rest infallibly damned.” This, he contend- 
ed, meant that the purpose of preaching “to save souls” 
was void. 

Calvinists who heard him would have thought he was 
distorting their theology—as they had misrepresented 
his—but Wesley’s mind was always inclined to drive a 
position to its bleakly logical conclusion, regardless of the 
illogicalities of life which may soften a theological posi- 
tion in practice. For him, the Calvinist interpretation de-, 
stroyed all God’s attributes at once. “This is the blasphe- 
my clearly contained in the horrible decree of predesti- 
nation! And here I fix my foot. On this I join issue with 
every assertor of it. You represent God as worse than the} 
devil; more false, more cruel, more unjust. But you say 

you will prove it by Scripture!” 
The long sermon continued, with much satire, until he 

reached his peroration with a resounding reiteration of 
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great New Testament texts of free grace for all, such as 
the words of Jesus himself: “If any man thirst, let him 
come to me and drink”; and St. Paul’s: ““God command- 

eth all men everywhere to repent.” ‘’All men, every- 
where!” cried Wesley, ‘—every man in every place, 
without any exception, either of place or person.” 

| He had the sermon printed and published in Bristol. 
_He sent copies to London for distribution by Hutton, 
who seems to have queried the order as controversial, for 
Wesley had to remind him that ‘generally I speak on 
faith, remission of sins, and the gift of the Holy Ghost.” 
Hutton did not hurry to publish. 

Wesley continued his round of preaching and of build- 
ing up converts. He brought them into societies; within 
| these, the smaller bands were organized for mutual help. 
The two original Bristol religious societies which White- 
field and Wesley had taken over were now too large for 
their premises. They came together, gave money, and 
bought land at the Horsefair on which to build ‘‘the New 
Room,’’ which went up fast and became Wesley’s 
headquarters. 

He preached in any church which would allow him but 
mostly in the meadows or on commons, in the country- 
side around Bristol, and out to Bath. And thus occurred 
the celebrated incident of June 5, 1739 with ‘‘Beau”’ Nash, 
the uncrowned king of Bath. 

Richard Nash was then nearly sixty-five, and though 
an adventurer and philanderer who lived by gaming, he 
had a kind heart. For thirty-four years he had been the 
arbiter of affairs at Bath, making the spa famous for en- 
tertainment and elegance; even royalty and duchesses 
obeyed his rules at the Pump Room. He was, however, a 
notorious scoffer at religion. 

He became annoyed that people of all ranks should 
flock to hear Wesley. Beau Nash let it be known that he 
would stop him. When Wesley arrived at Bath at half 
past 1:00 on the afternoon of June 5 and was at dinner at 
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Mr. Dibble’s, he was begged not to preach “because no 
one knew what would happen.” He arrived at the mead- 
ow to find that “I had gained a larger audience than 
usual, including many of the rich and great” sitting in 
their chariots or on comfortable chairs. ; 

Wesley’s heart went out to them, and he preached that 
all were guilty before God—rich and poor, high and low. 
This doctrine surprised them, just as it would disgust his 
parents’ old patron, the proud Duchess of Buckingham. 
She would remark when invited to hear Whitefield at a 
drawing room meeting that “it is monstrous to be told 
that you have a heart as sinful as the common wretches. 
that crawl on the earth. This is highly offensive and 
insulting.” 

The fashionable audience that day at Bath was “sinking 
apace into seriousness, when their champion appeared.” 

Beau Nash always drove in a chariot drawn by six gray 
horses with footmen on the box who announced his com- 
ing by blowing on French horns. His arrival at the back of 
the crowd was thus an interruption, and the people 
made way when he walked ponderously, in his lace-cov- 
ered coat and his enormous cream-colored beaver hat, 
toward Wesley as he preached in his cassock, gown, and 
bands. 

Wesley paused. Nash demanded by what authority he 
was doing these things. 

“By the authority,’” replied Wesley, ‘‘of Jesus Christ, 
conveyed to me by the (now) Archbishop of Canterbury, 
when he laid hands upon me, and said, “Take thou au- 
thority to preach the Gospel.’ ” 

“This is contrary to Act of Parliament,” said Nash. 
“This is a conventicle.” 

“Sir, the conventicles mentioned in that Act are sedi- 
tious meetings; but here is no shadow of sedition; there- 
fore it is not contrary to that Act.” 

“I say it is; and, beside, your preaching frightens peo- 
le out of their wits!’ 
“Sir, did you ever hear me preach?” 
cNows 
“How, then, can you judge of what you never heard?’ 

“Sir, by common report.” 
“Common report is not enough,” replied Wesley, as 
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the crowd warmed to this interchange. ‘Give me leave, 
sir, to ask, is not your name Nash?” 
“My name is Nash.” 
“Sir,” said Wesley with a flash of wit which delighted 

his fashionable hearers, ‘I dare not judge of you by com- 
mon report: I think it not enough to judge by.” 

This retort reduced Nash to silence; finally he said, ‘I 
desire to know what this people comes here for.” 

At that an old woman spoke up. “Sir, leave him to me: 
let an old woman answer him. You, Mr. Nash, take care 
of your body; we take care of our souls; and for the food 
of our souls we come here.” 

Nash walked away without another word. 

Some days afterward Wesley hurried to London, hav- 
ing been warned that the Fetter Lane society was split by 
dissensions. Some were following a French prophetess; 
some were leaning toward Moravian customs, which did 

not sit easily in the Church of England. The system of 
small bands of believers keeping each other up to the 
mark had a tendency to sink into carping and priggery. 
Wesley sorted out the problems as far as he could, and 
believed that he left the society humbled and united. 

Whitefield had been prevented from sailing to America 
by an embargo on outward bound shipping, for England 
was on the verge of war with Spain (the “War of Jenkin’s 
Ear’). He was staying with the Delamottes at Blendon 
when Wesley arrived for dinner, having read, as he rode, 
George Whitefield’s new autobiography of his early life. 
That evening they went to Blackheath, where a vast con- 
course had gathered.’ 

They had come to hear Whitefield. To Wesley’s sur- 
prise Whitefield asked him to preach instead, “which I 
did (though nature recoiled), on my favorite subject, 
‘Jesus Christ, who of God is made unto us wisdom, righ- 
teousness, sanctification, and redemption.’ I was greatly 
moved with compassion for the rich that were there. 
Some of them seemed to attend, while others drove away 
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their coaches from so uncouth a preacher.” 
Whitefield had acted deliberately. “In the evening,” he 

recorded, “had the pleasure of introducing my honored 
and revered friend, Mr. John Wesley, to preach at 
Blackheath. The Lord give him ten thousand times more 
success than he has given me!” 

After that, Wesley was ready to field-preach in Lon- 
don. On the next Sunday, early on a June morning, he 
preached to a less vast crowd (he put it at six or seven 
thousand) at Moorfields while Whitefield preached on 
Kennington Common. 
Among the crowd at Moorfields was a sailor’s wife, 

Grace Murray. Wesley was unaware of the existence of 
this woman who was to cross his path so fatefully ten 
years later. 

In 1739 she was unhappy: she had lost her child, her 
husband was at sea, her parents were far away in the 
North. A neighbor had spoken of the comfort received 
through hearing John Wesley preach. ‘The next Satur- 
day,”’ related Grace Murray, ‘‘the young woman sent to 
me again to tell me Mr. Wesley was come, and was to 
preach in the fields next morning. I slept little that night. 
I rose at 3 and about 4 set out, though I knew not where 
Moorfields was. I overtook a woman going thither, who 
shewed me the way. 
“When Mr. W stood up and looked round on the con- 

gregation, I fixed my eyes upon him and felt an inex- 
pressible conviction, that he was sent of God. And when 
he spoke those words, ‘Except a man be born again, he 
cannot see the Kingdom of God,’ they went through me 
like a dart and I cried out, ‘Alas! What shall I do? How 
shall I be born again?’ After the sermon, a young woman 
(Maria Price) seeing me all in tears asked, ‘What is the 
matter with you?’ I said, ‘I don’t know.’ She said, ‘I will 
tell you; the hammer of God’s love is breaking your 
heart; only follow on, to know the Lord.’ She spoke 
many other sweet words. I went home a mere sinner, not 
knowing what I wanted, an atonement for my sins.” 



Chapter Fourteen 

“A Horrid Thing, a Very Horrid Thing” 

Two evenings later Wesley preached again at Bristol. 
Whitefield’s friend Howell Harris was among the crowd 
on Bowling Green. 

The Welsh layman—he had been refused ordination by 
nervous bishops—whose preaching fanned the revival in 
the mountains and valleys, had heard Calvinist gossip 

' that Wesley preached a universal redemption for all man- 
\ kind and not the Christian Gospel. 

That June night, however, shortly after sunset as they 
sat down to supper, Harris called at Wine Street where 
Wesley still lodged with Whitefield’s sister and widowed 
mother, and he confessed that he had nearly avoided 
Bowling Green. Harris told Wesley, ‘I had not been long 

_ there before my spirit was knit to you, as it was to dear 
Mr. Whitefield, and before you had done I was so over- 

_ powered with joy and love that I could scarce stand, and 
with much difficulty got home.” They talked together for 
two hours and through a second supper. 

The visit of Harris was a much needed encouragement, 
for Wesley was afraid that “all our society was falling to 
pieces,” although he had been away only eight days. 
Some were arguing bitterly for or against predestination; 
others were being swept into frenzies ya evacthvieeGt 
“French prophets,’”” a few men and women from among 
the exiled Huguenots who had settled in Bristol. 

Wesley worked hard to heal divisions, blow away mis- 
understandings both among the men and the women, 
and restore peace. Far away in London, Whitefield felt 
that Wesley had helped to cause the trouble by the ser- 
mon on Free Grace. Not knowing that it was already 
published in Bristol, he wrote on June 25: “I hear, hon- 
ored sir, you are about to print a sermon against predesti- 
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nation. It shocks me to think of it. What will be the con- 
sequence but controversy? If people ask me my opinion, 
what shall I do? I have a critical part to act. God enable 
me to behave aright. Silence on both sides will be best. It 
is noised abroad already that there is a division between 
you and me. Oh! my heart within me is grieved.” 

Whitefield sympathized with the Dissenters’ doctrines 
although he did not yet count himself a Calvinist. He 
wrote again on July 2 that he was “grieved from my 
soul” by rumor that someone who held predestination 
had been excluded from the society. “If so, is it right? 
Would Jesus Christ have done so? Is this to act with a 
catholic spirit?’ Before the end of his letter, he reverted 
again to the sermon on Free Grace. “Dear honored sir, 
if you have any regard to the peace of the Church, keep 
in your sermon on predestination. But you have cast a 
lot. Oh! my heart in the midst of my body is like melted 
wax. The Lord direct us all! Honored sir, indeed I wish 
you all the success you can wish for. May you increase 
though I decrease! I would willingly wash your feet. 
...O wrestle, wrestle, honored sir, in prayer, that not 
the least alienation of affections may be between you 
and, honored sir, your obedient son and servant in 
Christ, G.W.” 
When Whitefield came to Bristol in mid-July, Wesley 

rebuked him for listening to rumors. They had long talks; 
they shared the preaching and rode together through the 
rain-soaked countryside as far as Gloucester for White- 
field’s final farewell before America. They settled their 
differences. “I love you the more for reproving me,” 
wrote Whitefield from London. 

The New Room was going up fast, and the school at 
Kingswood only lacked a roof; Wesley preached inside it 
in the rain and again under a sycamore tree in the rain. 
His work was unremitting. Even when his horse stum- 
bled and pitched him on to the road and he bruised his 
shoulder, he did not fail the waiting crowd. 
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All this time he was thinking about the “unusual man- 
ner’ of his ministry. He had no fear that he was swerv- 
ing into heresy. Soon after his conversion, he had stud- 
ied the homilies which had been authorized in the reign 
of Edward VI to be read out in parish churches when the 
minister did not preach a sermon of his own; Wesley 
then realized that he had rediscovered the forgotten 
teaching of the Church of England. He had promptly 
published an abridged edition, and when clergy attacked 
Whitefield and him from pulpits or in pamphlets, he 
would reply by emphasizing ‘in very plain words the 
difference between the true, old Christianity, commonly 
called by the new name of Methodism, and the Christian- 
ity now generally taught.” 

He could easily rebut wild charges that he led people 
to rely on visions and dreams or that he stirred up strife. 
One London preacher had published a violent sermon 
branding the Methodists with “spiritual pride, enthusi- 
asm, false doctrine, heresy, uncharitableness.”’ He 
charged that they preached ‘crude, indigested notions of 
dismal consequences.” Wesley wrote to him: “O Sir, how 
could you possibly be induced to pass such a sentence, 
even in your heart, till you had done us the common 
heathen justice of hearing us answer for ourselves?” 

More serious was the charge that Wesley was disturb- 
ing the peace of the church and “stealing sheep” from 
the flocks of other parsons: “I do, indeed, go out into the 
highways and hedges to call poor sinners to Christ,” he 
wrote to a distinguished pamphleteer, Dr. Henry 
Stebbing,' “but not ‘in a tumultuous manner,’ not ‘to the 
disturbance of the public peace’ or ‘the prejudice of fam- 
ilies.” Neither herein do I break any law which I know, 
much less ‘set at naught all rule and authority.’ Nor can I 
be said to ‘intrude into the labors’ of those who do not 
labor at all, but suffer thousands of those for whom 
Christ died to ‘perish for lack of knowledge.’ ” 

Field preaching inevitably involved preaching in other 
men’s parishes, for every acre of England was in a par- 
ish. As a fellow of an Oxford college, Wesley had a gen- 
eral license to preach, but this implied the permission of 
the local incumbent, and Wesley preached whether invit- 
ed or not. He told an old friend who objected to these 
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proceedings: “God in Scripture commands me, according 
to my power, to instruct the ignorant, reform the wicked, 
confirm the virtuous. Man forbids me to do this in anoth- 
er’s parish; that is, in effect, to do it at all; seeing that I 

have now no parish of my own, nor probably ever shall. 
Whom then shall I hear, God or man? 

“Suffer me now,” he went on, “to tell you my princi- 
ples in the matter.” And he coined the phrase which was 
to be inscribed, long after, on his memorial in Westmin- 
ster Abbey: “I look upon all the world as my parish.” 

This famous phrase, which Wesley first put into writ- 
ing in the spring or early summer of 1739, he defined as 
meaning that in whatever part of the world he was, “I 
judge it meet, right and my bounden duty to declare, 
unto all that are willing to hear, the glad tidings of salva- 
tion. This is the work which I know God has called me.” 
He had been providentially disengaged ‘for all things 
else that I might singly attend on this very thing, ‘and go 
about doing good.’ ” 

He could no longer be confined to church buildings. 
This still shocked his eldest brother. John was un- 
ashamed. “How is it,”” he asked in the last letter which 
Samuel received a few weeks before he died, “that you 
can’t praise God for saving so many souls from death, 
and covering such a multitude of sins, unless he will 
begin this work within ‘consecrated walls?’ Why should 
he not fill heaven and earth? You cannot, indeed you 
cannot, confine the Most High within temples made with 
hands. I do not despise them, any more than you. But I 
rejoice to find that God is everywhere. 

“I love the rites and ceremonies of the Church. But I 
see, well-pleased, that our great Lord can work without 
them. And howsoever and wheresoever a sinner is con- 
verted from the error of his ways, and by whomsoever, I 
therein rejoice, yea, and will you rejoice!” 

Field preaching and the physical reactions had antago- 
nized the bishops. They now were willing to believe the 
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worst, so that Whitefield had written to Wesley in mid- 
summer, “I hear we shall be excommunicated soon.” Ex- 
communication was unlikely, but a bishop might formal- 
ly inhibit Wesley from preaching in his diocese; if Wesley 
defied the ban, he could be unfrocked. He could not then 
lawfully officiate or preach unless he took out a license 
under the Toleration Act as a dissenting minister. And 
that would dampen the flame of revival in the Church of 
England. Wesley’s whole being was now concentrated on 
the twin aims of pleading with individuals to be recon- 
ciled to God, and returning the national church to the 
doctrines of the Reformation. 
When, therefore, he was summoned by the bishop of 

Bristol on August 16, 1739, he knew that his ministry had 
reached a crisis. Joseph Butler, the philosopher who was 
much celebrated for his recent book The Analogy of Reli- 
gion, had been bishop for less than a year. In the gloomy 
preface to his book he had complained that it was “taken 
for granted by many persons that Christianity is... 
discovered to be fictitious” and was a subject of mirth 
and ridicule. He had endeavored to prove the contrary by 
reasoned and original argument in a book which was 
already considered the greatest theological work of the 
age. When Wesley read it some years later, he thought 
it ‘“‘a strong and well-wrote treatise; but, I am afraid, 
far too deep’ for those to whom it was primarily ad- 
dressed. 

At forty-seven Dr. Butler was eleven years older than 
Wesley and comparatively young for a bishop, even of 
the poorest diocese in England. Wesley had already had 
a brief interview during the summer, and on August 16 
he went to the palace, on which Butler was spending 
more than he could afford, at 11 o’clock in the morning. 
The dean of Bristol was present. 

They fell at once to disputing about justification by 
faith. The bishop contended that Wesley made God ty- 
rannical: if some people were justified without previous 
goodness, why were not all? 

“Because, my lord, they resist his Spirit, because they 
‘will not come to him that they may have life’; because 
they suffer him not ‘to work in them both to will and to 
do.’ They cannot be saved because they will not believe.” 
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“Sir, what do you mean by faith?” asked the bishop. 
“My lord, by justifying faith I mean a conviction 

wrought in a man by the Holy Ghost that Christ hath 
loved him, and given himself for him, and that through 
Christ his sins are forgiven.” 

The bishop, missing the point, remarked that “some 
good men have this, but not all’’ and asked how Wesley 
proved this to be “the justifying faith taught by our 
Church.” 

Wesley quoted from the authorized Homily on Salva- 
tion. They argued over its meaning. 

Then the bishop said: “Mr. Wesley, I will deal plainly 
with you. I once thought Mr. Whitefield and you well- 
meaning men. But I can’t think so now. For I have heard 
more of you—matters of fact, sir. And Mr. Whitefield 
says in his Journal, ‘There are promises still to be fulfilled 
in me.’ 

“Sir,’’ exclaimed the bishop, in a sentence which 
would become famous, ‘‘the pretending to extraordinary 
revelations and gifts of the Holy Ghost is a horrid thing, 
a very horrid thing!’ 
“My lord, for what Mr. Whitefield says Mr. Whitefield 

and not I is accountable. I pretend to no extraordinary 
revelations and gifts of the Holy Ghost—none but what 
every Christian may receive, and ought to expect and 
pray for. But I do not wonder your lordship has heard 
facts asserted which, if true, would prove the contrary. 

Nor do I wonder that your lordship, believing them true, 
should alter the opinion you once had of me. A quarter 
of an hour I spent with your lordship before. And about 
an hour now. And perhaps you have never conversed 
one other hour with anyone who spoke in my favor. But 
how many with those who spoke on the other side! So 
that your lordship could not but think as you do.” 

Wesley asked for the ‘‘matters of fact.” The bishop ac- 
cused him of administering the Sacrament in the societies 
(and thus in unconsecrated buildings, which was not 
lawful except at a sickbed). Wesley denied it: “I never did 
yet, and believe I never shall’—in which he prophesied 
wrongly. 

“I hear, too, many people fall into fits in your societies, 
and that you pray over them,” 
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“I do so, my lord. When any show by strong cries and 
tears that their soul is in deep anguish, I frequently pray 
to God to deliver them from it. And our prayer is often 
answered in that hour.” 

“Very extraordinary indeed! Well, sir, since you ask 
my advice, I will give it you very freely. You have no 
business here. You are not commissioned to preach in 
this diocese. Therefore I advise you to go hence.” 
“My lord, my business on earth is to do what good I 

can. Wherever therefore I think I can do most good, there 
must I stay so long as I think so. At present I think I can 
do most good here. Therefore here I stay.” 

Wesley reminded the bishop that an ordained fellow of 
an Oxford college was not limited to a single parish but 
could preach ‘‘to any part of the Church of England.” 
The bishop did not contest that and closed the interview. 

Yet his lordship might still inhibit John Wesley by due 
_ process of ecclesiastical law. When, therefore, Wesley re- 
ceived a second summons two days later, he was ner- 
vous. Furthermore, he had received that morning a note 
from a well-wisher to warn him of two men who were 
resolved to murder him as he went out of town. Wesley 
had promptly written to each. Both had hastily denied 
the rumor. 

Before going into the palace, Wesley attended evening 
prayer. at the cathedral and was much comforted by 
words of one of the set psalms and by passages in both 
lessons which seemed specially apt: ‘Be not afraid of 
their terror, neither be ye troubled. ... Having a good 
conscience, that whereas they speak evil of you, as of 
evildoers, they may be ashamed that falsely accuse your 
good conversation in Christ’’ (1 Peter 3:14, 16). 

He went into the palace with a humbled but high 
heart, ready for persecution. Instead, he found the Rev- 
erend Reginald Tucker, vicar of All Saints and a future 
dean of Gloucester, with the bishop. Wesley had com- 
mented during their previous discussion that Tucker 
(who had led the clergy in shutting the Bristol pulpits to 
Whitefield, and thus to Wesley) had said in a sermon that 
original sin needs no atonement. The bishop chose to 
treat this complaint as a formal presentment, which Wes- 
ley denied making. The three had an amicable debate 
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about the sermon; the bishop offered “several reasons 
why there must be something good in us before God 
could justify us, some morally good temper.” 

Wesley left the palace without converting either the 
bishop or, apparently, the future dean, although on the 
next Good Friday he was “much comforted by Mr. T’s 
sermon at All Saints; as well as by the affectionate seri- 
ousness wherewith he delivered the holy bread to a very 
large congregation. May the good Lord fill him with all 
the life of love, and with ‘all spiritual blessings in Christ 
Jesus!’ ” 

The bishop had not inhibited John Welsey from| 
preaching. Wesley’s course was clear. He must “preach 
the Gospel wheresoever I am in the habitable world,” as 
he had told the bishop. The long pilgrimage through Ox- 
ford, Georgia, and Aldersgate Street to the ‘‘mad step” of 
preaching in the fields had brought him to his vocation. 
His vast theological reading, his love of worship and 
deep knowledge of the Bible, his self-discipline and com- 
passion had not saved him in themselves, but they were 
at the service of the Gospel for such years as might re- 
main. He had reached a deep contentment, though his 
joy was not expressive like Whitefield’s. Wesley indeed 
was still somewhat wary of laughter or jesting: he kept 
his sense of humor under strict control. 

As if to set a seal on his vocation, good news awaited 
him at the end of the month in London, where his moth- 
er had moved from Salisbury with her daughter and son- 
in-law, Westley Hall. When Wesley had seen her during 
his brief London visit in July, she had reproached him for 
his account of the events leading to Aldersgate Street, 
which Samuel had sent her with criticisms; she had not 
realized that it was the same paper which Wesley had 
read to her a year before. But now, on September 3, she 
had a happy surprise for her Jack. 

She told him that until a short time ago she had scarce- 
ly heard mentioned the good news that sins may be for- 
given at once rather than at the final reckoning on the 
Last Day, nor that God’s Spirit would make his presence 
felt in a person’s heart. She quoted St. Paul’s words in 
the Epistle to the Romans (8:16): ‘The Spirit itself beareth 
witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God” 
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and said that she had never imagined that this was the 
common privilege of all true believers. 

“Therefore,’”’ said Susanna Wesley, “I never dared ask 
for it myself. But two or three weeks ago, while my son 
Hall was pronouncing those words, in delivering the cup 
to me, ‘The blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, which was 
given for thee,’ the words struck through my heart, and I 
knew God for Christ’s sake had forgiven me all my sins.” 



Chapter Fifteen 

Unhappy Divisions 

By mid-January 1740 all southern England had lain un- 
der snow or hard frost for several weeks. Down at Bristol 
John Wesley grieved for the poor, especially the day la- 
borers in the countryside who had no work in the frozen 
fields and therefore no wages. He found families which 
were starving because several parishes were providing no 
relief although legally required to do so. 

He took up a collection from the congregations at three 
services that week. Appointing helpers, he organized 
soup kitchens to feed about 100 and sometimes 150 daily 
while the severe weather continued. 

The Kingswood colliers were still able to mine under- 
ground. Wesley could look around happily at their trans- 
formation thanks to Whitefield’s courage and his own 
work: “The scene is already changed. Kingswood does 
not now, as a year ago, resound with cursing and blas- 
phemy. It is no more filled with drunkenness and un- 
cleanness, no longer full of wars and fightings, of wrath 
and envyings. Peace and love are there. Great numbers 
of the people are mild, gentle, and easy to be entreated. 
Hardly is their ‘voice heard in the streets,’ or, indeed, in 
their own wood, unless when they are at their usual 
evening diversion, singing praise unto God their 
Saviour.” 
Wesley himself returned unexpectedly to London, 

“called away in a manner I could not resist.” A young 
man of good family, bad habits, and no religion named 
Gwillam Snowde had come to Bristol the previous year, 
intending to seek his fortune abroad. Apparently con- 
verted under Wesley’s preaching, he and another man 
became assistants at the new school for the colliers’ chil- 
dren, but after a few months they disappeared with some 
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of the building fund. Snowde turned highwayman, was 
caught, and was now sentenced to death. He sent an 
urgent message begging Wesley to see him before he 
hanged. Willing to leave the crowded congregations of 
Bristol for the sake of one man who had betrayed his 
trust, Wesley set out. The stage coach could not make the 
hills, so he rode, a journey which took five days through 
that frozen countryside with a rest on Sunday at 
Newbury, where he preached in the parish church. 

He went at once to Newgate. The man was truly peni- 
tent and so plainly ready for heaven that Wesley was not 
sure ‘whether to rejoice or grieve’’ when Snowde was 
reprieved and transported to the American colonies. 

In London, the Thames was frozen over, and an ox 
had been roasted whole on the ice. Wesley, however, 
was still able to preach to crowds because the previous 
November he had bought cheaply from the government 
the derelict King’s Foundery on the edge of Upper 
Moorfields. The Foundery had been built to recast the 
bronze cannon captured in the wars of Marlborough but 
was accidentally wrecked and the Royal Arsenal trans- 
ferred to Woolwich. Methodists were now restoring the 
Foundery to make a roomy preaching hall with a spartan 
home for Wesley and Charles at the back. 

The evangelical revival was spreading and coalescing; 
Wesley made two brief preaching tours in Wales, ‘‘where 
there is indeed a great awakening. God has done great 
things by Howell Harris.” In Yorkshire and the Midlands 
Benjamin Ingham had become an itinerant evangelist. 
“The Methodists make a mighty noise in the nation,” 
wrote Wesley’s sister Emily, asking her brother for infor- 
mation. ‘‘Most people condemn their doctrines, yet 
whether out of curiosity or goodness I can’t tell. Never 
were any preachers more followed.” 

Not only were numerous pamphlets being written to 
damn or defend them, but the Methodists began to meet 
violence. Twice in London that year, Wesley was sur- 
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rounded by howling roughs as he got down from a coach 
to enter his house. He calmly faced them and spoke to 
them about Christ until they listened quietly. In Bristol 
on April 1, he was expounding at the New Room when a 
mob came to disrupt the service: ‘Not only the court and 
the alleys, but all the street, upwards and downwards, 
was filled with people shouting, cursing and swearing, 
and ready to swallow the ground with fierceness and 
rage. The mayor sent order that they should disperse. 
But they set him at nought. The chief constable came 
next in person, who was, till then, sufficiently prejudiced 
against us. But they insulted him also in so gross a man- 
ner, as I believe fully opened his eyes. At length the 
mayor sent several of his officers, who took the ringlead- 
ers into custody, and did not go till all the rest were 
dispersed.” 

At the quarter sessions next day the rioters tried to 
excuse themselves by complaints against Wesley, but the 
mayor cut them short: “What Mr. Wesley is, is nothing to 
you. I will keep the peace; I will have no rioting in this 
city.” 
Yet the very next day a sheriff of Bristol refused to 

allow Wesley to minister to two criminals who had asked 
to talk with him before they were hanged. This alder- 
man’s brother, who was incumbent of a Bristol church, 
later repelled Charles Wesley and his collier friends from 
Holy Communion, even when Charles exclaimed: “You 
can see I am a clergyman.” 

The revival, however, faced a more subtle danger— 
(soteral disputes which threatened to extinguish what 
violence could not destroy. 

Back in the autumn of 1739 a Moravian, Philip Molther, 
had stopped in London on his way from Germany to 
America. He had visited the Fetter Lane society while the 
Wesleys were both away and soon had such influence 
that he postponed his departure to the colonies. When 
the Wesleys returned, they found the society in confu- 
sion with many of their best friends following Molther’s 
new teaching. He had persuaded them that unless faith 
was strong, it was not faith at all— “weak faith is no| 
faith’—and that those who lacked strong faith must not 
receive the Sacrament or go to church but be “still,” 
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awaiting faith. The society meetings, which once had 
been loud with hymns and exclamations of joy (“animal 
spirits,’” Molther had complained) were now for much of 
the time silent and still as the members waited for faith. 

Wesley tried to turn them back to scriptural paths. He 
thought he had succeeded but, as Charles said six 
months later: ‘‘How fatal was our delay and false moder- 
ation!” For by the spring of 1740 the Wesleys were losing 

‘their friends fast: the Delamottes, Hutton, and John Bray, 
in whose house Charles had been converted. ‘I labored 
for peace,” wrote Charles after disputing with Bray and 
others, ‘“but only the Almighty can root out those cursed 
tares of pride, contempt and self-sufficiency with which 
our Moravianized brethren are overrun.” 
Jemmy Hutton was fast turning Moravian. Writing to 

Count Zinzendorf, he complained that John Wesley was 
too ambitious. He thought Wesley should be content ‘to 
awaken souls in preaching, but not to lead them to 
Christ. But he will have the glory of doing all things.” 
Meanwhile George Stonehouse, vicar of Islington, was so 
influenced by the new teaching that he refused to pray 
with an elderly dying woman who was not yet converted 
or to read the Bible to her or bring her the Sacrament. He 
told her daughter: “These outward things must be laid 
aside. She has nothing to do but to be still.” When John 
Wesley tried to reason with him, Stonehouse said he 
intended to sell the living of Islington when he could get 
his price, and leave the church: “No honest man can 
officiate as a minister in the Church of England,” he 
asserted. 

~ By midsummer, the ‘Stillness’ controversy had 
reached new heights. One evening Wesley was prevent- 
ed from speaking at Fetter Lane, although he had sat 
patiently through an hour of “dumb show,” as Charles 
called it. On another occasion Wesley recorded, “I went 
to Fetter Lane, and plainly told our poor, confused shat- 
tered society where they had erred from the faith. It was 
as I feared: they could not receive my saying.” 
On June 22, “finding there was no time to delay with- 

out utterly destroying the cause of God,” Wesley struck 
“at the root of the grand delusion.” In a series of early 
morning expositions at the Foundery, he set forth the 
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differences between the new doctrines, which Molther 
had foisted on the Moravians and on the Fetter Lane 
society, and the plain teaching of Scripture. Early in July 
he went to the Fetter Lane meeting again, ‘but I found 
their hearts were quite estranged.” Two days later he met 
‘a little handful of them who still stand in the old paths” 
but were under great pressure. On July 18, certain that 
“the thing was now come to a crisis,” he brought nine- 
teen supporters together, including his mother, Lady 
Huntingdon, and Benjamin Ingham (who later joined the 
Moravians). He conducted a Communion service for\ 
them, and they unanimously decided to leave Fetter, 
Lane. 
On the next Sunday evening, July 20, 1740, after 

preaching out of doors in Moorfields, Wesley went to 
Fetter Lane. Some ninety men and women were there. 
Wesley sat silently through their silent “love feast’’ and 
their shorter vocal service. Then he rose, took the plat- 
form, and read out a brief summary of his opponents’ 
position. He concluded: “I believe these assertions to be | 
flatly contrary to the Word of God.” He had warned 
them and begged them again and again, ‘but as I find 
you more and more confirmed in the error of your ways, 
nothing now remains but that I should give you up to 
God. 

“You that are of the same judgment, follow me!’’ 
He walked out without another word. Only eighteen| 

or nineteen followed him. The next Wednesday “‘our lit- 
tle company met at The Foundery instead of Fetter 
Lane.”” A total of some twenty-five men and women, 
including Mrs. Wesley and Lady Huntingdon, became 
the nucleus of a new society. 

Fetter Lane turned Moravian. In 1742 it was formally | 
constituted a society of the (Moravian) Church of the 
United Brethren, which was later licensed in England as 
a dissenting body. 

Wesley was to write during the following year: ‘My 
belief is that the present design of God is to visit the poor 
Church of England.” If he were to be part of that design, 
he could not allow himself or the revival to become the 
property of a small foreign sect previously unknown in 
England, however much they had helped his spiritual 
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search. He had no alternative but separation from Fetter 
Lane. 

Meanwhile, a more damaging dispute had blown up. 

During 1740 letters were passing across the Atlantic 
between Wesley and Whitefield. Three months might 
elapse, even four, between the posting of a letter and the 
opening of the reply, however prompt. 

Sometime in May Wesley received an affectionate letter 
,dated Savannah, March 26. Whitefield, whose evange- 
lism was having sensational success in the colonies, 
begged Wesley to “write no more to me about misrepre- 
‘sentations wherein we differ.” He was “ten thousand 
times more convinced,” he said, of the doctrine of Elec- 
tion and of the final perseverence “of those that are truly 
in Christ.” ‘“You think otherwise,” he wrote. ‘““Why then 
should we dispute when there is no probability of 
convincing? ... let us offer salvation freely to all by the 
blood of Jesus.” 

The Wesleys indeed gloried in offering ‘universal re- 
demption,” by which they meant that all, however wick- 
ed, may respond to the Gospel and be saved if they re- 
pent and trust Christ. Whitefield, however, lived far 
away from the Wesleys and depended on sometimes gar- 
bled reports. 
' As the year wore on, he became convinced that by 
_ “universal redemption” the Wesleys meant that all would 
\ be saved whether they repented or not. Wesley, for his 
part, was wrongly beginning to identify Whitefield with 

_ the rigorous Calvinism of men like the Bristol bigot who, 
\ until no longer admitted, had disrupted the society at the 
‘New Room by asserting vehemently to Wesley's face: 
“You and your brother are false prophets. . . . You are all 
wrong. ...I hold that a certain number of mankind is 
elected from eternity, and these must and shall be saved: 
and all the rest of mankind must and shall be damned.” 
ee attitude, to Wesley, implied that evangelizing was 
superfluous, as he had trenchantly contended in his Bris- 
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tol sermon against predestination. 
In August two letters crossed somewhere in the Atlan- 

tic. Whitefield’s letter deflected Wesley’s implication: 
“Since,” wrote Whitefield, ‘‘“we know not who are the 
elect, and who are reprobate, we are to preach promiscu- 
ously to all.” Wesley’s letter implied that he and White- 
field should each go his own way: “The case is quite 
plain. There are bigots both for predestination and 
against it. God is sending a message to those on either 
side. But neither will receive it unless from one who is of 
their own opinion. Therefore for a time you are suffered 
to be of one opinion and I of another.” He added that 
God would bring them to one mind eventually. 
| Whitefield wrote back: “I cannot bear the thought of 
,opposing you.” The Bristol sermon, however, had been 
republished in America. Whether this was instigated by 
Wesley or by an interested party cannot be determined, 
nor whether Wesley had personally sent a copy to one of 
Whitefield’s chief opponents in Charleston, South Caroli- 
na, as Whitefield complained. Whitefield reluctantly com- 
posed a reply to it to be published as an open letter to 
Wesley. 
’ Whitefield was fully engaged in the whirlwind preach- 
ing tour in New England which, more than any other 
factor, brought about the Great Awakening. He had no 
time to weigh every phrase of his public letter although 
he showed the draft to experienced Presbyterian clergy in 
America. He dated the letter December 24, 1740 and sent 
one manuscript copy to be printed in Charleston, left 
another at a Boston printer, and carried a third when he 
embarked on the Minerva for England to have it printed 
in London. 

In January 1741 rumors of the letter’s existence reached 
England, probably through one of the American clergy 
‘who had seen it in manuscript. “If,” wrote Charles to 

| Wesley in Bristol on the night of January 10, “GW has 
_ declared against the truth, GW will come to nothing. 
_ Therefore leave him. He that believeth shall not make 
. haste.” 

Wesley was back in London by the end of the month. 
Whitefield was still at sea, and on Sunday, February 1, he 
went down to his cabin and wrote a private letter to 
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Wesley to be added to the pile which he would post on 
arrival in England. Sorrowfully but firmly he gave the 
\Wesleys notice that he was going into print. 

He did not know that one of the men who had seen 
the letter in America had sent a copy ahead which a 
London printer pirated. 

That same day, Sunday, February 1, Wesley rose at 
4:30 a.m. at the Foundery, where he was now living with 
Charles and their mother and sister Kizzy, who died later 
that year, having never recovered from being jilted. After 
prayer and breakfast Wesley went to the preaching hall 
in the Foundery, where he would expound to a large 
congregation before going on to Communion, with many 
other of his Methodists, at a parish church. As he entered 
the hall, he learned that a pamphlet had been handed to 
worshipers as they approached the doors. He procured a 
copy and glanced at the title: “A Letter to the Reverend 
John Wesley”... by the Reverend George Whitefield. 

Wesley mounted the preaching platform and looked at 
the large congregation, the men and the women sitting 
separately as usual. Many held copies of the pamphlet. 
Without comment, Wesley led the prayers and singing 
and preached his prepared sermon on the subject of mar- 
riage from a text in the Sermon on the Mount. 

Then, a trifle dramatically, he announced: ‘A private 

letter,.wrote to me by Mr. Whitefield, has been printed 
without his leave or mine. I will do just what I believe 
Mr. Whitefield would were he here himself.’” He tore the 
letter into pieces. Everyone who had received the pam- 
phlet did the same “so that in two minutes there was not 
a whole copy left.” 

Later in the month Wesley left London before daybreak 
by horse (he was therefore safe from “footpads’’—rob- 
bers on foot) and came in midafternoon to Oxford, where 
he left the horse, which possibly he was bringing to its 
owner, for he continued by foot. After lingering over 
dinner at a household of friends, he set out with less 
than an hour of daylight to reach John Gambold at Stan- 
ton Harcourt rectory. ‘‘Walked, rain, dark, weary! 
prayed!” runs the terse entry in his diary for February 17. 
Behind the entry came a tale he loved to tell. 

As night fell, a heavy rain drenched him. He lost his 
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way, and even if he saw a signpost, no tinderbox could 
be lit in the rain. “I could not help saying in my heart 
(though ashamed of my want of resignation to God’s 
will), ‘Oh that thou wouldst stay the bottles of heaven; or 
at least give me light, or an honest guide, or some help in 
the manner thou knowest.’ ” Soon the rain stopped. The 
moon emerged, and he could see where he was. Then “a 
friendly man overtook me, who set me upon his own 
horse, and walked by my side, till we came to Mr. 
Gambold’s door.” Welsey rejoiced that a threefold prayer 
had received a threefold answer. 

By foot and by horse he reached Bristol in two days 
more. He found the United Society split and quarreling. 
John Cennick, his own chief assistant, the schoolmaster 
of the school that Whitefield had founded at Kingswood, 
was leading the opposition to his theology. 

John Cennick (Wesley sometimes spelled his name 
“Cenwick’’) was a young man from Reading whose 
grandparents were Quakers and his parents members of 
the Church of England. After a mildly dissolute youth, 
he had been overtaken by a longing for forgiveness and 
the knowledge of God, which he sought to achieve by 
rigorous acts of devotion, even contemplating crossing 
the seas to enter a monastery since none existed in En- 
gland. On September 6, 1737, about two years after 
Whitefield and eight months before Wesley—and un- 
known to either—Cennick was transformed by a similar 
conversion. Wesley met him at Reading in March 1739— 
“a young man, strong in the faith of our Lord Jesus’”— 
and later invited Cennick to be the schoolmaster at 
Kingswood and encouraged him to preach. Whitefield 
doubted Wesley’s wisdom in allowing a layman who had 
never sought Holy Orders to act “in so public a manner.” 

Cennick was soon influenced by the Calvinist pusenis 
ers at Bristol, then by Howell Harris and Whitefield. By 
the time that Wesley had returned to Bristol in March | 
1740, Cennick was convinced that truth, as he saw it, | 
must not be compromised or denied. 

Wesley, from an opposite angle, believed likewise; his 
quarrel with Cennick lay with his behavior rather than 
his beliefs. “You have not done right in speaking against 
me behind my back,’”’ said Wesley when Cennick and 
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some twenty others came up to him in the New Room 
after the sermon. He tried to show that they misunder- 
stood his teaching, but Cennick was adamant and told 
Wesley they would continue to attend the United Society 
but were already meeting by themselves to promote the 
doctrines which Wesley attacked. 

| “You should have told me this before,” answered Wes- 
ley, ‘and not have supplanted me in my own house, 
stealing the hearts of the people, and by private accusa- 
tions, separating very friends.’’ Cennick denied the 
charge. Wesley then read aloud a copy of a letter which 
Cennick had written to Whitefield and circulated in Bris- 

_tol imploring him to come to their rescue. 
To keep tempers low, Wesley adjourned the discussion 

to a private room. Cennick and his friends could not 
agree that they had been in the wrong. Wesley had no 
wish to see the United Society lapse into a theological 
debating club when its purpose was to save and build up 
.souls, and he believed that Cennick and his friends had 
been guilty of ‘tale-bearing, back-biting, and evil speak- 
ing, dissembling, lying and slandering.’’ They had 
scoffed at the Wesleys behind their backs while express- 
ing love and esteem to their faces. 

An uncomfortable meeting of the United Society took 
place a few days later. Each member on the list was con- 
sidered by others. “To those who were sufficiently rec- 
ommended,” as Wesley recorded, tickets to denote mem- 

bership. were given on the following day. Wesley contin- 
ued to urge the recalcitrants to a better mind, for he was 

“still fearful of doing anything rashly, or contrary to the 
great law of love,” but Cennick believed that he could form 
his own society while remaining a member of Wesley’s. 
On February 28 Cennick sat, as he usually did, on the 

platform beside Wesley and was shocked when Wesley 
publicly expelled him “by the consent and approbation of 
the band-society in Kingswood.”” Cennick said nothing. 
“T was a little surprised,” he recorded in his diary, “yet I 
showed little of it to the souls, only they saw me weep as 
I went out.” 

Wesley’s imperiousness demanded loyalty, but his af- 
fection for Cennick urged restraint. He begged Cennick 
to wrestle in prayer, hoping he would acknowledge his 
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faults and be readmitted. Cennick was sure that his of- 
fense in Wesley's eyes was a belief in predestination; 
Wesley countered that he had not expelled him for his 
opinions. The final break came on Sunday, March 8, 
when Cennick and fifty-one others withdrew from the 
Kingswood society (mainly composed of converted col- 
liers) and ninety stayed with Wesley. Thus, though Wes- | 
ley and Cennick continued in friendship, two competing 
Methodist societies arose in Kingswood. 
And Wesley was in danger of becoming isolated, for in| 

the east of England, Joseph Humphreys of the society at 
Deptford, a layman whom Wesley had appointed to 
preach and lead classes, had gone over to the Calvinists. | 
Charles Welsey was leaning toward the Moravians, for | 
he dearly loved Stonehouse, Hutton, and the Dela- 
mottes. In a fit of “stillness,” Charles had abruptly left off 
expounding at the Foundery in the middle of a series. 

Wesley worked hard to hold him. The danger passed, 
yet when Peter Bohler returned to England a few weeks 
later, Wesley was so drawn toward this young mission- 
ary who more than anyone had led him to his trust in 
Christ that he almost longed to be a Moravian himself: “I 
marvel how I refrain from joining these men. I scarce see 
any of them but my heart burns within me. I long to be 
with them, yet I am kept from them.” 



Chapter Sixteen 

Whitefield Reconciled 

George Whitefield landed at Falmouth in Cornwall on 
March 11, 1741 and reached London on the Sunday four 
days later. Wesley first knew of his arrival when a letter 
came from Charles “in a panic about GW,” urging imme- 
diate return. ‘“George Whitefield you know is come,” he 
'wrote in cipher, adding in longhand, ‘His fair words are 
‘not to be trusted to; for his actions show most un- 
‘friendly.” 

Whitefield had arrived in time to preach to the great 
crowds which had gathered on Kennington Common 
and Moorfields to hear Charles, who, it seems, gladly 
gave him the open-air pulpit. Next day they met private- 
ly. George produced the manuscript of his intended open 
letter, but Charles refused to read it, urging George, by 
an apposite text, not to carry out his anti-Wesley attack. 
The Wesleys found themselves in deep disagreement, 
and they wept as they prayed. That night when Charles 
began his letter to John, he advised that the Wesleys 
should not attack Whitefield either. 

Early next morning when Charles was expounding at 
the Foundery on ‘the believer’s privilege: i.e., power 
over sin,’” George joined him on the platform. After a 
while, Charles invited him to preach. George thereupon, 
to Charles’ dismay, inveighed against some of the Wes- 
leys’ doctrines as he understood them. He thought they 
had been preaching sinless perfection and had dressed up 
the doctrine of Election “in such horrible colors’ that 
many of George’s former friends were shunning him. 

Whitefield was acting deliberately. As he wrote to his 
assistant in Georgia: ‘“‘What is most cutting of all, I am 
constrained, on account of our differing principles, pub- 
licly to separate from my dear, dear old friends Messrs. 
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ea and Charles Wesley, whom I still love as my own 
soul.” 

Charles longed for peace, longed for his brother. In- 
deed, had John and not Charles been in London that 
week before Whitefield had published the open letter or 
preached against them, his sharper theological percep- 
tion might have cleared mutual misunderstandings. 
On March 25 Wesley rode out from Bristol in the dark, 

two hours before sunrise, and with short stops for meals 
and a brief night in Berkshire, reached the Foundery by 
early evening after nineteen hours in the saddle in two 
days. 

Charles and Tom Maxfield, who had been Whitefield’s 
first collier convert and afterward Wesley’s assistant, told 
him of “Mr. Whitefield’s unkind behavior since his re-| 
turn from Georgia.” Wesley went round, with Westley 
Hall as witness, to Whitefield’s lodgings two days later. 
They were frank with each other after experiencing the 
double-dealers of Bristol. Wesley approved Whitefield’s 
plain speaking; as Wesley commented thirty years later, 
“integrity was inseparable from his whole character.” 

Whitefield, speaking respectfully as he always did to| 
Wesley, insisted that he could not remain in fellowship | 

but was resolved publicly to preach against the Wesleys | 
because they and he “preached two different gospels.” | 

Wesley knew that Whitefield would never put friend- 
ship before principle: ‘“He was immovable . . . wherever 
his conscience was concerned.” Both men were dis- 
tressed. Whitefield probably showed it more openly, for 
(as Wesley said) ‘““he had a heart susceptible of the Pe 
generous and the most tender friendship. I have fre- 
quently thought that this, of all others, was the distin- | 
guishing part of his character. How few have we known_ 
of so kind a temper, of such large and flowing affect-. 
ions.” 

To the world they might soon appear rivals rather than 
friends, for Whitefield’s supporters were erecting a 
wooden preaching hall (the Tabernacle) on the edge of 
Moorfields only a short distance from the Foundery. 

Then Whitefield published his open letter, printed with} 
his authority, and Wesley was annoyed. On the morning 
of April 4, with Westley Hall again as witness, he con- 



148 Ill “IN MY HEART AND IN MY MOUTH” 

fronted Whitefield. For whatever reason, this next con- 
versation took place in a coach, a location which softened 
the impression of an Oxford don of thirty-seven disciplin- 
ing a graduate of twenty-six. 

“Both love and justice,” records Wesley, “required that 
I speak my sentiments freely.” He sternly told Whitefield 
that the very act of publishing had given a weapon to 
their enemies, ‘‘who loved neither the one nor the 
other.” If Whitefield had felt that he must publish an 
answer to the Bristol sermon on Free Grace, he should 
have put out a treatise ‘without ever calling my name in 
question.” Thirdly, Wesley argued that the letter was ‘a 
mere burlesque upon an answer, leaving four of my ar- 
guments untouched, and handling the other four in so 
gentle a manner as if he were afraid they would burn his 
fingers.” 

_ The heart of Wesley’s annoyance, however, was that 
Whitefield had revealed a private matter. To underline 
his point that the drawing of a lot (‘preach and print’) 
might be false guidance, Whitefield had told the public 
about Wesley’s lot at Deal in February 1738: ‘Let him 
‘return to London.’”” Wesley regarded the revelation as 
irrelevant and treacherous: it would ‘‘make an open (and 
probably irreparable) breach between him and me.” 

_ Even then the two friends might not have split asun- 
der, but when Whitefield went down to Bristol, he found 
many matters which were not to his liking. He wrote to 
Wesley a letter which is lost. Urged on by his sister, Mrs. 
Grevil, he laid claim to the ownership of the New Room 
and to the Kingswood School. Wesley answered him in a 
long letter at the end of April, point by point. Then he 
reverted to their dispute over the open letter: “To pro- 
ceed as you have done is so far from friendship that it is 
not moral honesty.” He asserted that Whitefield’s ser- 
mons were holding him up to ridicule, but that he would 
not retaliate: ‘This field you have all to yourself. I cannot 
dwell on those things which have an immediate tendency 
to make you odious and contemptible.” 

Both Wesley and Whitefield were relying on hearsay. 
As Whitefield said afterward: ‘‘Busybodies on both sides 
blew up the coals. We harkened too much to tale 

\ bearers.” 
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Both, in the privacy of their closets, poured out their 
distress to the same Saviour, whom they both proclaimed 
with love and fervor; yet unless Wesley and Whitefield 
could heal their breach, the evangelical revival might) 
peter out. 

All through the summer of 1741 they were estranged. | 
Whitefield toured Scotland, where he preached to great 
audiences and was bullied by extreme Calvinists who 
were affronted that he would not leave the Church of 
England. Wesley toured the Midlands, preached before 
the University of Oxford, and worked in London and 
Bristol. He made no move toward Whitefield. 

Early in October, Wesley toured in Wales. At 
Abergavenny some Calvinists who were “bitter in spirit’ 
had stirred up such prejudice that he had no audience 
except in the household of a widow, Mrs. James, who 
“received us gladly as she had done aforetime.”’ Mrs. 
James was to become Mrs. George Whitefield the follow- 
ing month. Wesley completed his tour and returned to 
Bristol. He had preached at Kingswood and was about to 
lie down when a message came from the Calvinist How- 
ell Harris, newly arrived from London and ready to travel 
into Wales before dawn. Wesley went to his lodgings, 
where Harris and his two companions “immediately fell 
upon their favorite subject.” After two hours of fruitless _ 
argument, Wesley “begged we might exchange contro- | 
versy for prayer. We did so, and then, parted in much_ 
love, about 2 in the morning.” I 

That prayer meeting was the dawn of reconciliation. 
The next day (his journey being deferred) Harris came 
round to see Wesley. They found themselves in much 
closer agreement, and Wesley at short notice joined Har- 
ris when he set out for Wales, where they met Daniel 
Rowlands, whose character and preaching impressed 
Wesley. Deeper into Wales, Harris and Rowlands took 
his part when two Calvinists tore into his doctrines and 
motives at a small meeting which had been intended “to 
provoke one another to love and good works.” The next 
day Wesley went to a house where several men and 
women had been invited, including the two angry Cal- 
vinists. The room fell silent as he entered, but Mrs. | 

James, the future Mrs. Whitefield (‘a woman of candor 
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| and humanity’’), sharply rebuked the two for criticising 
_ Wesley behind his back and not to his face. 

Then Harris came in ‘‘and God blessed the healing 
words which he spoke; so that we parted in much love, 
being all determined to let controversy alone, and to 
preach ‘Jesus Christ and him crucified.’ ” 
Harris wrote to Whitefield in Scotland. As Whitefield 

must have been courting his future wife by the mails, she 
may have written too. Late in October, Wesley in Bristol 
opened a letter from Aberdeen.' ‘Reverend and dear 
brother,” wrote Whitefield, “I have for a long time ex- 
pected that you would have sent me an answer to my last 
etter, but I suppose that you are afraid to correspond 
with me, because I revealed your secret about the lot. 
Though much may be said for my doing it, yet I am sorry 
now that any such thing diopped from my pen, and I 
humbly ask pardon. I find I love you as much as ever, 
and pray God, if it be his blessed will, that we may be all 
united together.” 

Whitefield hoped all obstacles would be removed. He 
held particular Election, he said, “yet I offer Jesus freely 
to every individual soul.” Whitefield did not agree with 
Wesley’s views on Sanctification, but this need not divide 
them. He expected to be in Bristol in three weeks. ““May 
all disputing cease, and each of us talk of nothing but 
Jesus and him crucified!” 
When Whitefield reached Bristol in November, having 

escaped a highwayman in Scotland and married Mrs. 
James in Caerphilly, he found Wesley recovering from a 
severe attack of “the ague’—malaria. (‘My heart and 
lungs, and all that was within me, and my soul too, 
seemed to be in perfect uproar. But I cried unto the Lord 
in my trouble, and he delivered me out of my distress.”’) 

In the garret at the New Room or, if Wesley was up, 
the “‘little room, by the school, where I speak with the 
people that come to me,” they healed their seven-month 
breach. Neither left a record of their talk. 

( Affection returned, yet the close unity of the early days 
‘never was fully restored: the theological divisions which 
‘two centuries earlier had weakened the Reformation 
were dividing their minds though not their hearts, and 
each believed he was right. “I spent an agreeable hour 
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with Mr. Wh.,”” wrote Wesley in April 1742. “I believe he 
is sincere in all he says concerning his desire of joining 
hands with all that love the Lord Jesus Christ. But if (as 
some would persuade me) he is not, the loss is all on his | 
side. I am just as I was: I go on my way, whether he goes 
with me or stays behind.” 

Together they could have done even more for Britain 
and America—Whitefield the incomparable preacher, 
Wesley the patient organizer. Instead, the evangelical re- 
vival would flow in two channels, although leaders and 
friends would often support each other. Both Wesley and 
Whitefield sought a more formal unity from time to time, 
but their differences were not overcome. They prayed for 
one another and corresponded. ‘’Yesterday,’’ wrote 
Whitefield to Wesley about a year after their reconcilia- 
tion, “I had your kind letter. ...In answer to the first 
part of it I say, ‘Let old things pass away, and all things 
become new.’ I can certainly say ‘Amen’ to the latter part 
of it. ‘Let the king live for ever, and controversy die.’ It 
has died with me long ago. . . . God be praised for giving 
you such a mind... .I subscribe myself, reverend and 
very dear sir, your most affectionate, though younger 
brother, in the Gospel of our glorious Emmanuel.” 



Chapter Seventeen 

The Opening of the North 

In the second week of May 1742, Wesley and White- 

field went twice together to the archbishop of Canterbury 
and to the bishop of London and stood their ground. On 
the following Monday, Wesley had planned to start early 
for Bristol, preaching at various places. Some trivial cir- 
cumstance delayed him, and he was still at the Foundery 
when a letter came from the Countess of Huntingdon, 
who was down in Leicestershire at the family seat, 
Donnington Park. 

Selina Huntingdon, then aged nearly thirty-five, had 
become a strong supporter of both evangelists and was in 
frequent correspondence with Wesley; he sent her the 
manuscript of the journal he had prepared for publica- 
tion, and she thought that he ought to leave out the 
passage about Beau Nash. 

She now wrote that a young relation, Fanny Cowper, 
(“my little saint’), was dying of consumption and had 
expressed a desire to see John or Charles before she died: 
“I beg you will set out as soon as may be after receiving 
this, as every day she has lived this past fortnight seems 
a fresh miracle, wrought for some purpose not yet 
known.” Selina had ordered a horse for one of her ser- 
vants, John Taylor, to accompany John Wesley (“he is a 
sweet and humble spirit . . . honest of heart, but weak in 
faith’’) and apparently had arranged for Lord Hunting- 
don’s stable to mount Wesley too. 

Wesley had been thinking of Yorkshire for later that 
summer and was willing to bring it forward. Instead of 
westward down the Bath Road, he rode north up Watling 
Street, the Old Roman Road, and turned off at the thirty- 
eighth milestone. After refreshment at Newport Pagnell, 
he and John Taylor overtook another rider whose sober 
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clothes suggested a ‘serious man,” probably a Presby- 
terian Dissenter. Wesley put his book back into the sad- 
dle bag. He always seized an opportunity on the road or 
in an inn or at a forge when his horse cast a shoe, to 
speak about Christ. Once, for two days, he yielded to the 
advice of friends to relax and found himself treated as “a 
civil, good-natured gentleman,” but his conscience smote 
him and thenceforth he “took up his cross,” as he put it. 

The “serious man” near Newport Pagnell was eager to 
promote Predestination. Wesley did not contradict. The 
man demanded his views, but “I told him over and over, 

‘We had better keep to practical things, lest we should be 
angry at one another.’ And so we did for two miles, till 
he caught me unawares, and dragged me into the dis- 
pute before I knew where I was. He then grew warmer 
and warmer, told me I was rotten at heart, and supposed 
I was one of John Wesley’s followers. I told him, ‘No, I 
am John Wesley himself.’ ” 

The man shot forward like (Wesley used a Latin tag 
from Virgil) ‘“one who unawares has trodden upon a 
snake.’” But Lord Huntingdon’s horse had its uses—“be- 
ing the better mounted of the two, I kept close to his 
side, and endeavored to show him his heart, till we came 
into the street of Northampton.” 

Reaching Donnington Park, Wesley found Countess 
Selina’s little saint just alive. “As soon as we came in her 
spirit greatly revived. For three days we rejoiced in the 
grace of God, whereby she was filled with a hope full of 
immortality; with meekness, gentleness, patience, and 

humble love, knowing in whom she had believed.” Wes- 
ley never shunned a deathbed. As he once said, “Our 
people die well.” The drugged departures of a much later 
generation were unknown; the dying were often alert 
until the last breath, and Wesley loved to see a man, 
woman, or child conscious of Christ’s presence at the 
sickbed, strengthening eternal hope, driving away gloom 
and fear. 

Countess Selina had another matter on her mind. She 
urged upon Wesley the needs of the coal miners of New- 
castle upon Tyne in the far north of England. Like the 
Kingswood miners before Whitefield, they were illiterate, 

rough, and godless. ‘““They have churches,” the countess 
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said, ‘but they never go to them! And ministers, but they 
seldom or never hear them! Perhaps they may hear you. 
And what if you save (under God) one soul?” 

Wesley and Taylor therefore rode out for the north 
early on a May morning and came the next evening to 
Birstall in Yorkshire, which had been the original object 
of the journey he had planned for the summer. 

At Birstall lived a young stonemason, John Nelson, 
whom Welsey had last met in London as they both 
walked back from a service in St. Paul’s Cathedral. 

Nelson, a skilled ornamental craftsman, already mar- 
ried with a growing family, had come to London to work. 
He had heard Whitefield preach in Moorfields: ‘I loved 
the man so that if any offered to disturb him I was ready 
to fight for him; but I did not understand him.”” Nelson 
studied the Bible and prayed without more than a little 
hope of mercy. One June day he joined the early crowd 
at Moorfields when Whitefield was across the river and 
John Wesley took his place. As Nelson records: ‘’O that 
was a blessed morning for my soul! As soon as he got 
upon the stand he stroked back his hair and turned his 
face toward where I stood, and I thought he fixed his 
eyes on me. His countenance struck such an awful dread 
upon me before I heard him speak that it made my heart 
beat like the pendulum of a clock; and when he did 
speak, I thought his whole discourse was aimed at me.” 
When Wesley finished, Nelson said to himself, “This 
man can tell the secrets of my heart. He hath not left me 
there, for he hath shown me the remedy, even the blood 
of Jesus.” 

After a while Nelson returned to Yorkshire on his own 
initiative as an evangelist. Unordained, uncommissioned, 
supporting himself by his skill as a mason, he would go 
out after work, with hammer and trowel struck into his 
apron, and give out his text. 

Wesley could now see for himself why the revival 
spread so fast across England as men converted in Lon- 
don or Bristol took the message home. As he preached 
from the top of Birstall Hill, examined converts, and lis- 

tened to Nelson’s stories, he realized that he had not 
labored in vain: “Many of the greatest profligates in all 
the country were now changed.” Swearers praised God, 
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drunkards were sober. ‘The whole town wore a new 
face. Such a change did God work by the artless testimo- 
ny of one plain man! And from thence his words 
sounded forth to Leeds, Wakefield, Halifax, and all the 
West Riding of Yorkshire.” 

Tearing himself from Birstall after one day, Wesley 
rode onward to the north with Taylor at his side. As they 
passed through Knaresborough, they spoke to a man and 
gave him a printed sermon. They rode forward, but on 
their return journey some days later they were stopped 
in the street and told that this one conversation had led 
to several conversions and that ‘‘the sermon we gave him 
had traveled from one end of the town to the other.” 

They reached Newcastle upon Tyne at last—the great 
coal port which sent the “sea coal” to London. The walls 
of Newcastle still enclosed the town, with the Tyne on 
one side and the open country on the other. 

Wesley was dismayed by the uncouthness of the 
Tynesiders: half of them appeared to be drunk; even the 
children swore. 

About 7 o’clock on the morning of Sunday, May 30, 
1742, he walked with John Taylor down Sandgate, then 

the poorest part of the town, and stood at the pump. 
They began to sing ‘’All people that on earth do dwell’ to 
the “Old Hundredth,” a tune known to any Englishman 

who had ever ventured into a church. ‘Three or four 
people came out to see what was the matter.” Wesley 
called out the text from Isaiah 53:5: ““He was wounded for 
our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities: the 
chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his 

stripes we are healed.” The crowd grew until the street 
and every side alley was packed; people stood on the 
town walls or hung out of windows of houses. 

“Observing the people, when I had done, to stand 
gaping and staring upon me, with the most profound 
astonishment, I told them, “If you desire to know who I 
am, my name is John Wesley. At 5 in the evening, with 
God’s help, I design to preach here again.’ ”’ 

“At 5, the hill on which I designed to preach was cov- 
ered, from the top to the bottom. I never saw so large a 
number of people together, either at Moorfields, or at 
Kennington Common. I knew it was not possible for the 
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one half to hear, although my voice was then strong and 
clear; and I stood so as to have all in view, as they were 
ranged on the side of the hill. 

“After preaching, the poor people were ready to tread 
me under foot, out of pure love and kindness. It was 
some time before I could possibly get out of the press. I 
then went back another way than I came; but several 
were got to our inn before me; by whom I was vehement- 
ly importuned to stay with them, at least a few days; or, 
however, one day more.” 

“This thing made a huge noise,” recalled a young wag- 
oner, Christopher Hopper. “The populace entertained 
various conjectures about him: but few, if any, could tell 
the motive on which he came, or the end he had in view. 
He made a short blaze, soon disappeared, and left us ina 
great consternation.” 

Wesley could not stay because he had promised to be 
back in Birstall, where John Nelson had summoned hear- 

ers from all the West Riding for Tuesday night. But he 
determined to make Newcastle another Bristol or 
Foundery, and the following winter returned to acquire 
land for an orphanage, a school, and a room where the 
Methodist society would meet. “He visited and preached 
in the neighborhood,” adds Hopper. ‘His name was well 
known in town and country. All mouths were filled with 
Wesley and his followers; some for and many against 
them.” Hopper later joined Wesley as one of his itinerant 
preachers, like several from the town. Newcastle became 
the third of Wesley’s home bases. 

Wesley decided to return from Newcastle and York- 
shire by Epworth, where on the Sunday morning at ser- 
vice time he offered his help to the curate-in-charge, John 
Romley, who as a local boy had been given his chance in 
life by old Samuel Wesley. Rowley refused to allow Sam- 
uel’s son to preach or to read the prayers to the small 
congregation. In the afternoon the church was packed 
because of a rumor that John Wesley would preach; in- 
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stead, the crowd and Wesley himself had to listen to the 
curate damning “enthusiasts.” 

Wesley whispered to John Taylor. Taylor slipped out 
after the sermon, and stood in the churchyard as the 
people left. He shouted: ‘““Mr Wesley, not being permit- 
ted to preach in the church, designs to preach here at six 
o'clock.” 

Mr. Wesley found “such a congregation as I believe 
Epworth never saw before.” He stood upon his father’s 
high tomb outside the east end and preached. 

He had intended to resume his journey but could not 
resist the opportunity to work again in his homeland, 
preaching in the hamlets and villages, visiting the sick, 
reaping where his father had sown without seeing a har- 
vest. Each evening in the fine June weather Wesley re- 
turned to Epworth churchyard and used his father’s 
tomb as pulpit. The curate did not interfere. 
On a Tuesday evening, perhaps unnoticed by Wesley, 

his sister’s widower, John Whitelamb, now rector of 

Wroot, stood at the back of the crowd. He sent a sad 
letter a few days later: “Fain would I have spoken to you, 
but that I am quite at a loss how to address or behave. 
Your way of thinking is so extraordinary that your pres- 
ence creates an awe, as if you were an inhabitant of an- 
other world.”” Whitelamb, who had become almost a De- 
ist, expressed doctrinal dissent but true affection and 
added: “I am quite forgot! None of the family ever hon- 
ors me with a line! . . . Dear sir, is it in my power to serve 
or oblige you any way? Glad I should be that you would 
make use of me. God open all our eyes, and lead us into 
truth, whatever it be.” 

Thus invited, Wesley preached in Wroot Church on the 
next Sunday morning and afternoon, “but the church 
could not contain the people, many of whom came from 
far.” That evening he preached for the last time from his 
father’s tomb. 

The Epworth visit was apt; he returned to London in 
time to describe it to his mother, now in peace of soul 
after her years of struggle, and happy to see the revival 
of religion for which her husband had yearned. 

She was failing rapidly. On the last day of that July 
1742, Wesley wrote to Charles in Bristol: “Yesterday 
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about 3 in the afternoon, as soon as intercession was 
ended, I went up to my mother. I found her pulse almost 
gone, and her fingers dead, so that it was easy to see her 
spirit was on the wing for eternity. After using the com- 
mendatory prayer, I sat down on her bedside, and with 
three or four of our sisters sung a requiem to her parting 
soul. She continued in just the same way as my father 
was, struggling and gasping for life, though (as I could 
judge by several signs) perfectly sensible, till near 4 
o'clock. I was then going to drink a dish of tea, being 
faint and weary, when one called me again to the bed- 
side. It was just 4 o’clock. She opened her eyes wide and 
fixed them upward for a moment. Then the lids dropped, 
and the soul was set at liberty, without one struggle or 
groan or sigh.” 



Chapter Eighteen 

“All Round England” 

For the next few years John Wesley’s life had a triangu- | 
lar base: London, Bristol, and Newcastle. He stayed fart 
long periods at each in succession while ranging widely 
in his travels between them, not without incident. | 
One winter morning Wesley and an assistant were rid- 

ing across the Wiltshire downs on their way to Bristol: 
“About 10 o’clock we were met by a loaded waggon, ina 
deep, hollow way. There was a narrow path between the 
road and the bank: I stepped into this, and John 
Trembath followed me. When the waggon came near, my 
horse began to rear, and to attempt climbing up the 
bank. This frightened the horse which was close behind, 
and made him prance and throw his head to and fro, till 
the bit of the bridle catched hold of the cape of my great 
coat, and pulled me backward off my horse. I fell as exact 
on the path, between the waggon and the bank, as if one 
had taken me in his arms and laid me down there. Both 
our horses stood stock still, one just behind me, the other 
before; so, by the blessing of God, I rose unhurt, mount- 
ed again, and rode on.” 

At each base Wesley had far more to do than preach- 
ing. At Bristol and Newcastle he had to oversee the or- 
hesto eed which included many foundlings picked 
out of the gutters or left on the doorstep. At Bristol he 
had full control of Kingswood school, where the boys 
were educated along the lines laid down by his mother 
for the Wesley children, thus submitting them to a disci- 
pline and course of studies which stretched the severities 
of eighteenth-century schooling to their limits. 
He was also much engaged in relief for the poor. He 

was generous, passing on the income from his books, 
and he encouraged generosity in others. He aimed not 
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only to relieve distress but also to help the poor help 
themselves. Thus, in a severe winter in London he orga- 
nized weaving by women who had no means of support. 

Recognizing that gin could ruin them, converts were 
turning to tea. But Wesley discovered that many of the 
poor were spending more than they could afford on tea. 
All tea came expensively from China and carried a heavy 
excise duty. And the poor liked their tea strong. He 
urged them to give it up. Much as he loved it, he set 
them an example. John too had liked his tea strong, 
though with sugar and cream, and suffered extraordinary 
withdrawal symptoms; so did Charles, who complained 
also that in some parts of England “tea was my beer.” 
Instead both Wesleys began to drink sage ‘’tea’’ or nettle 
“tea,”’ or orange- and lemon-peel “tea” as an example for 
the poor to follow. 

Wesley set up free clinics. He was one of the first in 
England to use electricity for medical purposes; he ac- 
quired a machine (still in existence) which gave electric 
shocks and became popular with users of the clinics. To 
be “electrified” twice a day was, in Wesley’s eyes, a cure 
for many disorders. 

He wrote a book titled Primitive Physick, or an Easy and 
Natural Method of Curing Most Diseases, remarking in the 
preface that whoever owned a copy had a “physician 
always in his house, and one that attends without fee or 
reward.’”’ Some of the cures were distinctly curious: ‘For 
an Ague, make six middling pills of cobwebs. Take one a 
little before the cold fit; For Dry or Convulsive Asthma: Dry 
and powder a toad; For Hoarseness: Rub the soles of the 
feet before the fire, with garlick and lard, well beaten 
together, over night. The hoarseness will be gone next 
day.” Wesley would add the word Tried to all cures he 
had used himself. The medical profession was skeptical, 
but the book was popular for many years. 

_ Wesley never allowed charity or education to become 
, ends in themselves. He held firmly to his belief that a 
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man or woman or a child must be remade in Christ; thus’ 
the biblical teaching and preaching came first. But the 
movement was spreading too widely for Wesley or 
Charles to conduct it without help. In London, Wesley 
had allowed Cennick and Joseph Humphreys to lead 
prayer meetings. Both had education and some training 
as preachers and had progressed naturally to sermons. 
Tom Maxfield, the former Kingswood coal miner, had 

not been trained. Some years earlier, while Susanna Wes- 
ley was still living, Maxfield had begun to preach in Lon- 
don during Wesley’s absence without his permission and 
had proved himself such an able expounder that Lady 
Huntingdon herself urged him on. When Wesley heard, 
he hurried back, annoyed, intending to discipline 
Maxfield. But Susanna had warned her son: ‘Take care 
what you do with respect to that young man, for he is as 
surely called of God to preach as you are. Examine what 
have been the fruits of his preaching; and hear him 
yourself.” 

Wesley accepted her advice. Maxfield and two other 
young men asked to be allowed to help Wesley as itiner- 
ant preachers wherever he should direct. Others joined 
them. Wesley worried lest lay preachers might antago- 
nize the bishops yet further, until he discovered that 
nearly 200 years earlier Queen Elizabeth had appointed 
twelve itinerant preachers and that the office still existed. 
The Queen’s preachers were ordained men, a fact he 
glossed over, for most of his preachers, or “helpers” as 
he called them at first, were humble in origin and indif- 
ferent in education. He organized their movements 
round the circuits which developed as Methodist societ- 
ies became established; each society was to be visited 
regularly. 

“Be diligent,” he would tell the preachers. ‘“Never be 
unemployed. Never be triflingly employed. Never while 
away time, nor spend more time at any place than is 
strictly necessary. . . . You have nothing to do but to save 
souls. Therefore spend and be spent in this work. And 
go always, not only to those who want you, but to those 
who want you most.” ( 

Wesley puzzled how to ensure that all NICH VORTS Es Sut 
could be kept to the high morality and unceasing spiri- es 

a 
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‘tual progress which are among the marks of Christ's true 
disciples. Finally, on February 15, 1742 he began to find 
‘his answer. 

Leaders of the United Society at Bristol were discussing 
the debt which still burdened the New Room. A sea cap- 
tain named Foy, from one of Bristol’s chief mercantile 
families, suggested in a letter that every member should 
give the quite generous sum of one penny a week until 
the debt was paid.' 
Somebody objected that many could not afford the 

penny. 
“Then put eleven of the poorest with me,” said Foy. 

“If they can give anything, well: I will call on them week- 
ly. If they can give nothing, I will give for them as well as 
for myself.” Wesley heard Foy urge all those present to 
call on eleven Methodist neighbors weekly: “Receive 
what they can give, and make up what is wanting.” 

The idea caught on. A group of twelve was named a 
“class” (not in the educational sense but the classical, as 

, 

\ 
e in ““middle class’), and the man or woman who collected 
ey the contributions was called a “‘leader.’’ After a while, 

eX several leaders mentioned that some in their class were 
\ not living as Christians should. Wesley saw at once that 
var the class leader could become much more than a sub- 
aN eae collector; he or she could oversee faith and mor- 

&! als. The class became the unit of Methodist cohesion, not 
only in Bristol but everywhere. 

Five years later a sympathetic curate reported to a hos- 
tile bishop: ‘’A class is between 12 and 20 persons of any 
age or sex that live near each other, who meet together to 
sing and pray with their leader once or twice a week. The 
leader of the class examines each person with respect to 
the state of their soul, gives some short admonition and 
makes a report to the preacher of the society,’” who could 
expel them if they were unrepentant. The society in the 
curate’s neighborhood numbered some 250 members, 
though three times as many might attend the twice- 
weekly evening meetings. On Fridays they fasted and 
met for intercession. 

“When,” continued the curate, “they have made some 
considerable advancement, and have, as they express it, 
. received justifying Faith, they are united into Bands. A 
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Band is 5 or 6 such persons of the same age and sex,| 
which when they meet together are more unreserved, 
and declare, as they say, the inmost secrets of their) 
hearts. 

“The preachers are frequently removed, and I’m told 
Mr.-Wesley goes all round England once or twice a year.” 

Mr. Wesley kept a sharp eye on their discipline. While 
rejoicing at happy and glorious ex-drunkards, ex-lechers, 
ex-swearers, and ex-atheists, he was not surprised if oth- 

ers left a society or were expelled. When he arrived at 
Newcastle in March 1743, he noted that the large num- 
bers who had flocked into the society in the rapturous 
early days had been whittled down. 

Seventy-six had withdrawn, among them: 

Fourteen (chiefly Dissenters) said they left it be- 
cause otherwise their ministers would not give 
them the sacrament; 
Nine, because their husbands or wives were 
not willing they should stay in it. 
Twelve, because their parents were not willing. 
Five, because their master or mistress would 
not let them come. 
Seven, because their acquaintance persuaded 
them. 
Five, because people said such bad things of 
the society. 
Nine, because they would not be laughed at. 
Three, because they would not lose the poor’s 
allowance. 
Three, because they could not spare the time to 
come. 
Two, because it was too far off. 
One, because she was afraid of falling into fits. 
One, because people were so rude in the street. 
Two, because Thomas Naisbit was in the 

society. 2 «a 

The number of those who were expelled was sixty-four: 

Two for cursing and swearing. 
Two for habitual Sabbath-breaking. 
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Seventeen for drunkenness. 
Two for retailing spiritous liquors. 
Three for quarreling and brawling. 
One for beating his wife. 
Three for habitual, willful lying. 
Four for railing and evilspeaking. 
One for idleness and laziness. 
Nine-and-twenty for lightness and carelessness. 

None had been expelled for his opinions. Wesley glo- 
ried in the absence of any doctrinal subscription, yet a 
strong and definite Christian theology was the bedrock of 
the movement, to be taught all the time by sermon, by 
exposition of Scripture—and by hymns. 

Both the Wesleys regarded their hymns as an “exercise 
in practical divinity.” Men and women of little education 
could learn Christian truth when they stood “to sing 
[their] dear Redeemer’s praise.” Charles was writing 
hymns full of doctrine, and John wrote several which 
were ascribed to his brother; they were published 
anonymously. 

The Wesleys set the hymns to simple tunes which do 
not obscure the words or deflect the mind and heart. 
When John came upon a group of Methodists having a 
high time singing hymns as if they were choruses from a 
Handel oratorio, he stopped them. In the early days the 
tunes were plain, often adapted from stately German 
chorales and sung fast. Many stirring tunes came later, 
often from the north of England, to be sung to great 
hymns, such as “And Can It Be,” “Love Divine All Loves 
Excelling,”” and “O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing.’” 

The hymns would change English worship, yet for 
most of Wesley’s lifetime they were seldom heard in par- 
ish churches. Men and women in the thousands sang 
them in the market squares and on the hillsides and in 
the Methodist preaching houses. The revival spread by 

"song. 
It was also spreading by print. John Wesley’s pub- 

lished sermons became the guide to his theology. He 
brought before the public the great Reformation doc- 
trines. He also put forward a doctrine which would be 
much misunderstood. 
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From the earliest days of his pilgrimage, Wesley had 
sought to obey Christ’s injunction: ‘Be ye perfect, even 
as your Father which is in heaven is perfect’” (Matthew 
5:48). In Oxford and Georgia he had sought perfect holi- 
ness by fasting, prayer, self-examination, and sacra- 

ments; he had drawn ideas from Early Fathers and medi- 
eval mystics. After Aldersgate Street, he knew he was 
justified by trust in Christ alone, but the assurance of 
Christ’s presence had strengthened, all the more, the de- 
sire to be holy in thought, word, and deed—not now to 
save himself from damnation but for the glory of God. 
Wesley spoke frequently of holiness or perfection, using 
the words almost interchangeably. 

In 1741 he came across a rare and rambling book of 
seventeenth-century theology by Robert Gell, a former 
fellow of Christ’s College, Cambridge, and archbishop’s 
chaplain. Gell taught that God’s grace could triumph in a 
human being while he yet lived; he need not wait for 

heaven. Love for God and love for neighbor would dis- 
place all desire to sin. Wesley became certain that this 
change could be effected instantaneously by the Spirit of 
Christ. Certainly the God of love never intended to limit 
the attainment of holiness to select saints, as traditional 

church teaching would have it. Every sinner, however 
humble, however recent his or her conversion, could be 
“changed from glory into glory, till in heaven we take 
our place,”” as Charles wrote in his famous hymn ‘Love 
Divine.” But when Charles wrote “pure and sinless may 
we be,” John altered the word to spotless. In speech and 
print he always emphasized that “a man may be filled 
with pure love and still be liable to error.” 

He wrote to one of his helpers who had broken away, 
“T like your doctrine of Perfection, or pure love; love ex- 
cluding sin; your insisting that it is merely by faith; that 
consequently it is instantaneous (though preceded and fol- 
lowed by a gradual work), and that it may be now, at this. 
instant. But I dislike your supposing a man may be as 
perfect as an angel; that he can be absolutely perfect; that 
he can be infallible, or above being tempted; or, that the 
moment he is pure in heart, he cannot fall from it.” 

The Calvinists indeed taught that whoever is predes- 
tined to salvation cannot fail but will persevere to the end 
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,even if frequently defeated in the struggle against sin. 
Wesley believed that any who were living a life of joyful 
holiness might fall away at any moment, even their last. 
As the burial service in the Book of Common Prayer put it: 
“Suffer us not, at our last hour, for any pains of death, to 
fall from thee.” Often Wesley would say of some who 
had shown sweetness under persecution or similar signs 
of grace: ‘And shall these fail at the last?” He believed 
that God could keep them and that those who are perfect 
may grow in grace, ‘‘not only while they are in the body, 
but in all eternity.” 

Wesley’s doctrine of Christian Perfection (“sinless per- 
fection is a phrase I never use’) would provoke much 
debate in the next centuries, but he had recovered a 
strand of Christian experience in victorious living which 
would influence churches all over the world. He wrote: 
“To abandon all, to strip one’s self of all, in order to seek 
and to follow Jesus Christ naked to Bethlehem, where he 
was born; naked, to the hall where he was scourged, and 
naked to Calvary, where he died on the cross, is so great 
a mercy, that neither the thing, nor the knowledge of it, 
is given to any, but through faith in the Son of God.” 

In 1743 Wesley acquired a consecrated building. West 
Street Chapel near Covent Garden had been erected by 
newly exiled Huguenots and consecrated by a bishop 
about 1700, twenty years after the street had been laid 
out on the mad Earl of Newport's estate. The Huguenots 
had moved elsewhere and sold it to the Church of St. 
Clement Danes, which had let the building for secular 
use to finance a charity for poor widows. “By a strange 
chain of providences’” Wesley secured the lease. He now 
had a preaching house in the West End like the Foundery 
in the city, with the important difference that the West 
Street Chapel was an episcopally consecrated building. 

At 10 a.m. on Trinity Sunday, May 29, 1743, with every 

seat filled, he said the Lord’s Prayer and began the litur- 
gy: “Almighty God, unto whom all hearts be open, all 
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desires known and from whom no secrets are hid; 
cleanse the thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of 
thy Holy Spirit, that we may perfectly love thee and wor- 
thily magnify thy holy name, through Christ our Lord.” 
The resounding “Amen” in this first Communion was a 
hint of the strength of Methodism. 

He preached on John 3:1-15: “Except a man be born 
again, he cannot see the Kingdom of God... . Ye must 
be born again’—an appropriate text, for Wesley always 
held that Holy Communion was a service to convert sin- 
ners as well as to confirm saints. He then ‘administered 
the Lord’s Supper to some hundreds of communicants.” 
He wrote, “I was a little afraid that my strength would 
not suffice, when a service of five hours (for it lasted 
from 10 to 3) was added to my usual employment. But 
God looked to that: so I must think; and they that call it 
enthusiasm may.” | 

He rode across London to find ‘an immense congrega- 
tion” of the poor and unchurched waiting in an open 
space in Whitechapel, the Great Gardens, where he had 

been hit by a stone as he preached nine months before. 
He took the same text as in the morning: ‘“Ye must be 
born again.” Then he met the local class leaders and af- 
terward the bands, and claimed that “at 10 at night I was 
less weary than at 6 in the morning.” 

West Street Chapel attracted so many that on the next 
Sunday the service continued until 4 p.m., and Wesley 
“found it needful, for the time to come, to divide the 
communicants into three parts, so that we might not 
have above six hundred at once.” 
A year later he passed another milestone when he 

summoned helpers from many parts of the country to 
meet at the Foundery for five days in June 1744. The 
Wesleys and four parish clergymen were present, with all 
the lay helpers or itinerants. Lady Huntingdon invited 
them for a public service in her mansion, where Wesley 
preached on the text: ‘What hath God wrought.” 
They discussed all the many matters of discipline, doc- 

trine, and policy which had emerged since 1738. Using a 
question and answer method, Wesley secured genuine 
debate, but he was now the undoubted leader whose will 
dominated the proceedings. | 
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The conferences were henceforth held annually, but 
' Charles felt that his brother nearly always got his way. 
As he complained in shorthand two years later, “I find it 
is utterly in vain to write to you upon anything whereon 
we are not already agreed. Either you set aside the whole 
by the short answer that I am in an ill humor, or you take 
no notice at all of my reasons, but plead conscience 
....I have so little success in my remonstrances that I 
have many times resolved never to contradict your judg- 
ment as to any thing or person.” 

Some six weeks later Wesley preached again before the 
University of Oxford—for the last time. 

In 1741 his turn to preach had fallen during the Long 
Vacation. He had wanted to discharge his soul by tren- 
chantly condemning Oxford’s lapses in doctrine and 
practice, and therefore wrote an English version of a Lat- 

in exercise, which he had prepared two years earlier 
when intending to proceed to the degree of Bachelor of 
Divinity (he never did so, having been called away from 
Oxford to his brother Samuel’s deathbed.) Basing the ser- 
mon on Isaiah 1:21—’‘How is the faithful city become an 
harlot!’—he had written vigorously against the hypocrisy 
found in a supposedly Christian university. (“How hath 
she departed from her Lord! How hath she denied him.’) 
He used satire to make some of his points. He then read 
the English version to the Countess of Huntingdon. 

She persuaded him that the sermon would enrage 
without convincing or converting. He laid it aside and 
never preached or published it but kept both English and 
Latin manuscripts. He preached instead on ‘The Almost 
Christian,” which made his point without attacking 
Oxford. 

Three years later he was listed to preach on St. Barthol- 
omew’s Day, August 24, 1744—again in the Long Vaca- 
tion, probably by design of the university authorities, 
who wished to save undergraduates from the dangers of 
Enthusiasm, for which Wesley was now famous. Many, 
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however, had returned for the races. One undergraduate 
who hurried to hear him “as a matter of great curi- 
osity’” was Benjamin Kennicott of Wadham, afterward a 
distinguished Hebrew scholar. 
When Wesley entered the university Church of St. 

Mary’s at 10 o’clock on the Friday morning to preach on 
“Scriptural Christianity,” he had already been two days 
in Oxford preaching among the poor and in inns and 
private houses. Kennicott recorded: ‘There were present 
the vice-chancellor, the proctors, most of the heads of 
houses, a vast number of gownsmen, and a multitude of 
private people, with many of his followers, both brethren 
and sisters, who, with general faces and plain attire, 
came from around to attend their master and teacher. 
“When he mounted the pulpit, I fixed my eyes on him 

and his behavior. He is neither tall nor fat; for the latter 
would ill become a Methodist. His black hair quite 
smooth, and parted very exactly, added to a peculiar 
composure in his countenance, showed him to be an un- 
common man. His prayer was soft, short, and conform- 
able to the rules of the university. His text, Acts 4:31— 
‘And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost.’ And now 
he began to exalt his voice. He spoke the text very slowly 
and with an agreeable emphasis.” 

Wesley showed first that all might be filled with the 
Holy Ghost and then briefly traced the course of Chris- 
tianity from its first reception, its progress from one age 
to another, and (as Kennicott understood him to mean) 
“its final completion in the universal conversion of the 
world to the Christian faith.” 

“Under these three heads,”” continued Kennicott, ““he 
expressed himself like a very good scholar, but a rigid 
zealot; and then he came to what he called his plain, 
practical conclusion. 

“Here was what he had been preparing for all along; 
and he fired his address with so much zeal and unbound- 
ed satire as quite spoiled what otherwise might have 
been turned to great advantage; for as I liked some, so I 
disliked other parts of his discourse extremely. Having, 
under his third head, displayed the happiness of the 
world under it—complete final reformation—‘Now,’ says 
he, ‘where is this Christianity to be found? Is this a Chris- 
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tian nation? Is this a Christian city?’—asserting the con- 
trary to both. I liked some of his freedom; such as calling 
the generality of young gownsmen “a generation of tri- 
flers,”” and many other just invectives. But considering 
how many shining lights are here that are the glory of the 
Christian cause, his sacred censure was much too flaming 
and strong, and his charity much too weak in not making 
large allowances.” 

Kennicott’s definition of a ‘‘shining light’ was different 
from Wesley’s, but he was gripped by the climax of the 
sermon: ‘After having summed up the measure of our 
iniquities, he concluded with a lifted up eye in this most 
solemn form, ‘It is time for thee, Lord, to lay to thine 
hand’—words full of such presumption and seeming im- 
precation, that they gave an universal shock.” 

Oxford’s reaction was hostile. Wesley, Charles, and 
two Methodist friends were shunned as they walked 
away. Though the dean of Christ Church remarked gen- 
erously, “John Wesley will always be thought a man of 
sound sense, though an enthusiast,’”’ the pro-vice-chan- 
cellor, Dr. John Mather, sent the beadle round to demand 
the script with a view to public rebuke. Wesley was 
pleased that many heads of houses and professors 
would, as he supposed, study a sermon they might oth- 
erwise quickly forget. He sealed up the notes so that the 
beadle should not lose a page. Dr. Mather had intended 
to summon ‘Mr. Wesly [sic] before proper persons” and 
was disappointed when the beadle had “found him pre- 
paring to go out of town.” Dr. Mather kept the notes ‘‘in 
my own custody.” 

Four days later a young Old Carthusian and fellow of 
All Souls, later to be famous as the eminent jurist Sir 
William Blackstone, wrote to a friend: ““On much deliber- 
ation it has been thought proper to punish him by a 
mortifying neglect.” 
( Wesley was never allowed the university pulpit again. 
Whenever his turn came round, another was paid to 
preach in his place. 



Chapter Nineteen 

“Crucify Him!” 

King George II liked to walk in the gardens at Kew, 
which lay between his favorite residence, Richmond 
Lodge, and Kew Palace, home of the Prince of Wales. 
Among the respectable neighbors to whom he gave keys 
was a prosperous merchant who had been an Oxford 
Methodist but had become a Quaker. The King enjoyed 
his conversation when they met on the lawns or the flow- 
er walks and politely ignored the breaches of protocol 
caused by the man’s loyalty to the Society of Friends, 
such as not removing his hat in the royal presence and 
addressing the King by his name, not as ‘Your Majesty” 
and then “Sir.” 
One day the King, now a widower in his forties, asked 

the Quaker whether he had known the Wesleys at Ox- 
ford, adding “They make a great noise in the nation.” 

“I know them well, King George,” the Quaker replied. 
“And thee may be assured that thee has not two better 
men in thy dominions, nor men that love thee better, 
than John and Charles Wesley.”” The Quaker described 
their principles and conduct, which pleased the King, for 
he had wondered why their preaching provoked riots. 

Shortly afterward the King declared to the Duke of 
Newcastle, secretary of state for the Southern Depart- 
ment: ‘‘No man in my dominions shall be persecuted on 
the account of religion while I sit on my throne.” 

The duke thereupon gave orders to Sir John Ganson, 
chairman of the Middlesex magistrates, and Sir John 
came in his coach to the Foundery. He told Wesley that if 
riotous mobs molested his meetings again, he should ap- 
ply to him for redress. 

In London the mobs were stirred up by outraged ea 
cans and pimps, who found customers deserting them 
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ie prayer meetings, and by thieves, pickpockets and 
‘louts who had passed word that the law would not pro- 
tect Methodists. Once a mob tried to pull the roof off the 
Foundery. On another day when Wesley was preaching 
outside in Charles Square north of the city, a rabble 
drove an ox at the attentive crowd, but the animal ran left 
and right and “at length broke through the midst of them 
clear away, leaving us calmly rejoicing and praising 
God.” 

After Wesley applied to Sir John, the disturbances 
slackened in London. In the provinces, however, the roy- 

_al commands did not run so surely. Wesley was struck by 
/a brick on the shoulder; a year later, a stone hit him 
\ between the eyes. (The first Methodist martyr, William 
Seward, a close associate of Whitefield, had been killed 
by a stone.) 

In Wiltshire, Wesley was preaching from a table on a 
village green ‘‘when a rabble came furiously upon us, 
bringing a bull which they had been baiting.” 

The beast ran wildly on either side. Wesley stopped 
preaching and led the people, surrounded by uproar, in 
hymns and prayer for nearly an hour. “The poor wretch- 
es at length seized upon the bull, now weak and tired, 
after having been so long torn and beaten, both by dogs 
and men; and, by main strength, partly dragged and 
partly thrust him in among the people. 
“When they had forced their way to the little table on 

which I stood, they strove several times to throw it 

down, by thrusting the helpless beast against it. I once or 
twice put aside his head with my hand, that the blood 
might not drop upon my clothes; intending to go on as 
soon as the hurry should be over. But, the table falling 
down, some of our friends caught me and carried me 
right away on their shoulders; while the rabble wreaked 
their vengeance on the table. We went a little way off, 
where I finished my discourse without any noise or 
interruption.” 

In Staffordshire, in 1743, Wesley nearly lost his life. 
During November 1742 Charles had preached with ef- 

fect among the coal miners near Wednesbury and its 
neighboring towns of Darlaston and Walsall, an area 
which mined the hottest burning coal in England, much 
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favored for smithy forges up and down the land. A 
Methodist society numbering about a hundred had 
grown up by the time John Wesley came for the first time 
in January 1743. The vicar of Wednesbury, Edward 
Egginton, who had been incumbent for nearly a quarter 
of a century but was partial to the bottle, received him 
kindly and told him to come often. Wesley preached in 
the town hall on the Saturday and heard the vicar preach 
“a plain useful sermon” in the magnificent parish church 
on the Sunday. Then the whole congregation joined the 
crowd in the nearby great hollow, famous for cockfight- 
ing and bullbaiting, where Wesley preached on Ephe- 
sians 2:3—‘’By grace are ye saved through faith.” The 
society grew to nearly four hundred. 

In the early spring of 1743, however, one of Wesley’s 
itinerant preachers provoked Parson Egginton. Next, Mo- 
ravians from Yorkshire arrived. They caused disputes in 
the society and urged members to leave the church. Wes- 
ley frequently needed to repair damage done in York- 
shire and the Midlands by followers of his former Ger- 
man friends, and, because Moravian influence had 
spread in England at about the same time as Methodism, 
the two movements were often regarded as one. The 
support of the vicar of Wednesbury turned into hatred. 
When Wesley next came, he had to sit through a very 
different discourse. “I think I have never heard so wicked 
a sermon, and delivered with such bitterness of voice and 
manner, as that which Mr. E. preached in the after- 
noon.” 

Wesley tried to prepare his friends for persecution, for 
he had learned that Egginton, his curate at Darlaston, 
and the vicar of Walsall were all determined to destroy 
the society. They spread word among roughs and bruis- 
ers in their parishes that cockfighting, bullbaiting, and 
prizefights were in danger; the local magistrates were 
persuaded to turn a blind eye. 

In May, Charles came again and was knocked about by 
a violent crowd. That summer, Methodists had windows 
broken and houses, shops, and workshops shamelessly 
looted. They were beaten and splattered with mud. 
“Some, even pregnant women, were treated in a manner 

that cannot be mentioned,” so Wesley, in his old age, 
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told young Henry Moore. Wesley came back briefly on 
his way to Newcastle and sought legal advice for his flock 
but was reluctant to prosecute, especially as the local 
bench blamed the Methodists. 

Peace seemed to have returned to Wednesbury when 
Wesley rode in from Birmingham on October 20, 1743. At 
midday he mounted a horse block on the open space in 
the center of the town and preached “‘to a far larger con- 
gregation than was expected, on, ‘Jesus Christ, the same 
yesterday, and today, and forever.’ I believe everyone 
present felt the power of God: and no creature offered to 
molest us, either going or coming; but the Lord fought 
for us, and we held our peace.” 

During the afternoon Wesley was writing in the house 
of Francis Ward, the leader of the society, who had near- 
ly lost an eye in the earlier violence. A number of the 
Methodists were in the house, their normal meeting 
place, waiting for Wesley to expound and pray with 
them. Suddenly they heard the horn which summoned 
the roughs. Soon an agitated Methodist cried out that a 
mob surrounded the house. Wesley calmly announced 
that they would pray. They knelt round him as he and 
then others prayed extempore. The howls and threats 
outside died down until within half an hour, when some- 
one looked out the door, “not a man was left.” 

Wesley suggested he had better leave as the mob was 
after him rather than them, but they begged him to stay. 
He foresaw the result. 

About five the mob was back in greater force—it came 
from Darlaston, where the mines were, rather than from 
the quieter market town of Wednesbury itself. Wesley 
could hear the cry, “Bring out the minister! We’ll have 
the minister!” He told a frightened Methodist to go to the 
front door and bring in the ringleader “by the hand.” 

Those in the room were astonished by what happened 
next. The ringleader entered, his face contorted with 
rage. Wesley smiled and spoke to him quietly. “After a 
few sentences interchanged between us, the lion was be- 
come a lamb.”’ Wesley told him to fetch one or two more 
and he brought a man and a woman, both in a rage, “but 
in two minutes they were as calm as he.” 

Wesley then went to the door, stood on a chair, and 
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the crowd quietened. He asked what they wanted. Per- 
haps because word had been passed that any itinerant 
preacher should be captured and brought before a magis- 
trate, they said they wanted him to come to the justice. 
Wesley agreed “with all my heart.” He spoke a few 
words about the love of God, and the mob cheered. The 
woman ringleader cried out, “The gentleman is an hon- 
est gentleman, and we will spill our blood in his 
defense!” 
They wanted to go at once, so Wesley set off at their 

head. Most of the Methodists had fled out the back door 
while the mob was screaming at the front, but three men 
and one woman, Joan Parks, kept close as an escort. 
William Sitch held his arm throughout. As darkness fell, 
a heavy downpour began, and they were all wet before 
they reached Bentley Hall, between Wednesbury and 
Darlaston, where Lane, a justice of the peace, was al- 
ready in bed, or so they were told. His son asked for 
their complaint. Somebody replied in broad Stafford- 
shire, ‘‘Why, an’t please you, they sing psalms all day; 
nay, and make folks rise at 5 in the morning. And what 
would your worship advise us to do?’ 

“To go home,” said young Lane, ‘and be quiet.” 
They then hurried Wesley to the magistrate who lived 

outside Walsall, but when they reached his house at 7:00, 
he too was diplomatically in bed. The now friendly mob, 
nonplussed, settled to take Wesley back to Wednesbury; 
some fifty acted as escort, and the rest slunk off home to 
Darlaston in the opposite direction. 

Hardly had Wesley and his escort covered a hundred 
yards when a great mob roared up out of Walsall. Wesley 
found himself caught in the midst of gang warfare be- 
tween traditional enemies. ‘‘The Darlaston mob made 
what defense they could; but they were weary, as well as 
outnumbered: so that in short time, many being knocked 
down, the rest ran away, and left me in their hands.” 
The Darlaston collier woman who had sworn to defend 
him charged the Walsall mob “and knocked down three 
or four men, one after another. But many assaulting her 
at once, she was soon overpowered, and had probably 
been killed in a few minutes (three men keeping her 
down and beating her with all their might), had not a 
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man called to one of them, ‘Hold, Tom, hold 
Tom stopped beating the woman; he had recognized 

the voice of the champion prizefighter of Walsall, ‘“Hon- 
est Munchin,’” whose real name was George Clifton. At 
Munchin’s command Tom let the woman go, and she 
stumbled off home. 

The screaming mob pulled Wesley, Joan Parks, and the 
faithful Edward Sitch, who never let go, toward Walsall 
down the steep and wet cobbled streets. One slip and 
Wesley would have gone down, and they would have 
pummeled him to death, but he kept his feet, with his 
heart at peace. Several blows with bludgeons were de- 
flected—he knew not how except that his small size 
made him a difficult target in a melee. And one man who 
‘came rushing through the press, and raising his arm to 
strike, on a sudden let it drop, and only stroked my 
head, saying, ‘What soft hair he has!’ ” 

As they hustled him along, Wesley saw a large house 
with an open door. He stopped and tried to enter, but a 
man dragged him back by his long hair and would have 
brought him down had not Sitch bitten the bully’s arm. 

The mob bore them on down the street until Wesley 
saw another open door at a chandler’s shop. The chan- 
dler was standing in the door. He refused to let him 
enter, saying they would pull the shop down round his 
ears, but unknown to Wesley the man was the newly 
appointed mayor of Walsall, William Haselwood. The 
mob, assuming that Wesley’s stop was deliberate, calmed 
a little. 

Wesley shouted: “Will you hear me?” 
“No, no! Knock his brains out! Kill him!’ 
“What evil have I done? Which of you have I 

wronged?” 
He began to speak of the love of God and they lis- 
en He spoke for a quarter of an hour, when his voice 
ailed. 
The determined mob, led by Honest Munchin, the 

prizefighter, roared again: “Bring him away! Strip him!’’ 
“You needn’t do that: I will give you my clothes.” 
“Crucify him!’’—Wesley was sure he heard the words. 
His voice then recovered, and he began to pray aloud 

as if oblivious of anyone but Christ. Suddenly the prize- 
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fighter turned to him. “Sir, I will spend my life for you: 
follow me, and not one soul shall touch a hair of your 
head.” Two or three others said likewise and closed up 
on him while the timorous mayor found his voice and a 
neighboring butcher also cried, ‘Shame! shame! Let him 
gol” 

Out of respect to their own ringleader, Honest 
Munchin, the mob parted, and the escort took him down 
the slippery street toward the flooded brook at the bot- 
tom of the town, but before they could cross the foot- 
bridge at the mill dam, the mob began to bay for his 
blood again. “Throw him in!” cried some. The threat did 
not bother Wesley—he could swim. 
A man hit him on the mouth and nose. The blood 

gushed, but Wesley felt no pain and all at once realized 
why the martyrs had died so calmly in the flames. 

The new escort fought back, and one young man had 
his arm broken. Joan Parks was thrown into the water, 
but Munchin got Wesley and Sitch across the bridge and 
into the meadows where they were soon lost to their 
pursuers in the darkness. So at last they came back to 
Ward’s house, where the Methodists had regathered to 
pray for Wesley’s safety, and now rejoiced. 

The next day, an apologetic, humble message came 
from the curate of Darlaston, who had heard of Wesley’s 
courage and now “wished all his parish were Method- 
ists... When Wesley rode out toward Nottingham, 
bruised but happy, “everyone I met expressed such cor- 
dial affection that I could scarce believe what I saw and 
heard.’’ At Nottingham, Charles was waiting. ““My broth- 
er came,” he wrote, “delivered out of the mouth of the 
lion. He looked like a soldier of Christ. His clothes were 
torn to tatters.” 

Charles went immediately to Wednesbury (as they had 
planned), and the young man with the broken arm and 
the prizefighter, Honest Munchin, were received into the 
society as probationary members. ‘‘Munchin,” wrote 
Charles, ‘has been constantly under the Word since he 
rescued my brother. I asked him what he thought of him. 

“ ‘Think of him!’ said he: ‘That he is a man of God. 
And God was on his side, when so many of us could not 
kill one man.’ ” Munchin Clifton became a pillar of the 
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Methodists of Wednesbury and Walsall—whose persecu- 
tions were not ended for some years—until his death, 
aged eighty-five, forty-six years later. 



Chapter Twenty 

Cornwall 

Shortly before the Wednesbury and Walsall riot, Wes- 
ley had made the first of no less than thirty-three visits to 
Cornwall, a land where his influence would locally be 
more decisive than in almost any other part of the king- 
dom except perhaps Yorkshire. 

Cornwall, once the thriving steppingstone of traffic be- 
tween France and Ireland and rich in tin and gold, had 
declined since the Reformation—which had swept away 
immemorial shrines—and the defeat of the Royalists in 
the Civil War when Cornishmen had passionately sup- 
ported Charles I. Cornwall had numerous parish 
churches, but because many were on the site of Celtic 
shrines, far from villages, contemporaries claimed that 
Cornishmen were often married and buried without ben- 
efit of clergy. 

The diocesan, the bishop of Exeter, lived far away; 
even the archdeacon’s home was out of the county. 
There were many large estates and some well-endowed 
clerical livings but a gulf between rich and poor. The tin 
miners, farm laborers, and fishermen were rough and 
illiterate, famous as smugglers and wreckers and for the 
violence and cruelty of their pastimes. The King’s peace 
scarcely reached the remoter parts; murders were fre- 
quent and unpunished. 
Two clergymen in the north of Cornwall, George 

Thomson of St. Gennys, above Crackington Haven, and 

the elderly John Bennet of North Tamerton, had become 
evangelicals even before Whitefield, but their influence 
had been limited to their parishes. Too many of the cler- 
gy were lazy and drunken and cared little for parishio- 
ners, provided they paid their tithes. 

The Wesleys sent in two. itinerant preachers; then 
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Charles came during the summer of 1743 and worked out 
of St. Ives, the fishing port on the north coast, where the 
parson opposed him, but the mayor, “an honest Presby- 
terian,’”’ quelled a riot against him. 

At the end of that August, John Wesley rode to Corn- 
wall after preaching to a great crowd at Exeter on the site 
of Rougemount Castle. This first visit to Cornwall began 
unpropitiously: he and his companion were overtaken by 
dusk on Bodmin Moor. They lost the path, only finding 
their way after dark by the sound of Bodmin’s curfew 
bell, rung every night to guide lost travelers. Two of his 
itinerant preachers, John Nelson and John Downes, had 
gone ahead, sharing a horse because Downes’ mount had 
dropped dead. 

Wesley reached St. Ives on August 30. Charles had 
found a small religious society. He had left a Methodist 
society which had taken root, meeting in the house of a 
young fish curer, John Nance, where John Wesley, Nel- 
son, and Downes apparently had to sleep three to one 
bed, a common practice of the time, both among families 
and travelers. 

Wesley began to preach in the neighborhood but met 
little response except ‘an earnest, stupid attention,” pos- 
sibly because his accent mystified the Cornish, though it 
was nothing to the broad Yorkshire of Nelson and 
Downes. The Cornish “all appeared quite pleased and 
unconcerned. ... At Trewilhen Downs he observed for 
the first time ‘a little impression on two or three of the 
listeners; the rest, as usual showing huge approbriation 
and absolute unconcern.’”’ By September 6, Wesley wrote, 
“T still could not find a way into the hearts of the hearers, 
although they were earnest to hear what they understood 
not.” 
On Sunday a change appeared. Preaching to a large 

congregation in the medieval amphitheater outside St. 
Just (after a somewhat awed sightseeing visit to the far- 
thest rocks of Lands End), he felt that the truth had 
_reached their hearts. Next evening in the society at St. 
Ives, “the dread of God fell upon us while I was speak- 
ing, so that I could hardly utter a word.” Wesley began 
to pray aloud for Cornwall, and the people joined fer- 
vently in spirit. He continued praying, unable to stifle his 
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longing for a movement of God, until he lost all sense of 
time. 

Next day, having a ‘‘a great desire to go and publish 
the love of God our Saviour in the Isles of Scilly,” he put 
to sea from St. Ives in a small fishing boat. When his 
landlubber Yorkshire companions were frightened, he 
led them in a rousing hymn as the boat tossed in the 
waves. Apart from the night on the Scillies, they slept 
at St. Ives. Downes fell ill of a fever. Wesley and 
Nelson therefore slept on the stone floor night after 
night. “He had my greatcoat for his pillow,” records 
Nelson, “and I had Burkitt’s Notes on the New Testament 
for mine. . . . One morning, about 3 o’clock, Mr. Wesley, 
turned over, and, finding me awake, clapped me on the 
side saying, ‘Brother Nelson, let us be of good cheer: I 
have one whole side yet!” (The skin on his other had 
been rubbed bare by the hard stone.) 

They both got hungry as they preached on the com- 
mons, riding from village to village. One afternoon they 
preached on Hilary Downs. ‘‘As we returned, Mr. Wes- 

ley stopped his horse to pick the blackberries, saying, 
‘Brother Nelson, we ought to be thankful that there are 
plenty of blackberries; for this is the best county I ever 
saw for getting a stomach, but the worst that I ever saw 
for getting food. Do the people think we can live by 
preaching?’ ’” Nelson replied that one woman had given 
him a good meal of barley bread and honey. 

Later Wesley, riding alone, stopped at a cottage where 
a woman was removing honeycomb from her hive. He 
asked for a glass of water. Alice Daniel invited him in 
and gave him barley bread and honey, and he seized 
the occasion to speak about ‘the judgments of the 
Lord . . . sweeter than honey and the honeycomb.” Alice 
fetched some neighbors to hear a parson who talked as 
she had never heard a parson talk before. Both Alice and 
her husband, John Daniel, a godless miner and small- 
holder, became devoted Christians and even added two 
rooms to their cottage so that Wesley or other itinerant 
preachers might lodge there. 

As in Staffordshire, Wesley saw conversions and met 

violence. The mob of St. Ives broke into Nance’s house as 
the Methodists met; some of Wesley’s hearers were terri- 
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fiea and others, new converts, reverted to fisticuffs. Wes- 

ley stopped expounding and went into the melee, receiv- 
ing a blow on the head before he could lead the riot 

_ leader by the hand to the desk, where Wesley exercised 
the extraordinary power of his eye and his words to quiet 
the most unruly. The next evening an alderman sat with 
the society to deter those who had threatened a “general 
assault.” 

The following day Wesley preached to an enormous 
crowd, locally reckoned at 10,000, near the most famous 
amphitheater in Cornwall, the Gwennap Pit near 
Redruth. He was to leave for Devon in the morning. 
When darkness fell he was still preaching, ‘‘and there 
was on all sides the deepest attention; none speaking, 
stirring or scarce looking aside. Surely here, though in a 
temple not made with hands, was God worshiped ‘in the 
beauty of holiness.’ ” 

Very early the next morning in St. Ives, he was woken 
by the sound of singing. A large company of tinners, 
afraid they might be too late to say good-bye, were sere- 
nading him a farewell, “singing and praising God.” Wes- 
ley recorded that he then ‘‘preached once more on ‘Be- 
lieve on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.’ 
They all devoured the Word.” 

While Wesley was away, nearly losing his life at Wal- 
sall, Methodism spread far and wide in Cornwall, and 
opposition too: ‘All this summer,” he wrote next year, 
“our brethren in the west had as hot service as those in 
the north of England: the war against the Methodists, so 
called, being everywhere carried on with far more vigor 
than that against the Spaniards.” 

The very fact that England was at war with Spain, 
France, and Prussia (the War of the Austrian Succession) 
helped to explain the opposition in Cornwall. The magis- 
trates and clergy, fearful of a Jacobite rising, believed that 
the Wesleys were Jesuits in disguise or French agents. 
One Cornishman had positively identified John Downes 
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as the Young Pretender, Prince Charles Edward, whom 
he had seen in France. Another rumor affirmed that the 
preacher calling himself Mr. Wesley must be an imposter 
because “Mr. Wesley is dead” (Brother Samuel had died 
in the West Country). 

John Wesley had come again in the spring of 1744 for a 
fortnight. On April 11, he had preached at Gwennap Pit 
itself. Formed by the falling in of derelict workings, the 
amphitheater had exceptional acoustics and was “by far 
the finest I know in the Kingdom. It is a round, green 
hollow, gently shelving down, about fifty feet deep; but I 
suppose it is two hundred across one way, and near 
three hundred the other.’ 

“{I] stood on the wall in the calm still evening, with the 
setting sun behind me, and almost an innumerable multi- 
tude before, behind, and on either hand. Many likewise 
sat on the little hills, at some distance from the bulk of 
the congregation. But they could all hear distinctly.” 
On Wesley’s third visit, in June 1745, a magistrate who 

was both a leading parish clergyman and a high govern- 
ment official, Dr. Borlase of Morvah, issued a warrant to 
press him “‘into the service of His Majesty.” 

The British Army was fighting on the continent and 
needed recruits. The Navy could only press seamen. 
Magistrates could press any able-bodied man into the 
Army, but no gentleman in good standing would be 
touched, and clergymen were exempt, as Borlase knew. 
Unfriendly magistrates in several counties found this an 
excellent way to silence a Methodist; John Nelson had 
already been forcibly enlisted in the Midlands. Lady 
Huntingdon and Charles secured Nelson's release, but 
most of those who were taken had to serve. Wesley re- 
ceived stirring letters from disciples who carried their 
gospel and the hymns into the violence and licentious- 
ness of army life. After the battle of Fontenoy, he learned 
of Methodist courage and of desperately wounded men 
who died praising God. 
On June 20, at Redruth in Cornwall, Wesley learned 

that Tom Maxfield had been seized while preaching sev- 
eral miles away at Crowan. Wesley and Thomson, the 
rector of St. Gennys, rode to his rescue but heard on the 
way that he had been removed. As Wesley recorded with 
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a touch of humor: “The valiant constables who guarded 
him, having received timely notice that a body of five 
hundred Methodists were coming to take him away by 
force, with great precipitation carried him two miles far- 
ther, to the house of one Henry Tomkins. Here we found 

him, nothing terrified by his adversaries.” He was to ap- 
pear before the magistrates at Marazion the next day. 

Borlase tricked Wesley to prevent him from entering a 
plea for Maxfield, who was thrown into Penzance Dun- 
geon, then handed to the Army by Borlase himself to 
serve for several years as a soldier. 

During the week after Maxfield’s arrest, Wesley had 
finished preaching at St. Just when a constable seized a 
middle-aged, married miner (with seven children) who 
once had been a byword for swearing and the bottle. 
Wesley asked “a little gentleman at St. Just’’ what was 
the objection to this Edward Greenfield. “Why,” he re- 
plied, “the man is well enough in other things; but his 
impudence the gentlemen cannot bear. Why, sir, he says 
he knows his sins are forgiven!” 

“And for this cause,’” commented Wesley, “he is ad- 
judged to banishment or death on the battlefields of Eu- 
rope or America.” 

The next day as Wesley concluded his evening open-air 
sermon one of the local gentry walked up, and the crowd 
respectfully parted to let him by. “Sir,” he said, “I have a 
warrant from Dr. Borlase, and you must go with me.” 
They arranged a time for the next morning, but the man 
seemed unwilling to keep the appointment, and then 
rode with Wesley as slowly as he could. When he found 
that Dr. Borlase was not at home, he refused to detain 
Wesley further. 

That afternoon Wesley took his assistant, Shepherd, 
also named in the warrant, to Gwennap. They had ex- 
pected to expound in a cottage, but so many neighbors 
wished to hear Wesley that he spoke from the doorway. 
As always when preaching, he wore cassock, gown, and 
bands. Hardly had he announced his text when the bailiff 
of the local squire, Beauchamp of Pengreep, rode his 
horse violently into the throng. Several listeners were 
hustled away by the bailiff’s men. Beauchamp himself, 
even angrier, rode up with a posse. 
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“Most of the people,” recorded Wesley, “stood still as 
they were before, and began singing an hymn. Upon this 
Mr. B. lost his patience, and cried out with all his might, 
“Seize him, seize him, I say, seize the preacher for His 
Majesty’s service.’ But no one stirring, he rode up and 
struck several of his attendants. . . . Perceiving still that 
they would not move, he leaped off his horse, swore he 
would do it himself, and caught hold of my cassock, 
crying, ‘I take you to serve His Majesty.’ A servant taking 
his horse, he took me by the arm, and we walked arm in 

arm for about three quarters of a mile. He entertained me 
all the time, with the ‘wickedness of the fellows belong- 
ing to the society.’ 
“When he was taking breath, I said, ‘Sir, be they what 

they will, I apprehend it will not justify you in seizing me 
in this manner, and violently carrying me away, as you 
said, to serve His Majesty.’ He replied, ‘I seize you? And 
violently carry you away? No, Sir, no. Nothing like it. I 
asked you to go with me to my house, and you said you 
was willing; and if so, you are welcome; and if not, you 
are welcome to go where you please.’ ” 

Beauchamp, probably a secret Jacobite and no friend to 
Borlase, would have been aware that a clergyman should 
not have been named in the warrant. He put Wesley ona 
horse, mounted his own, and rode back with him 
through the rabble of retainers to the cottage. 

The worst trial came the next day. Unknown to the 
Cornishmen, Prince Charles Edward was embarking 
from France. Rumors of Jacobite rebellion and French in- 
vasion grew louder. Wesley went to Falmouth. During 
the afternoon he entered the house of a sick woman who 
lived with her daughter, Kitty. A big rabble arrived howl- 
ing, “Bring out the Canorum!’’—the local term for Meth- 
odist, derived from a Cornish word connected with 

singing. 
“No answer being given, they quickly forced open the 

outer door, and filled the passage. Only a wainscot-parti- 
tion was between us, which was not likely to stand long. 
I immediately took down a large looking glass which 
hung against it, supposing the whole side would fall in at 
once. When they began their work with abundance of 
bitter imprecations, poor Kitty was utterly astonished, 
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and cried out, ‘O Sir, what must we do?’ I said, ‘We must 

pray.’ Indeed at that time, to all appearance, our lives 
were not worth an hour’s purchase. She asked, ‘But, Sir, 

is it not better for you to hide yourself? To get into the 
closet?’ I answered, ‘No. It is best for me to stand just 
where I am.’ 
“Among those without were the crews of some priva- 

teers which were lately come into harbor. Some of these, 
being angry at the slowness of the rest, thrust them 
away, and, coming up all together, set their shoulders to 
the inner door, and cried out, ‘Avast, lads, avast!’ Away 
went all the hinges at once, and the door fell back into 
the room. 

“I stepped forward at once into the midst of them, and 
said, ‘Here I am. Which of you has anything to say to 
me? To which of you have I done any wrong? To you? Or 
you? Or you?’ I continued speaking till I came, bare- 
headed as I was (for I purposely left my hat that they 
might all see my face), into the middle of the street, and 
then raising my voice, said, ‘Neighbors, countrymen! Do 
you desire to hear me speak?’ They cried vehemently, 
‘Yes, yes. He shall speak. He shall. Nobody shall hinder 
him.’ But having nothing to stand on, and no advantage 
of ground, I could be heard by few only. However, I 
spoke without intermission, and, as far as the sound 
reached, the people were still.” 
One or two ringleaders swore that no one should touch 

Wesley. A clergyman, hearing the uproar, rebuked the 
mob, and two or three prominent citizens came up to 
escort Wesley, still speaking to the mob as they shoved 
and pushed about him, to the house of his Falmouth 
hostess, which backed on the harbor. They advised him 
to leave by water and sent his horse ahead. 

The rabble of sailors and town roughs had been roused 
by word that Wesley had come to spy for the French and 
the Pretender. ‘’A few of the fiercest ran along the shore, 
to receive me at my landing. I walked up the steep nar- 
row passage from the sea, at the top of which the fore- 
most man stood. I looked him in the face, and said, ‘I 
wish you a good night.’ He spake not, nor moved hand 
or foot till I was on horseback. Then he said, ‘I wish you 
was in hell,’ and turned back to his companions.” 
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As Wesley rode to the next confrontation, he reflected 
that even at Walsall the hand of God had not been so 
plainly shown. “There I had many companions who 
were willing to die with me: here, not a friend, but one 
simple girl.” 

When Prince Charles Edward and his Highlanders took 
Edinburgh, then won the Battle of Prestonpans on Sep- 
tember 20, 1745, Wesley was at Newcastle. His house 

stood outside the walls, and he wrote excitedly to 
Charles: ‘I have only just time to inform you that since 
the account is confirmed by an express to the mayor that 
General Cope is fled and his forces defeated (all that did 
not run away), the consternation of the poor people is 
redoubled. The townsmen are put under arms, the walls 
planted with cannon; and those who live without the 
gates are removing their goods with all speed. We stand 
our ground as yet, glory be to God, to the no small aston- 
ishment of our neighbors. Brethren, pray for us, that, if 
need be, we may ‘True in the fiery trial prove,/And pay 
him back his dying love.” 

The Pretender was expected to march his terrifying 
Highlanders down the East Coast to take Newcastle. The 
defending Hanoverian commander sent a ‘surly man” to 
the orphanage who rudely made Wesley come to the 
door and ordered him to pull down his “battlements.” 
Wesley suspected a plot to harm the Methodists and 
complained to the general, adding that he was willing to 
pull the whole house down if it would help Newcastle 
withstand a seige. 
He was in no doubt where his loyalty lay. The previous 

year he had drafted a loyal and humble address to King 
George II from “the societies in England and Wales, in 
derision called Methodists,” but Charles had persuaded 
him not to send it because “it would constitute us a sect. 
At least it would seem to allow that we are a body distinct 
from the National Church, whereas we are only a sound 
part of that Church ” 
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Rumors of the Highlanders’ advance fanned the panic 
at Newcastle. Wesley inspired them by word and exam- 
ple. He tried to stem the ‘open, flagrant wickedness, the 
drunkenness, and profaneness which so abound.” He 
asked the mayor to complain to the general about “the 
continual cursing and swearing, and the wanton blasphe- 
my of the soldiers. . . . a torture to a sober ear.” The Pre- 
tender was reported to be advancing. Churches were 
packed by frightened worshipers “and we cried mightily 
to God to send His Majesty King George help from his 
holy place, and to spare a sinful land yet a little longer.” 
At the request of the vicar of St. Nicholas, Wesley 
preached: “the congregation was so moved that I began 
again and again and knew not how to conclude.” 

The Pretender still did not invade. Wesley rode to 
Sheffield, and Epworth to strengthen the societies, then 
returned to Newcastle, finding himself somewhat a hero 
for his inspiring leadership. He preached as near as he 
could to the army camp, and on November 4, left for the 
South, passing riders who shouted that the Pretender 
had crossed the border. 

Prince Charles avoided Newcastle. He advanced down 
the west side of England, and when the prince reached 
Derby on December 4, putting King and people in a pan- 
ic, Wesley was writing quietly in a village north of Lon- 
don. He came to the Foundery and the West Street Cha- 
pel for the National Fast Day. ‘Such a solemnity and 
seriousness everywhere appeared as had not lately been 
seen in England.” He organized a mass distribution of 
his tract, ‘““An Earnest Exhortation to Serious Repen- 
tance’’ at every church door in London and to ‘the house 
of every householder who was not at church.” 

Five months after the Jacobite rebellion had ended on 
Culloden Moor, Wesley returned to Cornwall (in Septem- 
ber 1746). He was never again personally assaulted in the 
county. Persecution of Methodists continued sporadically 
from clergy and magistrates, but, as Charles had written 



CORNWALL Ill 189 

dramatically a few weeks previously: ‘For one preacher 
they cut off, twenty spring up. Neither persuasion nor 
threatening, flattery nor violence, dungeons, or 
sufferings of various kinds, can conquer them.” 

The ordinary people were less inclined to riot. At Brea, 
a village near St. Ives, John Wesley found that ‘‘vehe- 
ment opposers... opposed no more.”” He went on to 
preach at Sithney. ‘Before I had done the night came on; 
but the moon shone bright upon us. I intended, after 
preaching, to meet the society; but it was hardly practica- 
ble, the poor people so eagerly crowding in upon us. So I 
met them all together, and exhorted them not to leave 
their first love.” 

The next day, Sunday, September 14, 1746, he waited 
until 8 o’clock in the evening ‘for the sake of those who 
came from afar.” Many from Helston were there, includ- 
ing most of those who in earlier years had raised riots 
against him. ‘’But the fear of God was upon them; they 
all stood uncovered, and calmly attended from the begin- 
ning to the end. 

“About 1, I began preaching near Porkellis to a much 
larger congregation; and, about half an hour after 4, at 
Gwennap, to an immense multitude of people on ‘To me 
to live is Christ, and to die is gain.’ I was at first afraid 
my voice would not reach them all; but without cause, 

for it was so strengthened that I believe thousands more 
might have heard every word.” 

At Redruth, the town nearest Gwennap, almost the 

entire population except the gentry were now Method- 
ists. In February 1747 a new bishop, George Lavington, 
was enthroned at Exeter. He had not yet emerged as a 
hater of Methodism when two magistrates in the neigh- 
borhood of St. Austell in southwest Cornwall, Birkhead 
and Tremayne sent him an unintentional tribute to Wes- 
ley’s strong influence in the four years since his first visit: 
“A set of people,” they wrote, “who stile themselves 
Methodists have infus’d their enthusiastick notions into 
the minds of vast numbers of the meaner sort of people 
in the Western part of this County, and they are very 
strenuously endeavoring to propagate them all over it: 
several have assembled frequently within this fortnight in 
the Parish of Saint Ewe in which we live; and the preach- 
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er they are so very fond of, is no better than a mean 
illiterate Tinner, and what is more surprizing, but a boy 
of nineteen years old.” The justices were particularly dis- 
gusted that many of the preachers, “for the most part 
ignorant men,” had ‘been notoriously wicked, but now 
under pretence of being both reformed and inspired, 
they, and even women of the same stamp are adored 
preachers.” When threatened with the Conventicle Act, 
the Methodists retorted that they did not differ from the 
Established Church and therefore were not guilty of any 
crime, but they spoke strongly against the wickedness of 
clergy. The justices asked the bishop how to deal with 
the matter. 

The bishop’s reply is not on record, but three years 
later Wesley would sum up the situation at St. Ewe with 
a neat comment: “There was much struggling here at 
first; but the two gentlemen who occasioned it are now 
removed—one to London and the other to eternity.” 

The struggle was already won in many parts when 
Wesley returned in the summer of 1747, shortly before 
his first preaching tour in Ireland. He walked to the par- 
ish church of St. Ives without an insult. “How strange 
ly,”” he wrote, ‘“has one year changed the scene in Corn- 
wall! This is now a peaceable, nay honorable station. 
They give us good words almost in every place.” John 
Wesley was already becoming a folk hero in Cornwall: 
“He was only a little man, but when he spoke the houses 
shook.” 

Methodists were building meeting places wherever the 
parish church stood a long way off, though they would 
always attend the church on Sundays. In these or in cot- 
tages, barns, or the engine houses of mines, they would 
go once or twice a week very early before work or late in 
the evening to sing and pray and hear a preacher. They 
could be at the mercy of self-styled “exhorters,’”” whom 
Wesley on his visits would sternly examine. Several ‘‘ex- 
horters” were hypocrites, others ignorant or swayed by 
heresy, and Wesley had to be rough. He was plagued by 
a few who taught that a man or woman, once saved, 
could do any wickedness because they would still go to 
heaven. 

Inevitably, some Methodists lost their first fervor, 
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turned coward under persecution, or were “choked with 
cares and riches and pleasures of this life.” Most, howev- 
er, were noticeable for the change in their outlook and 
habits. As Thomas Vivian, curate of Redruth, wrote to 
the new bishop of Exeter in August 1747: “They are to all 
appearance persons of great sanctity of life, avoiding 
strictly, not only gross sins but every approach to evil. 
They never frequent any sports, revels, diversions, etc. 
and sigh and grieve to see others do so; calling them the 
Devil’s Snares whereby he entraps unwary souls. Besides 
that which is spent in labor and sleep they pass their time 
usually in walking together, talking on Religious Sub- 
jects, reading, singing hymns, and praying. 

“They frequently affront people by reproving them for 
singing idle songs, talking of worldly matters in going or 
coming from church, being angry, irregularly merry etc. 
If they see any person drunk, swearing, or the like, they 
reprove him, and are apt to tell him he is in the way to 
Damnation. They call each other Brother and Sister, seem! 
to be linkt together in the strictest friendship, and make it 
an invariable rule to tell each other if they think or sus- 
pect anything to be amiss. 

“In their devotions they sometimes make use of the 
collects of the Church, but usually extempore prayer 
.... They are very constant attendants at church and the 
Sacrament, and when there, seem very attentive and 

' much affected.” Vivian continued to describe Methodists 
in great detail, assuring his bishop that whatever their 
mistakes ‘‘there is something very commendable about 
them.” 

The undistinguished Bishop George Lavington might 
have tolerated Methodists in Devon or Cornwall had he 
not been enraged in 1748 by a forgery of his handwriting 
which was circulated and then printed with a supposed 
extract from the bishop’s first charge to his clergy. It pur- 
ported to show him as not only actively sympathetic but 
preaching Methodist doctrine himself. Lavington scrib- 
bled on his own copy, “All above absolutely false. G.Ex,” 
and accused Wesley and Whitefield of being the authors 
or sponsors of the forgery, but he produced no evidence; 
the intervention of Lady Huntingdon made him grudg- 
ingly retract. 
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He turned to attacking them in two anonymous pam- 
phlets on “The Enthusiasm of Methodists and Papists 
Compared” in which he jumbled extracts from the pub- 
lished journals of Wesley to falsify his teaching and 
practice. 

Wesley easily won the pamphlet war, but one of 
Lavington’s stories he thought “so silly and improbable” 
that it needed no refutation until Wesley’s friends insist- 
ed. Lavington had seized on a report from the chancellor 
of his diocese and the archdeacon of Barnstaple that Wes- 
ley had “attempted to debauch” a maidservant in the 
Plume of Feathers inn at Mitchell near Truro. When, on 
his next visit, Wesley confronted the publican and his 
wife, they changed their evidence. The maidservant in- 
dignantly denied that Wesley had made improper ad- 
vances, and she threatened to sue her employers. Wesley 
had no difficulty in proving his innocence. 

According to legend in Cornwall, however, he had an 
artless habit wherever he stayed of giving a good-night 
kiss to any ladies who were present. 

He was unaware that some years earlier, James 

Hutton, when smarting from Wesley’s withdrawal from 
the Fetter Lane Society, had written in the course of a 
long letter to Count Zinzendorf: “J.W. and C.W., both of 
them, are dangerous snares to many young women; sev- 
eral are in love with them. I wish they were married to 
some good sisters, but I would not give them one of my 
sisters if I had many.” 
By 1748 Charles was engaged to be married. That year 

John Wesley believed that he too had found a bride. 



Chapter Twenty-one 

The Higher Love 

In August 1748 Wesley rode into Newcastle reading the 
tenth Iliad of Homer and put up at his orphan house, and 
during his stay, he fell sick. The mistress of the orphan 
house, widow Murray, moved quietly in and out of his 
room, catering to his needs, and the more he observed 
her, the more he realized that she would make an excel- 
lent wife. 

The most recent conference of his preachers had rec- 
ommended marriage as a suitable state for all the itiner- 
ants. John Wesley had begun to look for a wife, rather 
halfheartedly. 

He had come to appreciate Grace Murray since the 
day, years before, when she had first listened on 
Kennington Common, then only one of several thou- 
sands of unknown faces before him. Born in Newcastle, 
daughter of a respectable craftsman, low in the social 
scale, she had gone to London and had briefly entered 
domestic service, being treated more as a child of the 
house than as a servant. Then she had married Alexan- 
der Murray, son of a small Scots laird who had been out 
in the Fifteen Rebellion for which he was banished from 
Scotland and his estate forfeited to the Crown. His son, 
reduced to penury, went to sea as a common seaman. 

Grace had been much impressed by Whitefield’s 
preaching on Blackheath in May 1739 soon after she had 
lost her baby daughter. She heard Wesley many times 
that summer and was converted in her own house while 
another young woman was reading aloud from the fifth 
chapter of Romans: ‘And in a moment all things became 
new. I seemed to have new eyes and a new understand- 
ing. I saw all I read in a new light. My burden dropped 
off. My soul was at peace. My tears were all gone.” 

193 
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After her husband was drowned at sea, she returned to 
Newcastle and later became one of Wesley’s class leaders 
and then mistress of the new orphan house. She had 
traveled with Wesley around the northern societies and 
proved excellent at questioning and counseling the wom- 
en. She had a deep if sometimes troubled faith and a 
sweet nature, but her brisk efficiency tended to attract 
the jealousy of the sisters who worked with her. 

Grace was an excellent nurse. One of her former pa- 
tients had been a Methodist lay preacher of her own age 
from Derbyshire, John Bennet. During a long illness and 
convalescence at Newcastle, he had fallen in love with 
Grace but had not declared his love before returning to 
Derbyshire. 

During his four-day illness, Wesley watched Grace 
Murray with growing interest: “I esteemed and loved her 
more and more. And when I was little recovered I told 
her, sliding into it I know not how, ‘If ever I marry, I 
think you will be the person’ ’—the very words he had 
used to Sophia Hockey in Georgia twelve years before. 

As he prepared to resume his itinerant preaching, Wes- 
ley spoke more directly. Grace looked utterly amazed. 
“This is too great a blessing for me,” she said. ‘‘I can’t tell 
how to believe it. This is all I could have wished for 
under Heaven, if I had dared to wish for it.” 

Wesley now regarded her as engaged to marry him. 
The night before he was due to leave Newcastle, he said: 
“I am convinced God has called you to be my fellow 
laborer in the Gospel. I will take you with me to Ireland 
in the spring. Now we must part for a time. But, if we 
meet again, I trust we shall part no more.” 

Grace begged that they should not part so soon. Wes- 
ley therefore allowed her to saddle her horse and ride 
with himself and William Mackford, a middle-aged help- 
er, into Yorkshire. They traveled south, Wesley reading 
Dr. Hodge’s Account of the Plague in London. At Halifax 
market cross he stilled the roaring of ‘an immense num- 
ber of people’’ by the vigor of his preaching, but before 
he had finished a gentleman bribed some roughs to pelt 
him with stones. One cut him badly on the face. The 
crowd began to roar again until Wesley could not make 
himself heard. Stanching the blood from his wound, he 



THE HIGHER LOVE Ill 195 

led the way to a meadow outside the town, followed by a 
large part of his audience, who listened quietly and sang 
the hymns powerfully. 

Wesley and his small party rode on across Yorkshire. 
Grace was “‘unspeakably useful both to me and the Soci- 
eties.”” She showed no fear when a mob from Colne, 
incited by a clergyman, invaded the open-air service at 
Roughlee under the forested lower slopes of Pendle and 
beat Wesley to the ground. Roughs covered his close 
friend Parson Grimshaw of Haworth with muck and 
mud, dragged Mackford by the hair, and threw some 
local Methodists into the river. The local constable “sat 
well pleased close to the place, not attempting in the least 
to hinder them.” 

Wesley, Grace, and Mackford came into Derbyshire. 
John Bennet joined them. He had not expected Grace, 
and soon he burned for her. He knew nothing of Wes- 
ley’s interest since Wesley, for the sake of his authority 
among the Methodists, gave no sign. 

They reached Bennet’s home at Chinley on the edge of 
the Peak District and stayed the night after Wesley had 
preached. All rode together next day to Astbury near 
Congleton in Cheshire. Wesley preached again while a 
mob howled outside the house. 

Wesley was now certain that he wanted to marry 
Grace, but he was needed in London and had to ride 
posthaste. On Friday morning, September 2, 1748, he 
entrusted Grace to the care of John Bennet, in all inno- 
cence, “and went on my way rejoicing.” 

Bennet took Grace and Mackford back to Chinley to 
rest before their long ride back to Newcastle. In his own 
home the next day, John Bennet asked Grace Murray to | 
marry him. 

Grace still could not believe that Wesley had meant 
marriage: “It seemed too strange to be true.” And she 
was not sure; perhaps she loved her earlier patient who 
was now asking for her hand. She gave no answer to 
Bennet. 

That night, immediately on getting into bed, Bennet 
was puzzled by a waking dream or mental vision (for he 
was sure he had not yet fallen asleep) in which he saw 
Grace in deep distress and no less a person than Mr. 
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Wesley coming to her tenderly and saying, “I love thee 
as well as I did on the day when I took thee first.”” But 
“she put him away from her with her hand.” 

Next morning Bennet asked Grace directly, “Is there 
not a contract between you and Mr. Wesley?” 

“There is not,” she replied. 
Strictly, though not morally, she was right, for Wesley 

had not formally proposed, and she seems to have been 
confused by a growing love for Bennet and by fear of 
betraying Wesley’s feelings to one of his helpers. 

Bennet did not write to Wesley for clarification, al- 
though as a preacher he was obliged by their rules to 
request his permission to marry. Instead, Bennet re- 
| newed his suit. Two days later Grace accepted him. 

Wesley, meanwhile, completed his business in Lon- 
don, which included some preaching at Lady Hunting- 
don’s house in Chelsea, and went into Cornwall. Some- 
where in the West Country he received letters and was 
“utterly amazed’’: Bennet asked his consent; Grace as- 

sured him that she believed it was the will of God. Wes- 
ley, assuming they were already married, stifled his feel- 
ings and “wrote a mild answer to both.” He had told no 
one, not even Charles, of his intention to marry Grace. 
He put the matter sadly out of his mind—until a reply 
came from Grace. She wrote “‘in so affectionate a man- 
ner” that he thought her engagement to Bennet must 
have been broken off. 

Wesley worked in London that winter while Grace re- 
mained at Newcastle and Bennet in Derbyshire. Grace 
was in a ferment of indecision. Whenever she had a letter 
from Wesley, as he learned from her afterwards, she re- 
solved ‘to live and die with me and wrote to me just 
what she felt.’”” If a letter came from Derbyshire, her af- 
fection for Bennet revived, and she replied to him tender- 
ly. When, in February 1749, she received her traveling 
instructions from Wesley for the promised visit to Ireland 
in April, she begged Bennet to meet her at Sheffield, or 
she could not answer for the consequences. Bennet was 
prevented at the last moment by a death in the family. 
Grace waited in vain for him at Sheffield, then rode to 
Bristol to meet Wesley. 

She told him her story, and Wesley convinced her that 
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the engagement to him had precedence of any to Bennet. \ 
She wished she could talk it over with some woman of 
wisdom, but felt that any disclosure would harm Wesley. 

Charles had arrived in Bristol on his way to his wed- 
ding in Wales. The three of them, with William Tucker, 
set out on April 3 and were caught by a storm in the 
Severn estuary, so that Wesley missed a preaching en- 
gagement at Newport and was “wet and weary” when 
he preached near Caerphilly. 

As they traveled the valleys and across the mountains, 
he kept silent about Grace; Charles remained in igno- 
rance that the widow who rode with them, helping with 

the sisters wherever they examined the societies, was his 
brother’s intended wife. Charles regarded her as little 
more than a servant. At Garth near Builth Wells, John | 
married Charles to Sarah, the twenty-two-year-old third | 
daughter of Marmaduke Gwynne, a gentleman of ancient | 
lineage; Sally would bring Charles lifelong happiness and | 
many children. 

The others rode on to Holyhead and crossed to Dublin 
for Wesley’s tour of Ireland, his third. During the spring 
and summer months which followed, Grace accompanied 
Wesley as he rode through the southern counties 
strengthening the Methodists. She was at hand when he 
had a severe cold with swelling in the cheek, for which 
he successfully applied boiled nettles and warm treacle. 
She heard him preach in Protestant churches—many rec- 
tors were sympathetic—and in market houses and open 
fields. At Birr on the road to Limerick, the congregation 
was so sleepy and unconcerned by his gentle sermon that 
the next day he “spoke very plain and rough.” The effect 
was dramatic, and Wesley reflected “that love will not 
always prevail; but there is a time for the terrors of the 
Lord.’ At Athlone he found a society ripe for revival: “I 
think more found peace with God in these four days than 
in sixteen months before.” 

In all this, Wesley was delighted with Grace. “I saw 
the work of God prosper in her hands. She lightened my 
burden more than can be expressed. She gave spiritual 
counsel to the women in the smaller societies and the 
believers in every place. She settled all the women bands; 
visited the sick; prayed with the mourners; more and 
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more of whom received remission of sins during her con- 
versation or prayer. 

‘‘Meantime she was to me both a servant and friend, as 
well as a fellow-laborer in the Gospel. She provided ev- 
erything I wanted. She told me with all faithfulness and 
freedom, if she thought anything amiss in my behavior.” 

Wesley was charmed by Grace’s skill at rebuking him; 
she combined plainness of speech with deep respect, ten- 
derness, and ‘exquisite modesty.” 

She had no letters from Bennet. Wesley had one letter 
in which Bennet reported on local Methodist affairs, then 
added that Wesley had misunderstood him about Grace; 
they would not have married before they could discuss 
the matter with him in person. Bennet warned that Grace 
was spiritually weak; he was a trifle rude about her quali- 
ties, and this helped to convince Wesley that the Bennet 

episode was over. Grace was his own, and the more they 
were together, ‘‘the more I loved her.” 

Before leaving Dublin they made a verbal contract pri- 
vate to themselves but valid in law as it then stood. He 
stated with solemn formality: ‘I do take thee as my 
wife,” and she stated: “I do take thee as my husband.” 
Until Hardwicke’s Act five years later, one party to such 
a contract per verba de praesenti could be compelled by the 
other to go through a church marriage before witnesses, 
which would thus be registered as binding. On the other 
hand, a church marriage to a third party would erase the 
contract de praesenti—one of the confusions in the law of 
marriage which Hardwicke’s Act (1753) would resolve by 
laying down that henceforth no marriage was valid un- 
less performed after banns or by license. 

Wesley landed at Bristol with Grace on July 24 believ- 
| ing that she was to all intents married to him. But accord- 
_ing to the spirit of the rules which he had laid down, he 
could not complete the contract publicly in church until 
he had informed all his helpers and the societies, ob- 
_tained his brother’s consent, and made sure that John 
Bennet as another suitor was satisfied. When Grace 
begged Wesley to hurry on the marriage, he refused. 

At Bristol she happened to hear unkind gossip that 
Wesley had once shown familiarity to a Methodist sister 
named Molly Francis. In a “sudden vehement fit of jeal- 
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ousy,’’ Grace wrote and dispatched a love letter to 
Bennet. The next day she repented of her action and 
went to Wesley “in agony of mind.” But the letter could 
not be recalled. 

On the evening of August 30, Wesley and Grace rode 
into Epworth. Here, in Wesley’s native town, John 
Bennet was waiting, having ridden from Derbyshire, hot 
with renewed love for Grace. 

Grace, unknown to Wesley, had again been thrown 
into confusion. While the Wesley brothers had been con- 
ferring with “that loving, mild, judicious Christian Dr. 
Doddridge,” the Dissenter, whose famous book The Rise 
and Progress of Religion in the Soul had been published 
three years earlier, Grace had been talking with Tom 
Maxfield’s wellborn wife (he had married above him). 
Grace hinted that Wesley would marry her. Elizabeth 
Maxfield scorned the very idea; they would both be mis- 
erable, and she was unworthy. 

Bennet was now determined. When they met at Ep- 
worth, Wesley began to stake his prior claim to Grace, 
but Bennet cut him short. She had sent on to him, he 
said, all the letters which Wesley had written her (which 
apparently was a lie). Wesley left the room under a firm 
impression that Grace loved Bennet and that they 
“should marry without delay.” He wrote her a note to 
end their own relationship, at which Grace came running 
to him “in an agony of tears’’ saying this would kill her, 
and adding tender expressions until Wesley was at a loss. 
Then Bennet walked in. “He claimed her as his right,”” 
Wesley wrote. “I was stunned and knew not what to say, 
still thinking, ‘She loves him best.’ ”” Wesley thought that 
if one of them did not withdraw she would die: ‘So I 
again determined to give her up.” 

Wesley and Grace set off for Newcastle together, on 
what must have been a painfully silent ride, for Wesley 
was in “an anguish of spirit from a piercing conviction of 
the irreparable loss I had sustained.” On the road Grace 
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fell ill and took to her bed at the inn. He visited her as a 
pastor, only to have her declare her love for him again, 
yet saying that Bennet would go mad if she refused; she 
waved a letter. The next day Bennet arrived at the inn 
with a friend, and they pleaded at her bedside until she 
promised her hand, yet she disclosed this the next morn- 
ing to Wesley, who was “‘more perplexed than ever.” He 
explained, ““As I now knew she loved me, and as she was 
contracted to me before, I knew not whether I ought to 
let her go.” 
They resumed their journey, each unresolved, until 

they were approaching Newcastle when Wesley insisted 
that she choose. Then he heard her declare “again and 
again, ‘I am determined by conscience, as well as inclina- 
tion to live and die with you.’ ” 

Wesley now decided that Bennet was using them ill. 
On September 7 he wrote him a long and stiff letter, 
going over the whole story and ending: “O that you 
would take Scripture and reason for your rule, instead of 
blind and impetuous passion! I can say no more, only 
this—you may tear her away by violence; but my consent 
I cannot, dare not give. Nor, I fear, can God give you his 
blessing.” 

He handed the letter to another preacher, ‘who prom- 
ised to deliver it with his own hand. But it was not deliv- 
ered at all.” Welsey, however, sent a copy to Charles, 
which eventually reached him in Bristol. Amazed and 
horrified that Jack should want to marry a servant, 
Charles saddled his horse, said a hurried good-bye to his 
wife of five months, and rode posthaste to stop it. 

Welsey took Grace on his next pastoral and preaching 
visit to Berwick-on-Tweed, and their love deepened. Back 
at Newcastle, with Grace showing great affection, he 
tried to discover why she was unpopular with the other 
women. Charles was now riding furiously north. Wesley 
took Grace on his next tour. They rode west through wild 
moors toward the Lake District with young Charles 
Perronet, a son of Vincent Perronet, the vicar of Shore- 
ham, near Sevenoaks in Kent, who was one of Wesley’s 
most valued older advisers. 

Before they attempted the roughest country, they left 
Grace with a Methodist farming family, the Broadwoods, 
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at Hindley Hill in Allendale. At her request Wesley and 
Grace sdlemnly renewed their contract to marry, with 
Christopher Hopper, the young preacher from Newcastle 
who lived nearby, as witness. Wesley rode on through 
the glorious scenery without one uneasy thought and 
reached the coaling port of Whitehaven, where revival 
had been spreading fast. He was now certain that he 
would be married to Grace as soon as Charles had ac- 
knowledged his letter. 

In Whitehaven on Sunday he received an alarming inti- 
mation that God might have other plans for him. 

Wesley had preached twice at outlying coalfields to 
large crowds, then hurried to attend the parish church. 
The first lesson happened to be from the Prophet Ezekiel. 
Suddenly he heard words that ‘came as a sword to my 
heart, ‘Son of Man, behold I take from thee the desire of thine 
eyes with a stroke!’ Immediately a shivering ran through 
me, and in a few minutes I was in a fever. But when I 
came home, seeing a vast congregation in the Market 
Place, I could not send them empty away. And while I 
was speaking to them, God remembered me and 
strengthened me both in soul and body.” Almost the 
entire town seemed to be there, listening quietly. When a 
gang of sailors tried to disrupt the service by striking up 
sea chanties, the very newly devout colliers roughed 
them up and broke their fiddles. 

Charles had reached Leeds and learned wrongly that 
Grace had been engaged already when Jack proposed; 
moreover, Bennet was one of Charles’ close friends. 

Charles reached Newcastle and swallowed gossip 
against Grace. He scarcely noticed that scriptural holiness 
and Christian perfection were perhaps in short supply 
among the Methodist women, and “‘he flew on” (as Wes- 
ley put it) across the moors and mountains, desperate to 
reach Jack in time to stop him from stealing another 
man’s bride and wrecking the entire movement by the 
scandal. At Whitehaven he dismounted in a sweat, his 

horse in a lather, and was surprised to find Jack without | 
Grace. Charles was now in such a state that he would not 
listen to Jack’s side of the story but cried that all the 
preachers would desert and the societies break up if Jack . 
married such a woman. 
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Jack withdrew, took paper and pen, and calmly went 
through the whole matter, setting out his thoughts in 
form of a letter. Convinced that Grace was legally and 
morally his wife, subject only to the ecclesiastical ceremo- 
ny, and that such a marriage would benefit the Methodist 
movement, Jack handed Charles the letter, directing that 
he show it to old Vincent Perronet in Kent. They would 
all abide by his arbitration. 

Charles scarcely looked at the letter but argued hotly. 
Still convinced that Grace was stolen from Bennet, he 
waited until Jack had left on a pastoral call, then galloped 
back across the mountains, Jack having artlessly revealed 
where Grace was staying. 

That afternoon Wesley set off by himself. He was suf- 
fering from diarrhea, his horse was “‘all in a sweat,’”’ but 
the scenery and his thoughts of God and Grace made it 
“a solemn and delightful ride.” Both man and beast grew 
stronger every hour. 

The next day Wesley left Keswick before dawn. Late in 
the afternoon he rode down into Allendale, expecting to 
see Grace in a few more minutes at Hindley Hill. The 
wife of farmer James Broadwood, Hannah, had been 
watching for him. She met him and said, “ ‘Mr. Charles 
left us two hours since, and carried Sister Murray behind 
him.’ I said, ‘The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken 
away! Blessed be the name of the Lord!’ Soon James 
Broadwood came in. He looked at me and burst into 
tears. I said, ‘I must go on to Newcastle.’ James said, 
‘No, I will go, and with God’s leave bring her back.’ In a 
quarter of an hour, he took horse, and I calmly commit- 
ted the cause to God!’ 

Wesley had reached a decisive crisis in his life. 
James Broadwood had no authority over Charles, 

whose removal of Grace implied that he was determined 
to prevent the marriage. If John Wesley changed his 
mind and went to Newcastle, he could still win her, but 
he dared not influence the course of events except by 
prayer. With sore heart he carried out a preaching en- 
gagement at Hindley Hill, spent a day in fasting and 
prayer, then rode back to Whitehaven in the teeth of a 
violent wind. ‘If 1 had more regard for her I loved, than 
for the work of God, I should now have gone on straight 
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to Newcastle, and not back to Whitehaven. I knew this 
was giving up all: but I knew God called.” 

At Whitehaven, as he went about his ministry, Wesley 
was “in great heaviness, my heart was sinking in me like 
a stone. Only, so long as I was preaching I felt ease.’” He 
was comforted by hearing the lessons at church and in 
taking the Sacrament. He was deeply depressed by a 
dream in which he saw Grace led out to be hanged, yet 
he would not lift a finger to force the will of God. 

His assistant reminded him that he was engaged to 
preach at Leeds, and a letter came from George White- 
field urging him and Charles to meet him there. 
On the evening of Wednesday, October 9, 1749, Wes- 

ley reached Leeds: “Here I found, not my brother, but 
Mr. Whitefield. I lay down by him on the bed. He told! 
me my brother would not come till JB and GM were 
married. I was troubled. He perceived it. He wept and’ 
prayed over me. But I could not shed a tear. He said all 
that was in his power to comfort me: but it was in vain. 
He told me it was his judgment . . . she was my wife and 
that he had said so to JB: That he would fain have per- 
suaded them to wait, and not to marry till they had seen 
me: But that my brother's impetuosity prevailed and bore 
down all before it. 

“T felt no murmuring thought, but deep distress. I ac- 
cepted the just punishment of my manifold unfaithful- 
ness and unfruitfulness and therefore could not com- 
plain. But I felt the loss both to me and the people, which 
I did not expect could ever be repaired. I tried to sleep: 
but I tried in vain; for sleep was fled from my eyes. I was 
in a burning fever and more and more thoughts still 
crowding into my mind, I perceived, if this continued 
long, it would affect my senses. But God took that matter 
into his hand; giving me a sudden, sound and quiet 

sleep; 
eee Whitefield, anxious to soften the blow, did not 

reveal that he had been a witness when Grace and 
Bennet were married the day before by special license in 
Newcastle. 

Wesley eventually pieced together what had happened 
at Hindley Hill while he was riding into Allendale. 
Charles, he learned, had burst in on Grace, shouting, 
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“You have broken my heart,” and fell at her feet in a 
dead faint. Recovered, he persuaded her that she would 
ruin the Methodist movement by marrying his brother. 
He showed her a letter he had written on the road which 
made her believe that John Wesley had jilted her, yet 
when Grace rode away pillion she thought Charles was 
taking her to John. At Newcastle, Charles and others had 
falsely convinced her that she could never have John 
Wesley and that he had behaved dishonorably: ‘““Good 
God,” one had cried, “what will the world say? He is 
tired of her, and so thrusts his whore into a corner. Sister 
Murray, will you consent to this!” 

Only then had Grace agreed reluctantly to immediate 
marriage with Bennet. 

When Wesley woke from distressed sleep at Leeds the 
next morning, a Methodist from Newcastle gave the 
_news that they were married. 
, One hour later, Charles arrived. Jack, though not an- 
gry, refused to meet him. Whitefield persuaded them to 
come together, but Charles, still in a fury at the supposed 
scandal he had averted, flung at his brother, ‘“You villain! 
I renounce all intercourse with you, but what I would 
have with an heathen man and a publican!”’ Jack stayed 
calm while Whitefield and Nelson burst into tears and 
cried and prayed and entreated until the brothers silently 
embraced. 

Bennet came. In silence the two suitors kissed each 
other and wept. Bennet left. Then Charles at last listened 
‘quietly to Jack. Suddenly, it dawned on Charles that he 
had totally misunderstood the facts, had not sifted accu- 
sations and gossip, had wounded his brother irrevocably 
and unjustly. ‘““He seemed utterly amazed,” noted Jack. 
“He clearly saw I was not what he had thought, and now 
blamed her only.” 

The bride and bridegroom joined them for an emotion- 
al though almost silent confrontation. Bennet asked for- 
giveness for hard words. Later Grace came alone, in 
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tears, to assure Wesley that she had never blamed him. 
Wesley rode sadly back to Newcastle alone, composing 

a long prayer in verse which offered his “deep unutter’d 
grief” to God and vowed to obey Him. At Newcastle 
when he learned more of what had happened, he strove | 
to prevent the conflict from damaging the society and to 
love Bennet and Grace as brother and sister. 

He found especially hard the slander that he was to 
blame, and when Bennet wrote three weeks later object- 
ing to criticisms, Wesley could not refrain from plain 
words: ‘Once for all I must speak,’”” he wrote Bennet on 
November 3, 1749, ‘for my heart is full. Although, alas! 
what avails it now? I loved you as my own soul. I left 
with you my dearest friend, one who was necessary to 
me as a right hand, as dear as a right eye. One whom I 
looked upon then (and not on slight grounds) as con- 
tracted to myself. But suppose I say only, one I loved 
above all on earth, and fully designed for my wife. To! 
this woman you proposed marriage, without either my 
knowledge or consent. 

“Was this well done? God warned you the same night 
that I had took her first (but I could not take her unless 
she took me too). You wrote me word you would take no} 
farther step without my consent. Nevertheless, not only 
without my consent, but with a thousand circumstances 
of aggravation, you tore her from me whether I would or 
no—when all I desired was to refer the whole to impartial 
men! And all the blame lies upon me! And you have 
acted with a clear conscience to this day! 

“T think not. I think you have done me the deepest 
wrong which I can receive on this side of the grave. But I 
spare you. ‘Tis but for a little time, and I shall be where 
the weary are at rest.’ ”’ 

Grace bore Bennet six sons before he died of jaundice 
ten years later, having erected his own Calvinist meeting 
house after leaving Wesley’s societies. Grace, as a wid- 
ow, rejoined them, saw Wesley occasionally, and lived to 
be over ninety. 

Charles was never again so close to John. The breac 
slowly healed, affection returned, and their joint ministry 
absorbed them; yet their trust in each other could no 
longer be absolute. 
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John Wesley, by the renunciation at Hindley Hill when 
he refused to hurry after Grace, had set his course for the 
rest of his life. He would marry, though not for happi- 
ness. His sole aim would be to preach and teach and 
build up. His years would unfold as variations on a sin- 
gle theme. 
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Chapter Twenty-two 

Back from the Dead 

“May I request one thing of you, sir? Do not speak evil 
of Jesus Christ. You may sometime stand in need of him. 
And if you should (I can say from a very little experi- 
ence), you will find him the best friend in heaven or 
earth.” 

Thus Wesley wrote on October 23, 1749 after a long 
discussion over dinner in Calveley Hall with Richard 
Davenport, a Cheshire squire and a Deist who would 
later be a patron of Jean-Jacques Rousseau. Only two 
weeks earlier on his sad ride from Leeds after losing © 
Grace Murray, Wesley had experienced afresh that Jesus 
Christ was indeed his ‘best Friend.” He would spend the 
rest of his life promoting his Friend’s interest in all ways 
and at all times. 

In 1750 he traveled widely in Ireland. He wrote to a 
friend in London: “I have had so hurrying a time for two 
or three months as I scarce ever had before—such a mix- 
ture of storms and clear sunshine, of huge applause and 
huge opposition.” He found the Irish true to a tag he had 
heard: “Impetuous in their love and in their hate.” 

Catholic peasants in the countryside would gather in 
groups by the crossroads as he rode by and listen if they 
understood English. The Anglo-Irish in the towns were 
often ready to listen in large numbers, and although he 
found many Protestants who hated Christianity, Method- 
ist societies sprang up. As he had written on a previous 
visit to Limerick: “A few years ago, if we heard of one 
notorious sinner truly converted to God, it was a matter 
of solemn joy to all that loved or feared him; and now 
that multitudes of every kind and degree are daily turned 
from the power of darkness to God, we pass it over as a 
common thing! O God give us thankful hearts!” 

209 



210 Ill “THE WORLD MY PARISH” 

Yet cutthroats would murder (or miss) his preachers as 
they rode along peaceful roads, and in Cork and else- 
where Protestant magistrates would allow violent rioting 
and then accuse Methodists of breaching the peace. Wes- 
ley went in danger of his life at Cork because the mayor 
refused to quell a mob. 

Wesley loved Ireland, north and south. When London- 
ers complained of his long visits (forty-two in all) and the 
number of preachers he sent, he prophesied rightly that 
Ireland would repay England by the strong Christians 
who would emerge from the movement. One was Thom- 
as Walsh, a young Limerick man, once a Roman Catholic. 
He became an effective evangelist in Irish and English 
and developed a grasp of the Bible in Hebrew and Greek, 
which amazed even Wesley; yet he remained intense and 
gloomy and complained that Wesley’s cheerfulness was a 
snare: ‘“Among three or four persons who tempt me to 
levity, you, sir, are one, by your witty proverbs.”” Walsh 
died at the age of twenty-nine. 

One of the letters which Wesley wrote from Dublin 
that summer of 1750 went to Threadneedle Street in Lon- 
don, addressed to a forty-year-old widow, Mary Vazeille, 
whose husband, a London merchant of reasonable pros- 
perity, had died three years before, leaving her well-off, 
with grown children. Like her late husband, she was of 
Huguenot descent and had become a friend of Ned 
Perronet, another of the vicar of Shoreham’s sons; many 
years later he would write the famous hymn “All Hail the 
Power of Jesus’ Name.” The Perronets were Swiss in ori- 
gin and moved naturally among the Huguenots. 

Charles Wesley had met Molly Vazeille at Perronet’s 
and found her ‘‘a woman of a Sorrowful spirit.” Charles 
and Sally befriended her. In May 1750 she stayed with 
them in Shropshire, where Sally’s parents now lived; and 
then with Sally’s brother-in-law, they rode back to Lon- 
don, making a tourist visit to Blenheim Palace on the 
way. The Wesleys stayed with her in London for a 
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week’s sightseeing. By that time Charles had put a low 
valuation on Molly, and she had taken a dislike to Sally. 

Wesley’s letter to Mrs. Vazeille from Dublin was pasto- 
ral, like hundreds which he wrote to women and men 
alike. 

Back in London that autumn he began to think of Mol- 
ly Vazeille as a possible wife but kept his thoughts from 
Charles. She was not a member of the society, and Wes- 
ley would be free of the jealousies which had hung round 
Grace Murray. Molly was past the age of childbearing so 
that he would not waste time being a parent; Grace had 
agreed that any offspring of their intended marriage 
should be brought up at Kingswood School, and they 
would never have known the happy childhood of their 
cousins, the large family of Charles and Sally. Molly’s 
financial independence would save Wesley from having 
to support her and thus restrict his giving to the poor. 

Molly Vazeille impressed him. He praised her for 
“your indefatigable industry, your exact frugality, your 
uncommon neatness and cleanness both in your person, 
your clothes and all things round you.” As so often with 
women, he could see no deeper. 
By January 1751 Wesley had settled the question sub- 

ject to the approval of Vincent Perronet, who was to have 
arbitrated over Bennet’s claim on Grace. Perronet gave 
his consent on February 2. Then, honoring the letter but 
not the spirit of his earlier pledge that neither he nor 
Charles would marry without the agreement of the other, 
Wesley announced his intention to Charles, who was 
“thunderstruck ... and retired to mourn with my faith- 
ful Sally.”” On Saturday, February 9, John Wesley and | 
Molly Vazeille signed a marriage settlement before four | 
trustees as witnesses, whereby he would not touch her 
fortune, and she would not be responsible for his debts; 
without such a settlement her entire property would 
have become his absolutely. 

He had not intended an immediate wedding but rather 
to leave on a preaching tour to the north on the Monday. 
Early on Sunday morning, however, walking to preach 
south of the river, he slipped on the ice on London 

Bridge and sprained his foot. Instead of a tour to the 
north, he spent a week’s convalescence at the home of 
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Mrs. Vazeille. If this was a providential opportunity to 
think twice about joining her in holy matrimony, he 
failed to take it: he spent much of the time writing a 
Hebrew grammar and Lessons for Children. Still unable to 
walk or stand, he announced his intended marriage at 

the Foundery service from a kneeling position, rather de- 
fensively. Charles said it ‘made us all hide our faces.” 
On February 18 or 19 (the precise date and the church are 
uncertain) the marriage took place. Charles complained 
that he was “one of the last that heard of his unhappy 
marriage.” 
Two weeks later, still lame, Wesley rode off with Ned 

Perronet for a conference of the itinerant preachers in 
Bristol. He was disappointed that Molly, whose spelling 
and handwriting left much to be desired, did not write 

for at least “four whole days.”” He, however, taking pen 
and paper, conversed a little: “My body is stronger and 
stronger—and so is my love to you. God grant it may 
never go beyond his will! O that we may continue to love 
one another as Christ has loved us.” 

_ Both tried for a little, but Wesley had no intention of 
\ changing his routine or shedding responsibility. Molly 
resented his absences and began to show a violent tem- 
per; Wesley tried every method to soften it in vain. For a 
time she valiantly went with him on his travels, worked 
among the poor, and even shared a riot. Discomforts 
soon depressed her; her heart was not in his mission nor 
her mind on his level. Wesley expected wifely obedience 
and true sympathy. Instead, she resented his openhand- 
ed generosity, was jealous of his women correspondents 
(he had innocently encouraged her to open letters in his 
absence), and took a violent dislike to Sally and Charles; 
Charles would ironically refer to her when writing to Sal- 
ly as ‘my best friend.” By 1753 Ned Perronet called her 
“absolutely intractable.” 
Whatever Wesley’s faults toward his wife, she soon 

bicBainé a handicap and a trial. He needed all his spiritual 
resources to walk toward Christian perfection while Mol- 
ly was around. 
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By his marriage Wesley ceased to be a fellow of Lincoln 
College. He had been cut off from the university in all 
but name since the sermon which had so displeased the 
vice-chancellor. He had cared nothing for the stipend, 
and as for the license to preach in any parish of the 
realm, which the Oxford fellowship gave him, he had 
long ceased to care whether he had ecclesiastical permis- 
sion; he looked upon all the world as his parish. 

Marriage did not improve his health. He continued to 
ride round the societies and to preach outdoors wherever 
he went and to write his letters and books, but the rigors 
of the road affected his chest. At the end of October 1753, 
he fell ill with fever in London. He cured himself by 
doses of chinchona bark (quinine), although it disagreed 
with his constitution; but within ten days he had a re- 

lapse and became so weak that George Whitefield was 
deeply distressed when he visited him. 

The eminent physician, John Fothergill, a Quaker 
about forty who was already famous for his medical skill 
and his botanical garden, diagnosed “galloping con- 
sumption” (advanced tuberculosis). Fothergill offered lit- 
tle hope. He ordered Wesley to leave London: “If any- 
thing does thee good, it must be the country air, with 
rest, asses’ milk, and riding daily.” 

Wesley was too weak to ride. A generous banker, Eb- 
enezer Blackwell, came round to the Foundery in his 

coach and took John and Molly down to his palatial coun- 
try residence, The Limes at Lewisham, five miles south- 
west of London, where Mrs. Blackwell could nurse him; 
Wesley never forgot Molly’s devoted care either. 

Blackwell was one of Wesley’s closest friends. They 
were frank with each other's spiritual needs. Wesley had 
warned the prosperous banker against ‘being ashamed, 
not of sin, but of holiness.’’ Blackwell had warned the 
great evangelist against ‘popularity, a thirst of power 
and applause; against envy, producing a seeming con- 
tempt for the conveniences or grandeur of this life; 
against an affected humility,” and showing off by self- 
denial. (Wesley replied: ‘I am not conscious to myself 
that is my case. However, the warning is always friend- 
ly.”) Wesley loved The Limes, where he wrote several of 
his books. 
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He now expected to die there. On the evening of his 
arrival he drafted an inscription for his tombstone, to 

“prevent vile panegyric”’: 

Here lieth 
The body of JOHN WESLEY, 

A brand plucked out of the burning, 
Who died of Consumption in the fifty-first year 

of his age, 

And leaving, after his debts are paid, ten pounds 
behind him; 

Praying, 
God be merciful to me, an unprofitable servant. 

Charles hurried down to Lewisham and wept when he 
saw his brother. Jack expressed a dying wish that Charles 
and Molly should be reconciled: “My brother,” wrote 
Charles to Sally, ““entreated me yesterday, and his wife, 
to forget all that is past, on both sides. I sincerely told him 
I would for his, as well as Christ’s sake. My sister said 
the same.” 

Charles rode back and summoned the Foundery con- 
gregation to urgent prayer. A message went to White- 
field, now in Bristol, who on December 3 wrote a grief- 
stricken letter to Wesley on his “approaching dissolution. 
I pity myself and the Church,” he wrote, ‘“but not you—a 
radiant throne awaits you, and ere long you will enter 
into your Master’s joy. .. . But I, poor I, that have been 
waiting for my dissolution these nineteen years, must be 
left behind to grovel here below!” 

If prayers could detain the heavenly chariots, contin- 
ued Whitefield, Wesley “shall not leave us yet. But if the 
decree is gone forth that you must now fall asleep in 
Jesus, may he kiss your soul away, and give you to die in 
the embraces of triumphant love! If in the land of the 
living, I hope to pay my respects to you next week. If 
not, rev and very dear sir, F-a-r-e-w-e-l-l.” After a Latin 
tag, he ended: “My heart is too big, tears trickle down 
too fast, and you, I fear, too weak for me to enlarge. 
Underneath you may there be Christ’s everlasting arms. I 
commend you to his never-failing mercy, and am, rev 
and very dear sir, your most affectionate, sympathizing, 
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and afflicted younger brother in the Gospel of our com- 
mon Lord, G.W.” 

By the time this letter reached Lewisham, Wesley was 
in the saddle again for short rides; Charles ascribed the 
recovery to the prayers at the Foundery. By January 5, 
1754 Wesley was convalescing at Clifton Hot Wells near 
Bristol. He wrote to the Blackwells to thank his “best 
friends ... who have been the greatest instruments, in 
God’s hands, of my recovery thus far.” He drank the 
waters at Clifton and worked hard on a new book, Notes 
on the New Testament, since the doctor would not allow 
him to preach. By spring he was ready for the next crisis 
in Methodism. 



Chapter Twenty-three 

“To Invite, To Convince, To Offer Christ” 

Wesley's main aim was “‘to promote, as far as I am 
able, vital practical religion; and by the grace of God to 
beget, preserve and increase the life of God in the souls 
of men.” For this purpose he aimed also (as an anony- 
mous obituarist would put it neatly at the end of Wes- 
ley’s life) ‘to revive the obsolete doctrines and extin- 
guished Spirit of the Church of England.” 

These two aims were sometimes in conflict and pro- 
duced tension between the Wesley brothers. John Wesley 
ee to put first the claims of evangelism; Charles, the 
Church. Both Wesleys saw the societies as essentially 
within the Church, but Methodists who were rebuffed 

from Holy Communion by unsympathetic clergy became 
impatient; they wanted to take the Lord’s Supper in their 
own consecrated chapels, although this would effectively 
separate them from the Church. 

Too many parish clergy were idle, ignorant, or op- 
posed to the Gospel; therefore, Wesley was forced to ap- 
point itinerant lay preachers. Bishops refused to recog- 
nize them, but Wesley regarded his preachers as a lay 
order within the church rather like the Church Army cap- 
tains of the far future. Although he allowed them to take 
out licenses from local magistrates for protection, he now 
held that this did not imply separation. Most of the 
preachers were drawn from the “lower orders” of British 
society. Many were deeply sincere, if ill educated, but a 
few wanted to rise in the social scale by acquiring the 
status of ministers of religion. Since no bishop would 
ordain them, they would have liked to become Dissent- 
ing ministers if only Wesley would take the Methodist 
movement out of the Church. 

Charles Wesley grumbled to Lady Huntingdon that 

216 
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“the preachers will destroy the work of God. What has 
well nigh ruined many of them is their being taken from 
their trades. . . . The tinner, barber, thatcher, forgot him- 
self, and set up for a gentleman, and looked out for a 
Se having lost the only way of maintaining him- 
self.” 

Charles wanted all preachers to support themselves by 
their trades and no longer receive stipends administered 
by his brother. He did not dare reveal one of his reasons , 
to Jack: “It will break his power, their not depending on | 
him for bread, and reduce his authority within due 
bounds, as well as guard against that rashness and cre- 
dulity of his, which has kept me in continual awe and | 
bondage for many years.” 

Wesley saw this letter and retorted: “In what respect 
do you want to ‘break my power’ and ‘to reduce my 
authority within due bounds?’ I am quite ready to part 
with the whole or any part of it. It is no pleasure to me, 
nor ever was.” 
By the summer of 1754, when he had recovered fen 

his illness, Wesley found himself assailed from both) 
sides; the sons of Vincent Perronet were threatening to_ 
withdraw from the movement if he did not separate from | 
the church; Charles was threatening to withdraw if he | 
did. The Perronets tried to force the issue by administer- 
ing the Sacrament to some lay preachers. 

The following year Wesley wrote a lengthy paper, 
“Ought We to Separate from the Church of England?’ 
He read it to the conference of preachers in May 1755 at 
Leeds, and they debated for much of three days. Charles 
had already prepared a long letter in verse to his brother 
begging him not to separate. Before the conference end- 
ed, Charles hurried away, relieved that no immediate 
break was likely but fearful lest it come later because his 
brother had settled the question on expediency rather 
than principle. Charles therefore published his verse 
“Epistle to the Reverend Mr. John Wesley.” 

Charles underestimated his brother’s attachment to the 
Church, but another danger arose—that Methodist clergy 
might be thrown out. On June 23, 1755 Wesley sent a 
hurried note to Charles in Bristol that the bishop of Lon- 
don (Sherlock had succeeded on Gibson’s death) had 



218 Ili “THE WORLD MY PARISH” 

“excommunicated” a Methodist clergyman. With a Latin 
tag which Charles paraphrased to Lady Huntingdon as 
“my turn next,” Wesley wrote: ‘It is probable the point 
will now be speedily determined concerning the church. 
For if we must either dissent or be silent, Actum est” (it is 
all over). 

The danger passed; no bishop dared to proceed against 
Wesley himself. The tension within the movement, how- 
ever, remained strong. Charles Wesley gained the sup- 
port of two clergymen whom his brother respected: Sam- 
uel Walker of Truro in Cornwall and William Grimshaw 
of Haworth in Yorkshire, one of Wesley’s closest advisers 
and strongest supporters. When in 1760 three of the lay 
preachers administered the Sacrament in the Methodists’ 
chapel at Norwich, Charles wrote to Grimshaw that 
“things are come to a crisis. We must now resolve either 
to separate from the Church or to continue in it for the 
rest of our lives.” 

' Wesley was away in Ireland; he had published his 
twelve reasons against separation and showed little con- 
cern at aberrations. Grimshaw, however, was adamant 
that he must rebuke the Norwich preachers and threat- 
ened to “disown all connection with the Methodists.” 
When Charles read Grimshaw’s letter aloud at the 
Foundery service, the people ‘‘cried out that they would 
live and die in the Church.” 

Wesley duly rebuked the Norwich men. At the next 
conference he made plain that when he appointed 
preachers, he did not ordain them; the ‘people called 
Methodists” stayed with the Church of England. But 
Wesley was to find in his later years that the question 
“Shall we separate?’ had not been answered finally— 
because the message and the method were for all the 
world. 

In June 1763 Wesley reached his sixtieth birthday. He 
looked younger: his hair was still dark, and he was now 
more physically fit than he had been for years, with re- 
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newed vigor and unwearied determination “to reform 
the nation, and in particular the Church; to spread scrip- 
tural holiness over the land.” 

His life had fallen into a routine which he called ‘as 
fixed as the sun.” He spent the winters in London and 
Bristol overseeing the societies, schools, and orphanages: 
while in the summer “I am almost perpetually in mo- 
tion.” He rode throughout England in a regular rotation, 
sometimes accompanied by Molly. He visited Scotland 
twenty-two times and made his many journeys to 
Ireland. 

Wesley was reviving the long discarded pattern of the 
preaching friars of the medieval church when he spoke 
from market crosses and on commons and hillsides, often 
with a lad to play an oboe for the hymns. In all his 
preaching he aimed “to invite; to convince; to offer 
Christ.” His sermons included frequent anecdotes and 
much Scripture and were informed by the vast range of 
his reading of books by Christian and classical authors; 
yet he wore his learning so lightly that the simplest hear- 
er could understand. His reading on the long rides en- 
abled him to expand his knowledge continually, for he | 
had an insatiable curiosity not only for intellectual knowl- 
edge but about the history, geography, and customs of 
the places he passed, which he would include in his 
printed Journal published at regular intervals. 

He took a servant as valet and groom, always choosing 
a man from the societies. For some years he had Michael 
Fenwick from Newcastle, whom Wesley called ‘an origi- 
nal.’”” Fenwick was vain (and not always truthful) and 
once complained that every helper was mentioned in the 
Journal except himself. Wesley then played a little joke. In 
the next Journal he included an entry: “Mon. 25. I left 
Epworth with great satisfaction, and about 1 o'clock 
preached at Clayworth. I think none was unmoved but 
Michael Fenwick, who fell fast asleep under an adjoining 
haystack.” 

Fenwick later got into trouble; Wesley dismissed and 
expelled him, “a poor wicked man.”” He was reinstated 
later and lived to old age in much sanctity, very generous 
to the poor and perhaps dining out on his memories. 
Wherever Wesley went he would examine the bands 

§ 
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and the classes, keeping Methodists to the mark. The 
societies ensured that the preaching and evangelizing 
would have lasting effect on a district. ‘My brother Wes- 
ley acted wisely,’” wrote Whitefield to a friend who was 
one of Wesley’s local preachers. “The souls that were 
awakened under his ministry he joined in class and thus 
\preserved the fruits of his labors. This I neglected, and 
my people are a rope of sand.” Whitefield had no inclina- 
tion or time ‘‘to weave a web,” and if many of his con- 
verts joined Wesleyan classes when cold-shouldered by 
parish clergy, he rejoiced: “Let the name of Whitefield 
die, so that the cause of Jesus Christ may live.”” Wesley 
had an equal distaste for the name Wesleyan which was 
beginning to be heard but, as Whitefield commented to 
him, ‘‘You, I suppose, are for settling societies 
everywhere.” 

He liked especially to settle them among the poor, giv- 
ing hope and dignity and purpose to the “outcasts of 
men” about whom Charles and he had sung on the night 
of his conversion. “I love the poor,” he wrote in 1757. 
“In many of them I find pure, genuine grace, unmixed 
with paint, folly and affectation,’”’ a sideswipe at the Han- 
overian aristocracy. ‘I bear the rich,” he wrote when he 
was sixty-one, ‘‘and love the poor; therefore I spend al- 
most all my time with them.”’ He was never happier than 
when he visited the cellars and garrets of “the choicest 
part of London society. I mean the poor.”” Often he saw 
the power of the Gospel replace sloth, extravagance, and 
the bottle with enterprise, thrift, and sobriety; Methodists 
were able to leave cellar or garret. 

As the Industrial Revolution began to erect factories 
and mills on the edges of once sleepy towns, and the 
country people migrated to the hurriedly built terraces 
which soon became slums, the societies spread fast, in 
Yorkshire especially. Here and in London a local society 
would often number more than its parish church could 
contain, even if the parson were welcoming rather than 
hostile. Methodist meeting houses or chapels went up 
more quickly than new churches in the expanding towns, 
but the meetings were not to be at the time of church 
services, which the members were urged to attend, espe- 
cially on Sacrament Sundays. In the few parishes where 
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the vicar or rector was evangelical, the Communion 
hymns of Charles Wesley, verse after verse, would be 
sung while the communicants moved forward to take the 
bread and wine. 
A distinctive Methodist character was indeed begin- 

ning to reform the nation—a new spirit of enterprise and, 
self-help, a seriousness which sharpened skills. ‘Be ac- 
tive, be diligent,” Wesley would urge. ‘Avoid all lazi- 
ness, sloth, indolence. Fly from every degree, every ap- 
pearance of it; else you will never be more than half a 
Christian. 

“Be cleanly. In this let the Methodists take pattern by 
the Quakers. Avoid all nastiness, dirt, slovenliness, both 
in your person, clothes, house, and all about you.” And 
he added with a touch of humor, “Do not stink above 
ground. This is a bad fruit of laziness; use all diligence to 
be-clean.)'>+ 

“Whatever clothes you have, let them be whole; no 
rents, no tatters, no rags. These are a scandal to either 
man or woman, being another fruit of vile laziness. Mend 
your clothes, or I shall never expect you to mend your 
lives. Let none ever see a ragged Methodist.” 

The converted trifler or drunk became a hard worker. 
This brought a new prosperity and with it a stronger 
sense of charity toward the afflicted and those who could 
not help themselves, since all was to be done for the 
glory of God and the good of mankind. 

Wesley could visit most of the societies only occasional- 
ly, but he wrote scores of letters in his own hand, 
squeezing his sessions of writing into a crowded day. 
“He wrote as he spoke,” recalled one correspondent who 
knew him well. ‘He literally talks upon paper.” 

“TI have you before my eyes,” Wesley said to another, 
and except when he was composing a careful reply or an 
instruction, his pen flew across the paper: he could be 
terse, but the affection and warmth which the recipient 
remembered would spring out of the neat lines of rather 
square handwriting which gave no sign of their swift 
composition. 

Wesley kept in touch also by the Journal and the other 
books and pamphlets which continued to pour from his 
pen. These had an influence far beyond the membership 
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of his societies, for his own reading was so wide that he 
could introduce subjects which interested all classes. He 
realized early the dangers arising from the intellectual 
‘movement becoming known as The Enlightenment, 

which taught that reason answered all human ques- 
tions—that faith and revelation must give way to reason 
and stay on the margins of thought and experience—and 
that man is born good, needing growth but not 
‘redemption. 

Against The Enlightenment movement, Wesley 
brought before the public his own books and his abridge- 
ment or summaries of Christian classics of all ages: the 
Christian Library. Wesley read books so fast that he occa- 
sionally missed their point. Sometimes he abridged or 
summarized rather shamelessly to support his own 
views: in one instance he reprinted an almost unknown 
book by Richard Baxter, the famous Puritan divine, with- 
out revealing that Baxter had later repudiated much of it. 
Another rather naughty abridgement was to cause Wes- 
ley much trouble. 

Whatever the weaknesses of the Christian Library, 
Wesley’s books, his sermons, letters, and personal exam- 
ple were forging a new synthesis between faith, holy 
living, and Christian knowledge, giving new life to theol- 
ogy and practice in Britain and beyond the seas. 



Chapter Twenty-four 

The Chimney Sweeper 

In 1761 a fresh wave of revival swept across England, 
strengthening the evangelical movement. 

It also brought some fanaticism which in 1762 gave 
Wesley “more care and trouble in six months than in 
several years preceding.” Tom Maxfield was infected. 
Maxfield, the ex-collier converted through Whitefield 
who had become Wesley’s helper until forcibly enlisted 
into the Army, had surprisingly received Holy Orders 
after his discharge. A friendly Irish bishop ordained him 
at Bath ‘’to help that good man, Mr. John Wesley, that he 
may not work himself to death.” 

Maxfield fell under the spell of an ex-corporal of the 
Life Guards named George Bell, who boasted that he was 
now sinless and that the world would end on February 
28, 1763. Many nervous persons spent that night in the 
fields. Bell was arrested for causing a public disturbance; 
he lost his faith and took to radical politics. Maxfield 
broke from Wesley, led 200 of the society to form his own 
independent chapel, and became a violent opponent. 

Wesley reacted mildly. As his physician and early biog- 
rapher Thomas Whitehead commented, Wesley’s quick 
temper had been “in a great measure” corrected by the 
influence of religion and his “habit of close thinking.” If 
strangers persecuted or abused him, he bore it without 
anger or outward emotion; and when colleagues abused 
his confidence, his loyal friends found that he was “not 
easy to convince that any one intentionally deceived 
him.” He forgave injuries. Wesley even preached for 
Maxfield and visited him on his deathbed. The Gentle- 
men’s Magazine, a secular journal, marveled that Wesley 
“has been known to receive into his confidence even 
those who have basely injured him; they have not only 
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subsisted on his bounty, but shared in his affection.” 
Much more serious than Maxfield’s schism was the re- 

newed controversy with the Calvinists. 
The Calvinists dubbed Wesley an “Arminian,” a label 

derived from the Latin name of early seventeenth-centu- 
ry Dutch theologian Arminius, and adopted by Archbish- 
op Laud and many of the high Anglican divines of the 
reigns of Charles I and Charles II. As popularly under- 
stood, the Arminians regarded a believer's good works 
and growth in holiness as decisive to his salvation; this 
was not Wesley’s position after 1738, but he accepted the 
label and gave an evangelical twist to the old title. How- 
ever, he had no wish to form a party. He tried hard to 
preserve unity and could not understand why Calvinists 
attacked him for views which he held starkly and without 
compromise. 

In his desire for unity he inclined to refashion his op- 
ponents’ thoughts and to demolish their arguments by 
selective quotation. And one of his opponents remarked 
of Wesley’s editing of books in his Christian library: 
“Why should poor John Bunyan be disembowled to 
make him look like Mr. Wesley?” Another, the gentle 
James Hervey, former Oxford Methodist and now a mild 
Calvinist, complained that “Mr. Wesley is so unfair in his 
quotations and so magisterial in his manner that I find it 
no small difficulty to _ preserve the decency of the gentle- 
man and the meekness of the Christian in my intended 
answer.” Hervey wrote eleven stiff letters to Wesley 
which he left unposted and unpublished at his early 
death in 1758. 

These were printed in a garbled version without au- 
thority. Hervey’s brother then corrected and reissued 
them in 1765. Wesley replied by preaching and pfinting 
“For the Benefit of the Poor,” a sermon on the theme 
“The Lord Our Righteousness.” He stood his ground on 
the matters in dispute but pleaded against bigotry: ‘‘What 
shall we wrangle about? . . . Let us strengthen each oth- 
ers’ hands in God.” 
“How dreadful,’”’ he insisted, ‘‘and how innumerable 

are the contests which have arisen about religion! And 
not only among the children of the world... but even 
among the children of God, those who had experienced 
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‘the Kingdom of God within them,’ who had tasted of 
‘righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.’, 
How many of these in all ages, instead of joining) 
together against the common enemy, have turned their) 
weapons against each other, and so not only wasted their. 
precious time but hurt one another's spirits, weakened 
each other’s hands, and so hindered the great work of 
their common Master!’’ 

For a few years more it seemed that unity would be 
stronger than dispute. Wesley had written round to some 
fifty clergymen proposing a union not of opinions, ex- 
pressions, or organization but a union of the heart, each 
agreeing never to speak unkindly or to hinder the work 
of the others. Only three replied, but several more agreed 
without feeling the need of a reply. 
Many were temporarily more united in the evangelical 

Gospel than divided by theology: Berridge, the jovial 
bachelor who was rector of Everton in Cambridgeshire; 
Venn, the young son of Wesley’s and Whitefield’s oppo- 
nent of 1739; Fletcher of Madeley, an austere Swiss who 
was Wesley’s closest younger confidant and a much 
loved Shropshire vicar; the Countess of Huntingdon; 
Howell Harris, and others. Whitefield himself was closer 
to the Wesleys than at any time since the early days. 
When he returned again from America, “Mr. Whitefield 
called on me,” recorded Wesley on January 31, 1766. ““He 
breathes nothing but peace and love. Bigotry cannot 
stand before him, but hides its head wherever he 

comes.” 
That summer Lady Huntingdon begged Wesley to hur- 
back from Bristol for conference with Charles and 

Whitefield. “Our firm union” seemed to be the result. 
Wesley recorded on August 17, 1766: ‘‘My brother and I 
conferred with him every day; and... we resolved, by 
the grace of God, to go on, hand in hand, through honor 
and dishonor.” 

Wesley was convinced that each evangelical leader 
could complement the others. Brother Charles had been 
somewhat aloof. He had ceased itinerating and had set- 
tled to pastoral oversight of the main Methodist societies, 
first in Bristol and then in London, where he lived com- 
fortably in the western suburb of Marylebone with his 
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devoted wife and children, two of whom were showing 
musical genius. Wesley urged his brother to put his 
shoulder to the wheel again. In a letter from Whitehaven 
in Cumberland a few weeks before the conference with 
Whitefield, John wrote humbly, even exclaiming in their 
private shorthand, ‘I do not love God. I never did... . I 
am only an honest heathen. ...And yet to be so em- 
ployed of God and so hedged in that I can neither get 
forward nor backward!” 

He urged Charles to continue preaching ‘full redemp- 
tion, receivable by faith alone! consequently to be looked 
for now.’’ Charles had a special gift for bringing hearers 
to decision: “In connexion I beat you; but in strong, 
pointed sentences you beat me. Go on, in your own way 
what God has peculiarly called you to. Press the instanta- 
neous blessing: then I shall have more time for my pecu- 
liar calling, enforcing the gradual work.” 

A Swedish professor, Johan Liden of Uppsala, record- 
ed in his private journal his impressions of Wesley, new- 
ly returned from Ireland, as he preached to 4,000 or more 
in the Methodist chapel at Spitalfields east of the city of 
London on the text “Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, 
for he.hath visited and redeemed his people.” 

“The sermon,” noted the professor on October 15, 
1769, “‘was short but eminently evangelical. He has not 
great oratorical gift, no outward appearance, but he 
speaks clear and pleasant. After the Holy Communion, 
which in all English churches is held with closed doors at 
the end of the preaching service, when none but the 
Communicants usually are present, and which here was 
celebrated very orderly and pathetic, I went forward to 
shake hands with Mr. Wesley, who already knew my 
name, and was received by him in his usual amiable and 
friendly way. 

“He is a small, thin old man, with his own long and 
strait hair, and looks as the worst country curate in Swe- 
den, but has learning as a Bishop and zeal for the glory of 
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God which 1s quite extraordinary. His talk is very agree- 
able, and his mild face and pious manner secure him the 
love of all rightminded men. He is the personification of 
piety, and he seems to me as a living representation of 
the loving Apostle John. The old man Wesley is already 
sixty-six years, but very lively and exceedingly industri- 
ous. I also spoke with his younger brother, Mr. Charles 
Wesley, also a Methodist minister and a pious man, but 
neither in learning or activity can he be compared with 
the older brother.” 

In the afternoon the professor heard Wesley again at 
the Foundery, where the crush was almost unbearable as 
the chapel was smaller. After the service Wesley invited 
him, he wrote, ‘to attend their so-called Private Society, 

when only Methodists were present, furnished with tick- 
ets. First a psalm was sung, and then Mr. Wesley to their: 
edification spoke about practical Christianity, and en-. 
couraged them to diligent prayer and celebrating the 
Lord’s Supper as the best means to grow in grace, exhort- | 
ed them to peace, unity, and love as the distinct character | 
of a Christian. Afterwards some finance matters were at- 
tended to, and the whole was ended with prayer and | 
song about 8 P.M. 

“The song of the Methodists is the most beautiful I 
ever heard. Their fine psalms have exceedingly beautiful 
melodies composed by great masters. They sing in a 
proper way, with devotion, serene mind and charm. It 
added not a little to the harmonious charm of the song 
that some lines were sung by only the women, and after- 
wards the whole congregation joined in the chorus.” 

That same year of 1769 a twenty-nine-year-old Devon- 
shire vicar named Augustus Toplady, an able Calvinist 
theologian, translated a sixteenth-century German’s ex- 
position of Predestination in its severest form. In 1770 
Wesley abridged Toplady’s translation in such a way that 
the argument was reduced to absurdity. In Toplady’s 
eyes, Wesley compounded his crime by adding a mock 
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final word by “the young translator: ‘The sum of all is 
this: One in twenty (suppose) of mankind are elected; 
nineteen are reprobated. The elect shall be saved, do 
what they will; the reprobate shall be damned, do what 
they can, witness my hand, A dig iy 

| This witty naughtiness enraged Toplady. Toplady was 
popular with his Devonshire parishioners and was to 
write, some five years later, one of the finest hymns in 
the English language, ‘Rock of Ages.” But when he 
‘turned to controversy, his devout sentiments were re- 
placed by bile and fury, perhaps partly explained by the 
ill health which shortened his life.’ He damned Wesley 
in thirty pages of theological odium: ‘’Pernicious doc- 
trines . . . all the sophistry of a Jesuit and the dictatorial 
authority of a pope...a lurking, sly assassin... low 
serpentine cunning . . . dirty subterfuges which sink a di- 
vine into the level of an oyster woman.” Toplady ended: 
“IT would no more enter in a formal controversy with 
such a scribbler, than I would contend, for the wall, with 
a chimney sweeper.” 

Wesley declined to read further than the title page of 
the “exquisite coxcomb.” ‘Mr. Augustus Toplady I know 
well, but I do not fight with chimney sweepers” (who in 
the 1770s were small boys sent naked up the chimneys, 
scattering soot on the roof and in the room, and emerg- 
ing black all over). “He is too dirty a writer for me to 
meddle with; I should only foul my fingers.’’ Charles said 
he never heard from John an unkind word about 
Toplady. 

Toplady’s attack had fouled the air when Wesley’s next 
conference of preachers met in London in August 1770. 
Wesley had been much concerned by the spread of the 
heresy of antinomianism whose adherents taught that 
those who are saved may behave immorally because they 
can never lose their salvation. Wesley’s brother-in-law 
Westley Hall was one of the worst: he had left Patty for a 
mistress and then advocated polygamy. 

Wesley considered that Methodists had ‘leaned too 
much towards Calvinism,” which could degenerate into 
antinomianism. The conference drew up an antidote 
which appeared in the minutes so loosely worded that 
even Wesley had to admit afterward that they appeared 
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to suggest that a man could be saved by good works, 
especially if he had never heard the name of Christ. 

Lady Huntingdon read the minutes and wept. She de- 
cided that Wesley had abandoned ‘Free Justification” in 
favor of heresy, teaching that good works were the 
ground of salvation in Christ, not its consequence. Lady 
Huntingdon had founded a college at Trevecca, Howell 
Harris’ birthplace in Wales, to train Methodist clergy and 
preachers, whether Calvinist or Arminian. Two of Wes- 
ley’s nearest disciples, Fletcher and Benson, were presi- 
dent and headmaster. She now ordered that students 
and staff should ‘fully and absolutely disavow and re- 
nounce the doctrine contained in Mr. Wesley’s minutes, 
or be expelled. Fletcher and Benson resigned; Fletcher 
then wrote a “vindication” of the minutes, which heated 
the controversy higher. 

The two sides had broken apart again, yet friendships 
and cooperation were often stronger than mutual suspi- 
cions, and on Sunday, November 18, 1770, this was 

shown plainly. The news of Whitefield’s death and burial 
in New England at the age of fifty-six had reached Lon- 
don. Whitefield had frequently expressed the desire that 
Wesley should preach his funeral sermon. Wesley retired 
to The Limes at Lewisham to write it. 
On Sunday afternoon he was summoned ninety min- . 

utes early to Whitefield’s huge chapel on Tottenham 
Court Road to find that “an immense multitude was 
gathered together from all corners of the town.” The cha- 
pel was full two and a half hours before the advertised 
time and hundreds stood outside and made such a noise 
that “I was at first afraid that a great part of the congrega- 
tion would not be able to hear; but it pleased God to 
strengthen my voice that even those at the door heard 
distinctly.” All in attendance were in black; many were 
weeping. Wesley preached a notable and affectionate 
tribute. 
He ended with an impassioned prayer: “Let the fire of 

thy love fall on every heart! And because we love thee, 
let us love one another with a ‘love stronger than death.’ 
Take away from us all ‘anger, and wrath, and bitterness; 
all clamor, and evil speaking.’ Let thy spirit so rest upon 
us that from this hour we may be ‘kind to each other, 

a at 
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tender hearted; forgiving one another, even as God for 
Christ’s sake has forgiven us!’ ” 
And then they sang the hymn that Charles had written 

for the occasion: 

Servant of God, well done! 
Thy glorious warfare’s past. 

“Of the two greatest and most useful ministers I ever 
knew,” wrote John Fletcher the next year, ‘one is no 

more. The other, after amazing labors, flies still, with 
unwearied diligence, through the three kingdoms, calling 
sinners to repentance Though oppressed with the 
weight of near seventy years, and the cares of near thirty 
thousand souls, he shames still, by his unabated zeal and 
immense labors, all the young ministers in England, per- 
haps in Christendom. He has generally blown the Gospel 
trumpet, and rode twenty miles, before most of the pro- 

_ fessors who despise his labors, have left their downy 
| pillows. As he begins the day, the week, the year, so he 
\ concludes them, still intent upon extensive services for 
\the glory of the Redeemer, and the good of souls.” 

Controversy continued. Without it, the evangelical 
movement would have been stronger still. The followers 
of Whitefield were more to be found in vicarages and 
rectories—though few enough compared with those cler- 

_ gy who despised or hated Methodists—while Wesley’s 
/ lay followers were beginning to feel closer to their Meth- 

Odist preaching houses than to the parish churches, how- 
\ ever much Wesley might urge them to support both. 

Pamphlets flew back and forth. Wesley never descend- 
ed to personalities or theological abuse. He brushed aside 
the chimney-sweeper style of several Calvinist authors. 
As Dr. Whitehead, recalling conversation with Wesley, 
could write of these chimney sweepers, “Their railing 
was much more violent than their reasons were cogent. 
Mr. Wesley kept his temper, and wrote like a Christian, a 
gentleman and a scholar.” 
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Much of the argument was needless or based on mis- 
conception, as young Charles Simeon of Cambridge not- 
ed a few years later when he met the elderly Wesley. 

“Sir,” ventured Simeon, “I understand that you are 
called an Arminian; and I have been sometimes called a 
Calvinist; and therefore I suppose we are to draw dag- 
gers. But before I consent to begin the combat, with your 
permission I will ask you a few questions, not from im- 
pertinent curiosity, but for real instruction. . . . Pray Sir, 
do you feel yourself a depraved creature, so depraved 
that you would never have thought of turning to God if 
God had not first put it into your heart?’ 

“Yes, I do indeed,” replied Wesley. 
“And do you utterly despair of recommending yourself 

to God by anything you can do; and look for salvation 
solely through the blood and righteousness of Christ?” 

“Yes, solely through Christ.” 
“But, Sir, supposing you were first saved by Christ, are 

you not somehow or other to save yourself afterwards by 
your own works?” 

“No; I must be saved by Christ from first to last.” 
“Allowing then that you were first turned by the grace 

of God, are you not in some way or other to keep your- 
self by your own power?” 

“No.” 
“What then, are you to be upheld every hour and ev- 

ery moment by God, as much as an infant in its mother’s 
arms?” 

“Yes, altogether.” 
“And is all your hope in the grace and mercy of God to 

preserve you unto his heavenly kingdom?” 
“Yes, I have no hope but in him.” 
“Then, Sir, with your leave, I will put up my dagger | 

again; for this is all my Calvinism; this is my election, my | 

justification by faith, my final perseverance; it is, in sub-— 
stance, all that I hold, and as I hold it: and therefore, if © 

you please, instead of searching out terms and phrases to — 
be a ground of contention between us, we will cordially 
unite in those things wherein we agree.” 



Chapter Twenty-five 

The Cry of the Poor and the Slaves 

On November 27, 1771 Wesley took the stagecoach 
from London to Norwich, arriving in the evening. He 
met the society early next morning and learned that 
many members were “in the utmost want (such a general 
decay of trade having hardly been known in the memory 
of man).” In the evening he had a larger congregation 
than usual. He believed that the widespread hunger was 
turning many to think about God: when bread was plen- 
tiful, they ‘never considered whether they had souls or 
not.”” 

He therefore preached emphatically on Christ’s words: 
“Seek ye first the kingdom of God and all these things 
shall be added to you” (Matthew 6:33). Faith came first; 
provision would follow. Wesley’s words could be accept- 
ed by hungry people because they knew he was doing all 
that lay in his power to help by action and word. 

Recent harvests had been disastrous, inflating the price 
of corn. That very week King George III, in his Speech 
from the Throne, had deplored the “distresses of the 
poor,” and the government was bringing in a measure to 
allow foreign corn to enter British ports without being 
charged duty. Wesley knew that more fundamental 
change was required. 

He had seen “with my own eyes,” in every corner of 
the land, “‘thousands starving because out of work; who 
could afford only “‘a little coarse food every other day.” 
He knew a woman who had picked up “stinking sprats 
from a dunghill’”’ to feed her children; another who gath- 
ered bones left by dogs in the streets, ‘‘making broth of 
them, to prolong a wretched life.” Yet the rich were 
“abounding with all the necessaries, the conveniences, 
the superfluities of life!’ 

232 
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Wesley wrote powerfully to the press about the wide 
gulf between rich and poor, as he had often done before. 
He suggested that bread would be cheaper if great quan- 
tities of corn were not used in distilling strong drink; 
meat would not be so scarce and dear if the nobility and 
gentry would stop the ‘amazing waste” allowed in their 
kitchens and eat less enormous meals. Wesley poured 
out his suggestions, some of which had been proposed 
by others. 

Visiting the sick in London, he was surprised that they 
were few; he could “hardly remember so healthy a 
winter. So wisely does God order all things that the poor 
may not utterly be destroyed by hunger and sickness 
together.” But he and his congregation at the Foundery 
were “greatly embarrassed by the necessities of the 
poor.” On New Year's Eve 1771 he led strong prayers for 
their relief; he urged Methodists to relieve and to evange- 
lize the poor systematically, and encouraged a young 
man, George Mackie, to organize a body of volunteers, 
thus founding a charity which continued long into the 
next century as ‘the Christian Community.” 

Wesley urged men and women to “gain all you can’ 
by rightful means and hard work without harming oth- 
ers, to “save all you can” by avoiding extravagance and 
needless expense. ‘Having first gained all you can, and 
secondly saved all you can, then give all you can.” To save 
did not mean to hoard. In Wesley’s view, ‘You may as 
well throw your money into the sea as bury it in the 
earth... or in the Bank of England. Not to use, is effec- 
tually to throw it away.”” The money should provide 
“things needful for yourself and your household,” and 
what is left over should be given away to help the poor 
and to extend the kingdom of God. 

Most of Wesley’s own income from his books went to 
relieve distress or support the spread of the Methodist 
movement. When Parliament imposed a tax on gold and 
silver plate and he received a pompous demand to send a 
prompt return of the plate that a clergyman of his emi- 
nence was sure to possess, he took some pleasure in a 
brisk reply: ‘Sir: I have two silver teaspoons at London 
and two at Bristol. This is all the plate which I have at 
present, and I shall not buy any more while so many 
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around me want bread. I am, sir, your most humble ser- 
vant, John Wesley.”’ 

Wesley was certain that the nation must change its 
ways if the country were not to fall under the judgement 
of God. On the eve of the American war, he wrote a long 
letter to the Earl of Dartmouth, who had become a strong 
evangelical Christian through Lady Huntingdon and was 
secretary of state for the colonies: ‘‘When I consider (to 
say nothing of ten thousand other vices shocking to hu- 
man nature) the astonishing luxury of the rich and the 
profaneness of rich and poor, I doubt whether general dis- 
soluteness of manners does not demand a general visita- 
tion. Perhaps the decree is already gone forth from the 
Governor of the world.” 

Wesley feared that England was on the verge of revolu- 
tion. In this same letter written June 14, 1775, he told 
Dartmouth: ‘‘As I travel four or five thousand miles a 
year, I have an opportunity of conversing freely with 
more persons of every denomination than anyone else in 
the three kingdoms. I cannot therefore but know the gen- 
eral disposition of the people, English, Scots, and Irish; 
and I know an huge majority of them are exasperated 
almost to madness.” 

Against the background of “a general decay of trade” 
and an “uncommon dearness of provisions,” inflamma- 
tory papers spread ‘‘with the utmost diligence in every 
corner of the land.” The people were “ripe for open re- 
bellion. And I assure your Lordship they want nothing 
but a leader.” 

No rebellion came, either during the years of the 
American war or following the French Revolution, and 
Wesley was afterward hailed by historians as a prime 
factor in saving Britain. Other scholars contested this, 
pointing out that Britain’s Parliamentary system, even 
with a restricted vote, made revolution unnecessary, 
“screaming out for liberty while they have it in their 
hands,” as Wesley said in 1775. Yet there were times 
when agitators might have set all Britain in a flame, had 
not multitudes already found a better hope than political 
anarchy. The nineteenth-century leaders of “working 
men,’’ as they were called, were largely influenced by 
Wesleyan chapels and, therefore, abhorred violence. 
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Wesley and the early evangelicals had also begun the 
slow process of bringing the rich and powerful to a more 
just and compassionate approach to the problems of pov- 
erty. The change in the national conscience of Britain 
between the mid-eighteenth century and the Victorian 
Age at all social levels owed much to Wesley. 
What is more, he raised his voice against the greatest 

evil, almost universally condoned, of the age: ‘that exe- 
me sum of all villainies, commonly called the slave | 
trade.” 

When he had ridden through parts of South Carolina 
during his time in America and had seen the slaves work- 
ing in the fields, Wesley was shocked by their con- 
ditions and punishments but did not suppose slavery 
wrong or the slave trade a crime against humanity. 

In 1758 while preaching at Liverpool, he dined with a 
thirty-three-year-old ex-slave trader who had been con- 
verted in a storm at sea some years earlier. John Newton, 
future author of ‘‘How Sweet the Name of Jesus 
Sounds,” had continued as captain of a slave ship while a 
Christian, though he hated the work; afterward he said 
that his tender conscience would have stopped him had 
he realized that he was engaged in crime rather than in a 
lawful but unpleasant occupation. An illness forced him 
ashore. When Wesley met him, he was a tide surveyor 
and an active disciple of Whitefield rather than of 
Wesley. 
On later visits Newton told of his difficulty in finding a 

bishop to ordain him (several had refused him, to Wes- 
ley’s disgust, on the feeble excuse that he did not hold a 
degree from Oxford or Cambridge). If they discussed the 
slave trade, Wesley makes no mention of it in his Journal. 

In 1764 Newton’s autobiography (published anony- 
mously in early editions, as strange as it may seem’), 
which Wesley read twice, did not attack the slave trade. 
Newton was beginning to have moral scruples, but 
Whitefield had persuaded the Georgia trustees to allow 
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the use of slaves, hitherto banned, although he castigated 
planters who mistreated them. 
On Wednesday, February 12, 1772, Wesley traveled 

from Dorking to London. On the way down he had read 
Sterne’s Sentimental Journey. (‘For oddity, uncouthness 
and unlikeness to all the world beside, I suppose the 
writer is without a rival.’”) On the way back he read a 
very different book, newly published: Some Historical Ac- 
count of Guinea... with an Inquiry into the Rise and Progress 
of the Slave Trade, its Nature and Lamentable Effects by An- 
thony Benezet, an American Quaker of French birth. 

The subject was much to the fore because the benevo- 
lent Granville Sharp had just brought a suit before the 
Lord Chief Justice in the Court of King’s Bench to stop 
the export back to Barbados of a runaway slave who had 
been recaptured in London. Lord Mansfield’s famous 
judgment that a slave setting foot in England became free 
would not be given until June. 

Wesley was horrified by Benezet’s revelations of slav- 
ery in the British Colonies in America and the Car- 
ribbean. “I read of nothing like it in the heathen world, 
whether ancient or modern; and it infinitely exceeds, in 
every instance of barbarity, whatever Christian slaves 
suffer in Mahometan countries.” 

In 1774, recalling his own memories but following his 
frequent custom of abridging other men’s labors, Wesley 
drew on Benezet to write Thoughts on Slavery. Wesley was 
thus the first voice of importance to be raised in England 
though Granville Sharp’s successful action had been 
widely reported. Wesley condemned both the slave trade 
and slavery itself: ‘“And this equally concerns every gen- 
tleman that has an estate in our American plantations; 

yea, all slave-holders, of whatever rank and degree; see- 
ing men-buyers are exactly on a level with men-stealers.’’ 

His call was uncompromising: ‘‘Give liberty to whom 
liberty is due, that is, to every child of man, to every 
partaker of human nature. Let none serve you but by his 
own act and deed, by his own voluntary action. Away 
with all whips, all chains, all compulsion! Be gentle to- 
ward all men; and see that you invariably do with every 
one as you would he should do unto you.” 

John Newton read the pamphlet in his Buckingham- 



THE CRY OF THE POOR AND THE SLAVES III 237 

shire vicarage at Olney. Wesley’s words opened New- 
ton’s eyes to the crime in which he had been engaged 
before and after his conversion. He grew determined toi 
right the wrong if a way should open; eleven years later 
Newton was one of the chief influences on the young 
Member of Parliament, William Wilberforce, who as a 
boy had known and admired him and had turned to him 
at the crisis of his own conversion. The long campaign 
for abolition belongs to Wilberforce’s story,’ but in its 
early stages Wesley advised and encouraged all who 
were concerned. As he would write at the age of eighty- 
four, in a shaky handwriting, to Granville Sharp: “Ever 
since I heard of it first, I felt a perfect detestation of the 
horrid Slave Trade.” 

At the time that he wrote his pamphlet against the 
slave trade, Wesley’s thoughts went much to America, 
not only because of the sufferings of slaves. 

He deplored the dispute between the colonies and the 
Crown. He warned Prime Minister Lord North and Lord 
Dartmouth, the secretary of state, that the colonists 
would not be easily defeated if they rebelled and im- 
plored the cabinet to find a compromise which would 
hold the colonists to their allegiance. At first, he had 
sympathized with the colonists, but as they moved 
nearer to revolution, he contested their case and urged 
restraint and loyalty. He wrote ‘““A Calm Address to Our 
American Colonies,” which was mostly an unacknowl- 
edged paraphrase of Dr. Samuel Johnson’s “Taxation No 
Tyranny,” thus given a much wider circulation.* 

Both the plagiarism and the change of view infuriated 
young Toplady, who lampooned Wesley in “An Old Fox 
Tarr’d and Feather’d”’: ‘“Whereunto shall I liken Mr. John 
Wesley? and with what shall I compare him? I will liken 
him unto a low and puny TADPOLE in Divinity, which 
proudly seeks to dis-embowel an high and mighty WHALE 
in politics.”’ 

Wesley left Fletcher to answer Toplady. His own con- 
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cern lay with horror of rebellion, the sufferings of the 
wounded, and the divisions between Christians. On No- 
vember 12, 1775, now aged seventy-two, he preached at 
St. Matthew’s, Bethnal Green, a sermon which was later 
known by the title ‘Our National Sins and Miseries.” In 
the congregation sat the representative of a provincial 
newspaper, the Chester Chronicle. 

Wesley, wrote the journalist, ‘pathetically described 
the dire horrors of war, the noise of cannon, cities and 
villages involved with pillars of fire and smoke, garments 
rolled in blood, the cries of wounded and dying soldiers; 
the distresses of the widows and the sighs and tears of 
helpless orphans. 

“High and low, young and old, seemed affected with 
Mr. Wesley’s discourse; for scarce a dry eye was seen in 
that large assembly. 

“After the sermon a good collection was made at the 
church doors for the support of the widows and children 
of those soldiers who were slain on the plains of 
America.” 



Chapter Twenty-six 

“To the Ends of the Earth” 

On a winter’s day in the time of great scarcity, Jahn 
Wesley was taking a short break at the vicarage of 
Shoreham in Kent with his valued adviser and friend, 
Vincent Perronet, who had just passed his seventy-ninth, 
birthday. The scenes of want and misery which Wesley 
had witnessed and the controversies which were ana 
him concern may have temporarily depressed him. At 
the end of a letter to Charles on immediate matters, he 
suddenly questioned the whole worth of his ministry. 

“I often cry out, Vitae me redde prior! [‘’Give me back 
my former life,” a quotation from Horace] Let me be 
again an Oxford Methodist! I am often in doubt whether 
it would not be best for me to resume all my Oxford 
rules, great and small. I did then walk closely with God 
and redeem the time. But what have I been doing these 
thirty years?” 

Yet these moments of depression were rare. His tall, 
young assistant, Samuel Bradburn, who traveled with 
him thousands of miles and afterward became one of the 
most fluent of Methodist preachers, said that he ‘‘never 
saw him low-spirited in my life, nor could he endure o| 
be with a melancholy person.” The first time that 
Bradburn met Wesley he “was greatly struck with his 
cheerfulness and affability. From seeing him only in the 
pulpit, and considering his exalted station in the Church 
of Christ, I supposed he was very reserved and austere; 
but how agreeably was I disappointed when, with a 
pleasant smile, he took me by the hand and said, ‘Beware 
of the fear of man, and be sure you speak flat and plain 
in preaching.’ It is not easy to express the good effect this 
advice had on my mind at that time ” 

If Wesley had grounds for depression, one at least was 
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the gradual breakup of his unfortunate marriage to 
Molly. 

She stole or burned his papers, and constantly criti- 
cized him in conversation with others, including Toplady 
and other opponents. In 1771 she left without warning 
and went to live in Newcastle; within three years she 
came back to Wesley, but John Hampson of Manchester 
(father of Wesley’s first biographer) once entered a room 

_ unannounced to find Molly dragging her husband across 
\the floor by his hair. 

Wesley tried to humor her and took her on his travels 
but never understood her troubled spirit. He assumed 
that her lies about his actions and character were an at- 
tempt to vindicate her own. He believed her to be a 
woman of true faith but poor judgment. Sometimes he 
wondered whether she had married him for his money 
derived from his books only to find that his fortune was 
not for his own use. 

She left him finally and set up home with her son. In 
1777 the Wesleys met accidentally. Molly said she was 
willing to return. He agreed, provided that she restored 
his papers and took no more. 
On reflection he wrote to withdraw his offer because it 

‘would seem an admission that he had been guilty of all 
her accusations. ‘For instance, you have said over and 
over that I have lived in adultery these twenty years,” he 
told her. She had lied to others that he lay with Sarah 
Ryan, the housekeeper at Bristol, and that Sally, Charles’ 
happy and devotedly faithful wife, was his mistress. He 
challenged Molly: ‘Do you believe this, or do you not? If 
you do, how can you think of living with such a 
monster?” 

She may have made another approach, for in 1778 he 
wrote an uncompromising letter. “You have laid innu- 
merable stumbling blocks in the way, both of the wise 
and the unwise. You have served the cause, and in- 
creased the number of rebels, deists, atheists; and weak- 
ened the hands of those that love and fear God. 

“If you were to live a thousand years twice told, you 
could not undo the mischief which you have done. And 
until you have done all you can towards it, I bid you 
Farewell!’ 
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They never met again. When she died in 1781, Wesley 
was not told of her death for several days nor the place 
and hour of her funeral. She left him a mourning ring. 

The revival had now reached across Britain to an ex- 
traordinary extent. The bishops remained aloof, still 
shackled by the accepted opinions of past years, but the 
people responded. 

The “select societies” of Methodists were small com- 
pared with the numbers of those who were influenced. 
Thus, in the fast growing town of Manchester the society 
numbered some sixty persons, but when Wesley formally 
opened the new chapel on Oldham Street and began the 
service the next day, Sunday, April 1, 1781, ‘our country 
friends flocked in from all sides. At the Communion was 
such a sight I am persuaded was never seen at Manches- 
ter before: eleven or twelve hundred communicants at 
once, and all of them fearing God.” 
Some months later on August 5, 1781 “at the old 

church in Leeds we had eighteen clergymen and about 
eleven hundred communicants.” Again and again in the 
1780s he reported over one thousand at Holy Commu- 
nion, and when at Birstall ‘I administered the Sacrament 
to fifteen or sixteen hundred communicants”; his discrep- 
ancy of a hundred more or less was of no account as 
Wesley marveled at the eagerness of the people. 

He was, however, becoming concerned lest the Meth- 
odist movement should fade away at his death. Despite 
growing pressure, he did not want to found a sect; Meth- 
odists might be Anglicans in England and Presbyterians 
in Scotland or Dissenters. ‘‘The Methodists alone,” he 
wrote, “do not insist on your holding this or that opin- 
ion; but they think and let think. Neither do they impose 
any particular mode of worship. Here is our glorying; 
and a glorying peculiar to us; what society shares it with 
us?” He wanted the distinctive system to continue. 
When approaching seventy, Wesley wrote to John 

Fletcher of Madeley, then forty-four: ‘‘What an amazing 
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work has God wrought in these kingdoms in less than 
forty years! And it not only increases throughout En- 
gland, Scotland and Ireland; nay, it has spread into New 
York, Pennsylvania, Virginia, Maryland and Carolina. 
But the wise men of the world say, ‘When Mr. Wesley 
drops, then all this is at an end! And so it surely will 
unless, before God calls him hence, one is found to stand 
in his place.’ ” 

He listed the qualities needed and then wrote: “Thou 
art the man! ...Come out in the name of God! Come to 
the help of the Lord against the mighty! Come while I am 
alive and capable of labor. . . . Come and strengthen the 
hands, comfort the heart, and share the labor of—Your 
affectionate friend and brother.” 

Fletcher did not feel he should leave his parish, though 
he was ready to help Charles should John die first. The 
preachers wanted Fletcher, and before long it was accept- 
ed that he was Wesley’s designated successor in the 
event of his death. But as the years passed, Fletcher's 
health grew worse, forcing him to spend much time in 
his native Switzerland. He died prior to Wesley. 

Another and a younger clergyman stood at Wesley’s 
side. 

Thomas Coke was a little Welshman with a boyish but 
handsome face and a pleasing smile. He was energetic 
and able: while serving as a young curate in Somerset, he 
was made a Doctor of Civil Laws of Oxford and had 
already been bailiff or mayor of his native Brecon. 

He became a Methodist and was dismissed by his vicar 
in 1777 at the age of thirty. By the next year he was firmly 
installed as Wesley’s assistant. Being an ordained clergy: 
man, he could officiate at the new chapel on City Road, 
which had been built (as a church rather than a preaching 
house) to replace the crumbling Foundery nearby. 

The “little Doctor” was soon closely involved with 
Wesley in problems which would fundamentally influ- 
ence the future. 
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When Wesley should die, the ownership and control of 
the numerous preaching houses and chapels might be 
disputed. And the annual conference, founded originally 

to advise him as he decided where to place his preachers, 
might degenerate into arguments between factions once 
his overriding personal authority had gone. Moreover, 
no one knew whether the conference was the master or 
the servant of Methodists. 

While Wesley lived, the issue was scarcely relevant, 
but in counsel’s opinion (obtained by Coke in 1783) the 
law would not recognize the Methodist Conference in its 
present state: “consequently there was no central point 
which might preserve the Connexion from splitting into a 
thousand pieces after the death of Mr. Wesley.” 

__ Wesley was physically fit. As he wrote on his next 
birthday: ‘I am as strong at eighty-one as I was at twen- 
ty-one; but abundantly more healthy, being a stranger to 
the head-ache, tooth-ache, and other bodily disorders 
which attended me in my youth. We can only say, ‘The 
Lord reigneth!’ While we live, let us live to him!’ ” But he 
could not live forever. 

In February 1784 he therefore signed a declaratory 
deed poll, enrolled in chancery, which invested 100 
named preachers as the legal members of ‘The Confer- 
ence of the People called Methodists,” with authority to 
carry out its specified business. Coke had wanted all the 
preachers to be members; Wesley decided to limit the 
number to what became known as the Legal Hundred. 
Several who were not selected were offended, and a few 
‘severed their links, while Charles Wesley saw with grief 
that a long step had been taken toward the eventual 
emergence of a new denomination, whatever his broth- 
er’s strong personal love for the Church of England. 

That same year of 1784 an international problem 
caused Wesley to take Methodists an even longer step 
toward the separation (after his death) which he had nev- 
er intended. 

In 1769 Wesley and the conference set apart two lay 
preachers for the American colonies; their departure 
involved nothing new, for they were to behave like the 
itinerant preachers in Britain and not to administer the 
Sacraments. Two years later a young itinerant from the 
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Midlands, Francis isburts volunteered to join them and 
sailed for Philadelphia. His gifts and tireless dedication 
eventually made him the head of the American Method- 

.ists as general assistant, but he was a layman. Method- 
ism spread rapidly, especially in remote parts without 
Anglican clergy or Presbyterian ministers. When the colo- 
nies declared independence, Asbury prevented the Meth- 
odists from breaking their connection with the conference 
at home. 

By 1784, with the United States now a sovereign nation 
in equal treaty relations with its former mother country, 
the religious situation was grievous: scores of clergy who 
had kept their loyalty to King George had migrated to 
Canada or the West Indies or Britain. The laity wanted 
the Sacraments and an ordained ministry of teaching and 
evangelism. Whatever patriot clergy might do to elect 
their own bishops (having previously been legally in the 
diocese of London), Wesley became concerned for the 
spiritual welfare of Americans—those “few sheep in the 
wilderness,”” as he somewhat tactlessly called them. 

He had slowly formed a plan for an independent Meth- 
odist church in America shaped like the Church of En- 
gland: episcopal, not congregational, in government, 
though he would not call its leaders “bishops.” The litur- 
gy should be Anglican with minor variations. Coke en- 
\thusiastically supported this daring scheme. 

Wesley had been persuaded by a treatise written by 
Lord King, Lord Chancellor in the reign of George I, that 
priests or presbyters belonged to the same order in the 
church as bishops and that therefore a presbyter might 
ordain in exceptional circumstances. Wesley had not ex- 
ercised this power. When Charles suspected that his 
brother contemplated ordaining for America, he consult- 
ed Lord Chief Justice Mansfield, who had known him at 
Westminster and Christ Church. Lord Mansfield rejected 
the view of Lord King (who had been born a Presbyteri- 
an) and told Charles that ‘ordination is separation’’—if 
his brother, a presbyter, ordained someone, he would 
effectively separate himself from the Church of England. 

Wesley disagreed. He sketched his plan for the new 
church, prepared its liturgy, and ordained two elders for 
America by the laying on of hands. In September 1784 
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after the annual conference at Bristol, he laid hands on 
Thomas Coke and gave him a certificate as general super- 
intendent of the Methodists in America. 

Charles was horrified. “I can scarcely yet believe it, 
that in his eighty-second year my brother, my old inti- 
mate friend and companion, should have assumed the 
epsicopal character, ordained elders, consecrated a bishop, 
and sent him to ordain the lay preachers in America! 1) 
was then in Bristol, at his elbow; yet he never gave me | 
the least hint of his intention. How was he surprised into 
so rash an action? He certainly persuaded himself that it 
was right.” 

Coke sailed for America and ordained Asbury. Both/ 
eventually assumed the title of bishop to Wesley’s dis- 
may. In 1788 he wrote to “my dear Franky” Asbury: “I 
study to be little; you study to be great. I creep; you strut 
along... . Do not seek to be something. Let me be noth- 
ing, and ‘Christ be all in all.’ 
“How can you, how dare you, suffer yourselves to be 

called BISHOP. I shudder, I start at the very thought! 
Men may call me a knave or a fool; a rascal, a scoundrel, 
and I am content. But they shall never, by my consent, 
call me Bishop!” 

Wesley continued to believe that Methodism should be 
simply a society of Christians, each loyal to his own 
church or denomination, meeting together “to fear God 
and work righteousness.” 

But he rejoiced in the great spread of the work in 
America and the West Indies under Coke and Asbury 
and rejoiced that “the little Doctor” shared his own vi- 
sion: that if Christians lived holy lives, the heathen 
would be unable to resist the message of Christ. 

“The God of love,’ declared Wesley prophetically, 
“will then prepare his messengers and make a way into 
the polar regions, into the deepest recesses of America, 
and into the interior parts of Africa; yea, into the heart of 
China and Japan, with the countries adjoining to them. 
And ‘their sound’ will then ‘go forth into all lands, and 
their voice to the ends of the earth.’ ” 



Chapter Twenty-seven 

The Best-Loved Man in England 

In March 1788 Charles Wesley’s health gave cause for 
anxiety. John, traveling westward, urged him to hire a 
carriage and “go out for at least an hour a day. I would 
not blame you if it were two or three. Never mind ex- 
pense; I can make that up. You shall not die to save 
charges.” 

As the news worsened, a stream of advice flowed into 
Charles’ Marylebone home, with avuncular letters to the 
unruly musical nephews and to Sally, the niece who was 
almost like a daughter to Wesley. He also ordered Sam- 
my Bradburn, in charge at the new chapel, to summon 
Dr. Whitehead and to make Charles exercise at home on 
a “wooden horse” if he would not go out, and “I earnest- 
ly advise him to be electrified; not shocked, but only 
filled with electric fire.”” 

Right to the end he urged that Charles could be raised 
up by prayer, but Charles died on March 29. Owing to 
a misdirected letter, the sad news reached John in the 
dans too late for him to travel to London for the 
funeral. 

Three weeks later Wesley was leading the service in 
the Methodist preaching house at Bolton in Lancashire, 
which had a well-taught choir of nearly a hundred boys 
and girls ‘selected from our Sunday schools.” Wesley 
had been touched by their singing of the first hymn. The 
second was listed as ‘‘Come, O Thou Traveler Un- 
known,” Charles Wesley’s great hymn on wrestling Ja- 
cob; Isaac Watts had said that hymn was “worth all the 
verses he himself had written,’” which included ‘‘When I 
Survey the Wondrous Cross.” 

As Wesley, according to custom, “lined out” the first 
verse of Wrestling Jacob, he reached the words: 
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My company before is gone, 
And I am left alone with thee. 

His voice faltered. He burst into tears, sat down in the 
pulpit, and covered his face with his hands. The congre- 
gation wept with him, and instead of song the building 
was rent by cries. Then he recovered himself and 
preached and prayed, conducting a service which none 
would forget. 

Wesley himself passed his eighty-fifth birthday in June 
1788 with a vigor, except for “some difficulty in reading a 
small print by candlelight,” which was widely remarked 
upon in an age when the biblical “three score years and 
ten’’” was the normal span 

“His step was firm,” recalled John Hampson, ‘and his 
appearance, till within a few years of his death, vigorous 
and muscular. His face, for an old man, was one of the 
finest we have seen. A clear smooth forehead, an aqui- 
line nose, an eye the brightest and most piercing that can 
be conceived, and a freshness of complexion, scarcely 
ever to be found at his years, and impressive of the most 
perfect health, conspired to render him a venerable and 
interesting figure.” 

Wesley ascribed his good health and serenity to early 
rising (helped by an alarm clock which “went off with a 
thundering noise’) and to early prayer followed by the 
usual preaching at 5 A.M. He loved regular exercise even 
in old age; he had a level temperament, and ‘‘though I 
m always in haste,’”” he wrote when still in his seventies, 

“I am never in a hurry; because I never undertake any 
more work than I can go through with perfect calmness 
of spirit.” He was also much alone, traveling in his 
chaise, and thus had time for reading, reflection, and 
more prayer. By his mid-eighties his friends sometimes 
felt that he preached and wrote too much, but he would 
not slacken. 
He never fussed, for he believed that Providence ruled 
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every event. Now that Wesley’s authority was unques- 
tioned and since his great age and fame commanded in- 
stant respect, he shed the reserve which he had imposed 
on himself to help maintain his leadership; the new gen- 
eration could enjoy the warmhearted Wesley whereas 
most of his own contemporaries had only glimpsed the 
warmth displayed in his concern for his preachers’ wel- 
fare or in little touches such as his habit of using nick- 
names or diminutives. 

His face and manner had a “cheerfulness mingled with 
gravity,” continued Hampson, ‘a sprightliness which 
was the natural result of an unusual flow of spirits, and 
was yet accompanied with every mark of the most serene 
tranquility....In dress, he was a pattern of neatness 
and simplicity. A narrow, plaited stock, a coat with a 
small upright collar; no buckles at his knees, no silk or 
velvet in any part of his apparel; and a head as white as 
snow gave an idea of something primitive and apostolic: 
While an air of neatness and cleanliness defused over his 
whole person . . . his manner, in private life, was the re- 
verse of cynical or forbidding. It was sprightly and pleas- 
ant, to the last degree; and presented a beautiful contrast 
to the austere deportment of many of his preachers and 
people, who seemed to have ranked laughter among the 
mortal sins. It was impossible to be long in his company 
without partaking his hilarity.” 

This cheerfulness particularly impressed Alexander 
Knox of Londonderry, the future theological writer who, 
at the age of thirty-two in 1789, accompanied Wesley in 
Ireland. “So fine an old man I never saw!” wrote Knox. 
“The happiness of his mind beamed forth in his counte- 
nance: Every look shewed how fully he enjoyed ‘the gay 
remembrance of a life well spent.’ 

“Wherever he went he diffused a portion of his own 
felicity. Easy and affable in his demanour, he accommo- 
dated himself to every sort of company; and shewed how 
happily the most finished courtesy may be blended with 
the most perfect peity. In his conversation we might be at 
a loss whether to admire most his fine classical taste, his 
extensive knowledge of men and things, or his overflow- 
ing goodness of heart. While the grave and serious were 
charmed with his wisdom, his sportive sallies of innocent 



THE BEST-LOVED MAN IN ENGLAND Ill 249 

mirth delighted even the young and thoughtless; and 
both saw in his uninterrupted cheerfulness, the excellen- 
cy of true religion. . . In him even old age appeared de- 
lightful, like an evening without a cloud.” 

He loved telling stories, grave or amusing, from ua 
vast store of memories. His sermons were full of anec- 
dotes which never appeared in print, and when he was 
in council, if the discussion was not going his way he had 
a slightly exasperating habit of deflecting it by anecdotes 
until his counselors conceded his point. 

His stories were long remembered. “He was invariably 
an instructive and edifying guest” is the tradition at 
Redruth, and while he was always aware of his position 
and responsibility as a minister of Christ, ‘the smartness 
of his conversation and the raciness of his anecdotes 
would sometimes set the table ‘on a roar.’ ” 

The West Country was proof of the change which had 
been wrought by Methodism. On his way down on one 
visit in old age, he had attended a service in Exeter Ca- 
thedral and was “‘much pleased” by the reverent congre- 
gation and fine music. The bishop of Exeter, John Ross, 
invited him to dinner at the palace where Bishop 
Lavington had written his violent pamphlets. Wesley en- 
joyed the furniture (‘not costly nor showy”) and the 
meal (‘plain and good but not delicate’) and the “genu- 
ine, unaffected courtesy of the bishop who will be a 
blessing to his whole diocese.’”’ As they parted the bishop 
said, “Mr. Wesley, I hope I may sit at your feet in the 
kingdom of heaven.” 
On Wesley’s last visit to Cornwall in August 1789, he 

came again to Falmouth, recalling: ‘The last time I was 
here, about forty years ago, I was taken prisoner by an 
immense mob, gaping and roaring like lions: but how is 
the tide turned! High and low now lined the street from 
one end of the town to the other, out of stark love and 
kindness, gaping and staring as if the King were going 
by. In the evening I preached on the smooth top of the 
hill, at a small distance from the sea, to the largest con- 
gregation I have ever seen in Cornwall, except in or near 
Redruth. ... God moved wonderfully on the hearts of 
the people, who all seemed to know the day of their 
visitation.” 
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He preached again in Gwennap Pit: “I suppose for the 
last time; for my voice cannot now command the still 
increasing multitude. It was supposed they were now 
more than five-and-twenty thousand. I think it scarce 
possible that all should hear.” At Port Isaac the whole 
town seemed to be present. “How changed since the 
time” when the man who had invited him dared not ask 
him to stay lest the mob pull down the house. As Wesley 
left the county on Friday, August 28, 1789, he comment- 
ed, “So there is a fair prospect in Cornwall, from Laun- 
ceston to Lands End.” 

He continued his travels, preaching in chapels, parish 
churches, and in the open air and examining the Method- 
ists classes. ““He would call the name of each of the mem- 
bers,’”” recalled one who was then young, “and they 
would leave their seat and come before him, and then he 
would ask them some plain, searching questions and af- 
ter their answers give them some excellent advice, right 
to the point, and remarkable for brevity as well as 
adaptation. .. . Notwithstanding his great age he was 
very vigorous, for the moment he had finished his prayer 
he was off his knees and on his feet.” 
On Good Friday 1790 he dedicated his last chapel, a 

large building at Oldham in Lancashire. ‘The new house 
would in no wise contain the congregation but I preached 
to as many as it would contain.” In the congregation was 
a small boy, John Standering, who recalled the scene in 
his old age: “‘Mr. Wesley was of small stature, aged and 
wrinkled and feebled in body, and yet his voice was 
strong. He wore a three-cornered cocked hat, gown and 
bands. There was an immense concourse of people. After 
the sermon, Mr. Wesley requested all the children to sit 
around the altar, and he passed around, laid his hands 
upon their heads, and offered a prayer for each child.” 

He was now beginning to fail. He preached in the open 
air for the last time on October 6, 1790 beneath an ash 
tree in the churchyard of Rye in Kent. The next week he 
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preached in a great round meetinghouse at Colchester, 
one of his favorite towns. In the congregation sat Henry 
Crabb Robinson, then aged fifteen and afterward well- 
known as a diarist and literary man. Robinson recalled 
how Wesley “stood in the wide pulpit, and on each side 
of him stood a minister, and the two held him up, having 
their hands under his armpits. His feeble voice was bare- 
ly audible; but his reverend countenance, especially his 
long white locks, formed a picture never to be forgotten. 
There was a vast crowd of lovers and admirers. It was for 
the most part a pantomime, but the pantomime went to 
the heart.” 

At 7 a.m. on Wednesday, February 23, 1791, John Wes- 
ley, now aged eighty-seven years and nearly nine 
months, set out in his two-horse chaise from the house- 
beside the New Chapel on City Road with James Rogers, 
his faithful assistant sitting beside him and Richard Sum- 
mers driving. 
A rich London merchant named Belson, whom he 

hardly knew, had lost his young wife and begged Wesley 
to come down to give spiritual guidance. Wesley had 
been ill for a few days but recovered and intended to 
leave in a week for Bristol and Gloucester and later to the 
north. 

As the chaise crossed Westminister Bridge and took the 
Worthing road through Tooting and over Epsom downs, 
James Rogers read to Wesley a new book, the graphic 
autobiography of an African who had been kidnapped, 
transported, sold into slavery in Barbados, and then been 
educated and sent by his master to England, where he 
was baptized and joined the Royal Navy. 

After sixteen miles they reached Kingston House in the 
country village of Leatherhead at the foot of North 
Downs. Wesley spent an hour and a half giving private 
comfort. Belson had meanwhile sent his servants to call 
in the villagers, who were sent up to the “spacious din- 
ing room, set round with fine mahogany chairs and cov- 
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ered with a fine carpet. The plain country people,” Rog- 
ers noted, ‘‘who had come plodding through the mire, 
seemed rather out of their element; however they all ap- 
peared to hear with deep attention’”’ when Wesley 

‘preached from Isaiah 55:6, “Seek ye the Lord while he 
_ may be found.” 

This turned out to be Wesley’s last sermon. Rogers 
reflected on the curious fact that despite a vast acquain- 
tance, none of Wesley’s friends heard it except himself 
and Summers, “all the rest being entire strangers.” 

Wesley spent Wednesday afternoon and night at 
Mickleham vicarage; he wrote in his shorthand diary for 
the last time. On the way home next day, they stopped at 
a little village a few miles south of the Thames to stay 
with Wesley’s dear friend and executor, George Wolff, 
another prosperous merchant, and his wife—‘‘the lovely 
family at Balham.” 
On Thursday Wesley rose at his usual early hour and 

had Rogers read to him more of the African slave’s auto- 
biography. This so stirred him that he dictated a letter to 
young Wilberforce, in the thick of his Parliamentary fight 
to abolish the slave trade, to encourage ‘your glori- 
ous enterprise in opposing that execrable villainy which 
is the scandal of religion, of England, and of human 
nature. ... O be not weary in well doing! Go on, in the 
name.of God and in the power of his might, till even 
American slavery (the vilest that ever saw the sun) shall 
vanish away before it.”” 

Wesley had considerable difficulty in holding the pen 
to sign his name. Rogers was not, however, alarmed un- 
til breakfast when Wesley seemed ill. Rogers and Sum- 
mers took him home at once with Mrs. Wolff, arriving at 
City Road about 11 a.m. Eilizabeth Ritchie, the woman 
from the North Country who was now looking after him, 
was alarmed as she watched him step down from the 
chaise. 

He asked to be left alone for half an hour, and then 
they brought him mulled wine. He threw it up and they 
put him to bed. 

At first they thought he might recover, but soon John 
Wesley, who had helped so many to overcome fear of 
death, lay happily awaiting his departure. He said fare- 
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well to each of his “‘family’’ and focused calmly on 
Christ. ‘He is all, he is all,” he murmured, and, “We 
have boldness to enter into the holiest by the blood of 
Christ.” 

By March 1 he was sinking, yet that morning he sur- 
prised them by starting to sing a hymn. After one verse 
he lay back exhausted. A little later he asked for pen and 
ink, but his fingers would not respond. 

“Let me write for you, sir,” said Elizabeth Ritchie. 
“Tell me what you would say.” 
“Nothing—but that God is with us.” 

y If, as he lay there, Wesley’s mind ranged back across 
/ his long life, he could reflect that thousands upon thou- 
, sands had heard from his lips or his pen about Christ, 

‘| and many had responded. All over the country and over- 
| seas his Methodist societies were strengthening Chris- 
| tians in their daily lives. On an even wider scale, he had 

helped humble believers toward holiness, and he had set 
in motion a profound change in the moral attitudes of 
England, although this would not be obvious for another 
half century. 

He may have known, in his heart, that once he died 
the frigid attitude of the bishops, the ambitions of some 
of his followers, and the consequence of his own actions 
‘hg lead Methodists to the separation he deplored. 

ethodism itself would then suffer splits and gradually 
come together again with hope of full reunion at last with 
the church it had left. 

But the movement which he and Charles had begun 
under God was greater than any one church. It would 
touch every nation upon earth. 

That afternoon of Tuesday, March 1, 1791, he decided 
to get up. While they were preparing his clothes, ‘‘he 
broke out,” said Elizabeth, “in a manner which consider- 
ing his extreme weakness astonished us all, in these 
blessed words: ‘I'll praise my Maker while I’ve breath.’ ” 

John Wesley sang two verses of Isaac Watt’s metrical 
psalm. 
They sat him in a chair, but soon he had to lie down 

again. He was able at first to speak a little and to pray 
and to give fervent ‘““Amens” to the prayers of those who 
knelt at the bedside. Dr. Whitehead; Rogers and his wife 
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and child; Elizabeth Ritchie; and no less than six others, 
including the two Sally Wesleys, Charles’ widow and 
daughter, crowded into the little room. Once Wesley 
cried out in a remarkably strong voice, ‘“The best of all is, 
God is with us!” 

During the night he often tried to repeat Watt’s psalm 
but could only get out,“T’ raise—I'll praise—.” By 
Wednesday morning,\March 2, 1791, the end was plainly 
near, “and the last word he was heard to articulate,” 

recorded Elizabeth, ‘‘was, ‘Farewell!’ ” 
| He died about 10 o'clock “without a struggle or a 
groan.” As family and friends knelt round the bed, their 
loss was swallowed up by “‘the ineffable sweetness that 
filled our hearts as our beloved Pastor, Father and Friend 

entered his Master’s joy.” 

They laid him in state in the City Road Chapel in an 
open coffin, a trace.of a smile on his face. Ten thousand 
people (by contemporary estimate) filed by. The funeral 
was set for Wednesday, March 9. According to a letter 
written three days later by Ann (“Nancy”) Bolton, one of 
the intimate correspondents and friends in Wesley’s old 
age, who had hurried from Witney on news of his death, 
his executors became worried lest a tumult of mourners 
should press toward the vault behind the chapel at the 
moment of burial. ‘It was agreed very late that night,” 
wrote Nancy, “that he should be interred early next 
morning, on account of the alarming number thronging 
in. A most solemn season it was; about 20 couples (or 
less perhaps) of preachers, executors, etc., with Mrs. 
Moore, Mrs. Bradford, Miss Ritchie and myself attended 
the grave. .. . 1 afterwards took a very serious breakfast 
at Mr. Jones’. 

“At 10 we went to the Chapel in procession amidst 
such a crowd I never was witness to, though great peace 
and quietness by their being warded off by a vast number 
of constables. A most blessed sermon Doctor Whitehead 
preached from 2nd Samuel, 3rd chapter, ‘Know ye not 
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an a prince and a great man is fallen in Israel this 
ay?’ uw 

Memorial services were held in countless cities and vil- 
lages throughout Great Britain and Ireland, and the 
presses poured out sermons and articles. In the flood of 
print perhaps a secular journal, which had often scorned 
or criticized, put John Wesley in the clearest perspective. 

“Where much good is done,” wrote The Gentleman’s 
Magazine in a long obituary, ‘we should not mark every 
little excess. The great point in which his name and mis- 
sion will be honored is this: he directed his labors to- 
wards those who had no instructor; to the highways and 
hedges; to the miners in Cornwall and the colliers in 
Kingswood. .. . By the humane and active endeavors of 
him and his brother Charles, a sense of decency, morals, 
and religion was introduced into the lowest classes of 
mankind; the ignorant were instructed; the wretched re- | 
lieved; and the abandoned reclaimed... . 
“Though his taste was classic, and his manners ele- 

gant, he sacrificed that society in which he was particu- 
larly calculated to shine; gave up those preferments 
which his abilities must have obtained, and devoted a 
long life in practicing and enforcing the plainest duties. 
Instead of being ‘an ornament to literature,’ he was a 
blessing to his fellow creatures; instead of ‘the genius of 
the age,’ he was the servant of God!’’ 



Notes 

PART I 

WALKING TO GLORY 

CHAPTER ONE: Plucked from the Burning 
1. The name was often spelled ‘Westley’ and plainly 
was pronounced with the emphasis on the first syllable. 
The family had originated from Westleigh, a hamlet in 
east Devon near Wellington, which lies just in Somerset. 
The ancestors of the Great Duke of Wellington, who was 
born Arthur Wesley, sprang from the same hamlet, but 
no blood connection has been proved, despite the nine- 
teenth-century legends. 

CHAPTER THREE: The Red Notebook 
1. Nehemiah Curnock, in the first volume of his Standard 
Edition of Wesley's Journals (1909), wrongly supposed 
“Varanese” to be Betty Kirkham, not her elder sister Sal- 
ly. Other writers followed Curnock, but the discovery of 
a manuscript diary kept by Benjamin Ingham, which con- 
tained a key to the Wesley cipher, enabled Dr. Richard P. 
Heitzenrater to decipher Wesley’s extant manuscript Ox- 
ford Diaries for his unpublished thesis “The Oxford 
Methodists” in 1972. All books published previously are 
inaccurate. 

2. It was Dean Stanhope of Canterbury’s paraphrase of 
a Kempis which, twenty-three years later, awakened the 
young slave trader John Newton, to become the famous 
hymn writer, preacher, and abolitionist. See the present 
writer’s Amazing Grace: John Newton's Story. 

CHAPTER FIVE: Our Little Society 
1. The old packhorse trails in the Lake District and on 
Exmoor give some idea of early eighteenth-century roads. 
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2. The dots in the letter represent six words clipped from 
the original manuscript, now in the Public Library, Mel- 
bourne, Australia. See The Works of John Wesley, volume 
25 (edited by Frank Baker, 1980), p. 346. 

CHAPTER SEVEN: Oxford Deserted 
1. I have told his story in George Whitefield (1972). In this 
book on Wesley I can only touch upon Whitefield’s early 
life. 

2. Queen Caroline was fifty-two in 1735, had been seri- 
ously ill the previous year, and would die two years later; 
Wesley may have embroidered the story. 

PART II 

In My Heart and in My Mouth 

CHAPTER TEN: Strangely Warmed 
1. The identification of the exact location and the friend 
who took him have been disputed, but the best evidence 

suggests Nettleton Court and Hutton. 

2. It is possible that the hymn he wrote was the better 
known “‘And Can It Be that I Should Gain,”’ but scholars 
consider that this was written a little later. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN: Outcasts of Men 
1. The precise location has never been determined. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: Signs and Wonders 
1. In his cipher diary written that day (June 14, 1739), 
Wesley put it at 15,000. In his published Journal (1740) he 
reduced this to “12 or 14,000.” He had no way of accu- 
rately counting and almost certainly exaggerated. Later 
he would reckon that five persons could stand in a 
square yard. He estimated the size of the area and multi- 
plied accordingly. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: “A Horrid Thing, a Very Horrid 
Thing” 
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1. A royal chaplain and well-known writer who pub- 
lished in the summer of 1739 “A Caution against Reli- 
gious Delusion. A Sermon on the New Birth: Occasioned 
by the Pretensions of the Methodists.” 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN: Whitefield Reconciled 
1. The date of the letter given in Whitefield’s Works I, p. 
331, is October 10, but this must be a misreading of the 
manuscript, now lost. 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN: ‘All Round England”’ 
1. The manuscript of this letter of August 28, 1744 lies 
appropriately in the archives of their old school at 
Charterhouse, Godalming. 

2. Actually “O For a Thousand Tongues to Sing” is the 
first line of the seventh verse of Charles Wesley’s eigh- 
teen-verse hymn titled ‘For the Anniversary Day of 
One’s Conversion.”” Modern hymn books generally print 
only verses seven to twelve. 

CHAPTER NINETEEN: “Crucify Him!’ 
1. Wesley saw George II only once at close quarters, in 
December 1755, when invited by a peer to attend the 
opening of Parliament. He wrote with some wry amuse- 
ment:'“I was in the robe-chamber adjoining to the House 
of Lords when the King put on his robes. His brow was 
much furrowed with age, and quite clouded with care. 
And is this all the world can give even to a king? A 
blanket of ermine round his shoulders, so heavy and 
cumbersome he can scarce move under it! A huge heap 
of borrowed hair, with a few plates of gold and glittering 
stones upon his head! Alas, what a bauble is human 
greatness! And even this will not endure.” 

CHAPTER TWENTY: Cornwall 
1. In the nineteenth century, Gwennap Pit was restored, 
on a smaller scale, as a memorial to Wesley and the early 
Cornish Methodists. 
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PART III 

The World My Parish 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR: The Chimney Sweeper 
1. One of Toplady’s cherished beliefs was that the entire 
animal creation went to heaven. He was cross when John 
Newton, the ex-sailor, expressed a fervent hope that 
there would be no fleas in heaven! 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE: The Cry of the Poor and the 
Slaves 
1. The title page of the first edition reads: ‘““An Authentic 
Narration of Some Remarkable and Interesting Particulars 
in the Life of + + +, Communicated in a Series of Letters 
to the Rev. T. Haweis.’” Newton’s name appeared in later 
editions. 

2. See the present writer’s Wilberforce (1977) and Amazing 
Grace: John Newton’s Story (1981). 

3. When Patty brought Wesley to dinner with Dr. John- 
son (Dec. 18, 1783), and Wesley left after two hours, the 
doctor complained to her: ‘Two hours! I could talk all 
day, and all night too, with your brother.” And to Bos- 
well he said, ‘The dog enchants you with his conversa- 
tion and then breaks away to go and visit some old 
woman!” 
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Doddridge, Philip, 199 
Downes, John, 180, 182 
Dublin, 58, 197-98 

Edwards, Jonathan, 104, 117 
SoRunOn. Edward, 173 
Enlightenment, The, 222 
Epworth, 19-21, 23-25, 27, 29-31, 34, 

40-41, 45-46, 53, 54, 63-66, 
156-57, 199, 219 

Everton, 225 
Exeter, 180, 249 
Exeter College, Oxford, 20 

Falmouth, 146, 185-87, 249 
Fenwick, Michael, 219 
Fetter Lane Society, 103-104, 108, 

112-13, 124, 137-40, 192 
Fletcher, John, 225, 229-30, 238, 

241-42 
Florida, 57 
Fog’s Weekly Journal, 59-60 
Fothergill, John, 213 
Foundery, The, 136, 138-39,142, 

145-47, 152, 166-67, 171-72, 188, 
212-15, 218, 227, 242 

Foy, Captain, 162 
Francis, Saint, 71 
Frederica, Fort, 73, 75-79 
Free Grace, John Wesley’s sermon on, 

141 

Gambold, John, 51-52, 64, 96, 142-43 
Ganson, Sir John, 172 
Gell, Robert, 165 
Gentleman's Magazine, The, 75, 114, 

223, 255 
George II, King, 67, 71, 171, 187-88 
George III, King, 232, 244 
Georgia, 57, 65-67, 70-87, 89-91, 93- 

94, 107, 133, 146, 165, 194, 235-36 
Germany, 101-3 
Gibson, Edmund (Bishop of London), 

105, 112, 152, 217 
Gloucester, 55, 126 
cody Club (or Holy Club), 52-54, 58, 

6 
Granville family, 37, 44, 55 
Great Awakening, the, 104, 141 
Grevil, Mrs., 114, 126, 148 
Griffiths, Robin, 37, 39, 44-45 
Grimshaw, William, 195, 218 
Gwennap Pit, 182-83, 189, 250 
Gwynne family, 197 

Halifax, 155 
Hall, Westley, 64-65, 108, 133-34, 

147, 228 
Hampson, John, Jr., 246-48 
Hampson, John, Sr., 240 
Hargreaves, Kitty, 47, 64 

Harris, Howell, 110-11, 117, 126, 136, 
143, 149-50, 229 

Hawkins, Mrs., 69, 75 
Haworth, 195, 218 
Hayle, 9-11 
Herrnhut, 103 
Hervey, James, 61, 224 
Hindley Hill, 200-201, 203 
Holy Club, 52ff, 58, 61 
Hoole, Joseph, 47 
Hopkey, Sophia, 73-82, 194 
Hopper, Christopher, 156 
Humphreys, Joseph, 144, 161 
Huntingdon, Selina, Countess of, 

112, 139, 152-54, 161, 167-68, 183, 
191, 196, 216, 218, 229, 234 

Hutton family, 89, 95, 100, 122 
Hutton, James, 93-95, 97-98, 100, 

103, 107, 109, 116, 138, 145, 192 

Imitation of Christ, The (a Kempis), 38 
Ingham, Benjamin, 61, 66-67, 79, 81, 

103, 110-11, 139 
Loe ire 190, 197, 209-11, 218-19, 242, 

4 
Isham, E., 49 
Islington, 108, 138 

James, Mrs., see Whitefield, Mrs. 
Johnson, Samuel, 237 
Journal (john Wesley’s published), 

97-98, 101, 219, 221 
Journal (Whitefield), 110-11, 131 
Justification by Faith, 69, 101-2, 

107-8, 130-31, 165 

Kennicott, Benjamin, 169 
Kennington Common, 119, 125, 146, 

155, 156, 193 
Kinchin, Charles, 92 
King, Lord, 244 
Kingswood, Bristol, 112, 120, 126, 

35, 144-45, 148-49, 159, 211 
Kirkham family, 37, 43-44, 48, 64 
Kirkham, Robert, 44-45, 47-48, 50, 52 
Kirkham, Sally (‘‘Varanese’’) 

see Chapone, Mrs. 
Knaresborough, 155 
Knox, Alexander, 248-49 

Lake District, 200-202 
Lavington George (bishop of Exeter), 

189-92, 249 
Law, William, 55, 58, 66, 105 
Leatherhead, 251-52 
Leeds, 155, 201, 203, 209, 217, 241 
Legal Hundred, The, 243 
Lewisham, 213-15 
Liden, Johan, 226-27 
Life of God in the Soul of Man, The 

(Scougal), 62 
Lincoln, 23, 45 
Lincoln College, Oxford, 35, 40, 43, 

50-52, 59-60, 66, 93, 213 
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Little Britain, 95, 97-98, 111 
London, passim, 21ff, 26ff, 46f, 49, 54, 

57f, 66f, 88ff, 91ff, 103, 107ff, 136, 
146ff, 159, 210ff, 233ff, 251ff 

London, bishop of, see Gibson E. 
Sherlock T. 

Luther, Martin, 97 

Mackie, George, 233 
Madeley, 225 
Manchester, 241 
Mansfield, Lord, 236, 244 
Martin, Peter, 9-11 
Maxfield, Elizabeth, 199 
Maxfield, Thomas, 113, 147, 161, 

183-84, 199, 223-24 
Mellichamp, Thomas, 75, 78, 80 
Merton College, Oxford, 37, 52 
Methodism, Methodists, passim 
oe of name, 48, 5 
at Oxford before 1735— 

see Oxford Methodists 
revival of 1737—88 
first society, 95 
love feast of 1735—108 
distinctive character of, 117, 

162-63, 190-92, 219-21 
aod singing of, 117, 164-65, 227, 

46 
and future of, 241-42 
origin of classes, 162-63 
and Holy Communion, 167, 217, 

220-21, 224, 243-44 
first conference of 1744, 167-68 
ersecution of, 171-78, 181-84 
ocal preachers, 161, 216-17 
and C. of E., 216-18 ; 
and America, 242-45 
Conference incorporated, 243 

Methodist Episcopal Church (USA), 
24445 

Molther, Philip, 137, 139 
Moore, Henry, 174 
Moorfields, 119, 125, 139, 146-47, 

154-55 
Moravians, 68ff, 90, 97, 99, 101, 103, 

124, 137-40, 173 
Morgan, Richard, 61-62 
Morgan, William, 47-50, 58-59 
Morley, Dr., 35 
“Munchin, Honest,” 176-78 
Murray, Grace, 125, 193-206, 209, 211 

Nance, John, 180-81 
Nash, Richard “Beau,” 122-24, 152 
Seat John, 154-56, 180-81, 183, 

Newecastle-upon-Tyne, 153, 155-56, 
159, 163, 174, 187-88, 193-94, 
199-200, 202, 204-5, 240 

New England, 104, 141 
Newgate Prison, Bristol, 116, 120-21 
Newgate Prison, London, 105-6, 136 

New Room, Bristol, 121, 126, 137, 
140, 144, 148, 150 

Newton, John, 38 (note 2), 235-37 
Nitschman, Bishop, 68 
North, Lord, 237 
Norwich, 218, 232 
Notes on the New Testament 

(John Wesley), 215 

Oglethorpe, James, 57, 65, 69-75, 
76, 82, 89, 93 

Oldham, 250 
Olney, 237 
Oxford, bishop of, see Potter, J. 
Oxford, city, 33, 50ff, 92, 104, 142 
Oxford Methodists, 58-62, 66, 69, 88, 

90, 92, 104, 108, 239 
Oxford University, 20, 32-35, 45, 48, 

52, 58ff, 90ff, 95, 101f, 109, 117-18, 
133, 149, 165, 168-70, 213, 242 

Parks, Joan, 175-77 
Pembroke College, Oxford, 61, 64 
Pendarves, Mary (later Mrs. Delany) 

(‘‘Aspasia”’), 37, 55, 64 
Perfection, doctrine of Christian, 

55-56 
Perronet, Charles, 200 
Perronet, Edward, 210, 212 
Perronet, Vincent, 200, 202, 210, 239 
Potter, John (bishop of Oxford, arch- 

bishop of Canterbury), 40, 46, 51 
63, 66, 112, 152 

Pretender, the Young, 183, 185-88 
Primitive Physick (John Wesley), 160 

Quakers Fae of Friends), 171, 
PUB OPT RAPS 

Redruth, 9, 182, 189, 191, 249 
Ritchie, Elizabeth, 252-54 
Rivington, Charles, 54, 57 
Robinson, Henry Crabb, 251 
Rogers, James, 251-53 
Ross, John (bishop of Exeter), 249 
Rousseau, Jean Jacques, 209 
Rowlands, Daniel, 149 
Rye, 250 

Sacheverell, Henry, 32 
St. Ewe, 189-90 
St. Ives, 9-11, 180-82, 189-90 
St. Just, 181, 184 
St. Mary’s Church, Oxford, 39, 60, 

101f, 169-70 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, London, 66, 97, 

99, 154 
Salisbury, 91, 101, 111, 133 
Samuel ‘eis 87-88 
Savannah, 67, 70-76, 78-83, 140 
Scotland, 149-50, 219, 242 
Serious Call, A (Law), 55-56, 77 
Seward, William, 172 
Sharp, Granville, 236-37 
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Sherlock, Thomas 
(bishop of London), 217-18 

Shoreham, Kent, 200, 239 
Simeon, Charles, 231 
Simmonds (ship), 68-70, 73 
Sitch, William, 175-77 
Slavery, slave trade, 235-37, 251-52 
Society for Promotion of Christian 

Knowledge (SPCK), 57, 66-67 
South Carolina, 75, 81, 84, 89, 95, 235 
Spangenberg, August, 70 
Spitalfields, 108, 226 
Staffordshire, 172-78 
Stanton, 37, 44, 48, 55 
Stebbing, Henry, 128 
Stephens, William, 83 
Stillness controversy, 137-40 
Stonehouse, George, 108, 138, 145 
Summers, Richard, 251-52 

Tabernacle, The, 147, 229-30 
Taylor, Bishop Jeremy, 39 
Taylor, John, 152-57 
Thomson, George, 179, 183 
Thoughts on Slavery John Wesley), 236 
Tiverton, 63, 65, 91, 105, 111, 117 
Toeltschig, John, 79, 99, 101, 103 
Tomo-chachi, Chief, 71 
Tooke, Andrew, 27 
Tooker family, 37, 44-45 
Toplady, Augustus, 227-28, 237-38 
Trevecca College, 22 
Truro, 218 
Tucker, Reginald, 132 
Tyburn, 10 

United Society, Bristol, 122, 143-45, 162 

Vazeille, Mary, see Wesley, Mary 
(Mrs. J.W.) 

Venn, Henry, 110, 225 
Venn, Richard, 109-10 

Wales, 110-11, 117, 136, 196 
Walker, Samuel, 218 
Walker, Thomas, 27, 30 
Walpole, Sir Robert, 64, 67 
Walsall, 172-78, 187 
Walsh, Thomas, 210 
Ward, Francis, 174 
Watts, Isaac, 246, 253-54 
Wednesbury, 172-78 
Wesley, Charles 

boyhood, 19-20, 22, 30-31, 38, 
144 

at Christ Church, 45-50 
and Holy Club, 52-54 
called a ‘‘Methodist,” 48, 58 
helps Whitefield, 62, 64 
and Georgia, 66-67, 68-70, 73-75 
in early 1738—88-90, 91, 94, 
conversion, 95-96 
as hymn writer, 97, 104, 164-65, 

221, 246 

and revival of 1738—59, 103-13, 
118-19 

and Moravians, 138, 145 
and break with Whitefield, 141, 

146-47 
and Stillness controversy, 145 
on John’s leadership, 168 
a canes. riots, 172-73, 

and Cornwall, 180-81 
marriage, 196 
and Grace Murray, 196, 200-205 
and John’s marriage, 210-12 
and John’s illness in 1753—214-15 
and C. of E., 216-18, 243 
ceases itinerating, 225-26 
objects to John’s ordinations for 

SA, 244-45 
death 246-47 

Wesley, Emilia (sister, Mrs. Harper), 
37, 63, 103, 136 

Wesley, Hetty (sister, Mrs. Wright), 
41-42 

Wesley, John (grandfather), 20, 35 
Wesley, John 

rescue from fire, 19-20 
childhood, 20-25 
at Charterhouse, 26-32 
at Christ Church, 33-40 
starts diary, 35-37 
friendship with ‘Varanese 

37-39, 43-44 
ordained deacon, 39-40 
elected fellow of Lincoln, 40 
curate to father, 41-43, 4549 
college tutor 1726, 27, 43-45 
ordained priest, 46 
returns to Oxford, 1729—49 
works for poor, 50-51 
leads Holy Club, 51-52 
meets William Law, 54, 58 
meets Oglethorpe, 57 
university sermon 1733, 59-60 
Epworth parish, 63-64 
eorgia, 66-84 

Sophia Hopkey, 73, 77-81 
flees Georgia, 82 
misses Whitefield, 88-89 
conversion, 90-98 
university sermon 1738, 101-2 
visits Germany, 102 
works with Whitefield, 107-10 
first field preaching, 115, 124-25 
and physical signs, 118 
attacks Calvinism, 119-22, 126-27 
defeats Nash, 122-24 
interviews with Bishop Butler, 

130-33 
buys Foundery, 138-89 
dispute with Whitefield, 140-44, 

146-49 
reconciliation with Charles, 150-51 
evangelizes Newcastle, 155-56 
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preaches from father’s tomb, 157 
death of mother, 158 
uses lay preachers, 161 
adopts class system, 162 
leases West Street chapel, 166 
last university sermon, 168-70 
in Wednesbury riot, 174-77 
evangelizes Cornwall, 180-87, 189 
the Forges rebellion, 187-88 
attacked by Bishop Lavington, 

189, 191-92 
love for Grace Murray, 193, 206 
in Ireland, 197, 209-10 
marriage, 211-12 
near-fatal illness, 213-15 
later attitude to C. of E., 216-18, 

241, 243-45 
routine in later life, 219-20 
opposes the Enlightenment, 222 
urges evangelical unity, 224-26 
attacked by Toplady, 227-28, 
preaches Whitefield’s funeral 

sermon, 229-30 
leads famine relief, 232-34 
attacks Slave Trade, 236-37 
attitude to American Revolution, 

237-38 
breakdown of marriage, 240-41 
future of Methodism, 241-43 
Pg ere American Methodism, 

43-45 
and death of Charles, 246-47 
character in old age, 247-49 
last journey, 251-52 
death and burial, 253-55 
appearance 

as youth, 28, 32, 34, (1726) 44 
in Ceabrnas 76, (1738) 89, 
(1744) 169, (1763) 218, 
(1769) 226-27 
in old age, 247, 248, 250 

character 
cheerfulness, 239 
compassion, 50-51, 105-6, 135 
ma 159-60, 220, 232-34, 236, 

courage, 10, 174-77, 182, 185-87 
curiosity, 41, 219 
enerosity, 159-60, 233 
umility, 245 

humor, wit, 9, 34, 57, 210, 219, 
248-49 

love of exercise, 28, 33, 46, 74, 
247 

love of music, 46, 72, 104, 164 
social grace, 37, 43-45 
wide reading, 38-49, 44-46, 

54-55, 219 
devotional life as preacher, 116, 

120-22, 125, 155-56, 169-70, 
182, 189, 226, 229 

Wesley, Kezia (sister), 22, 45, 64-67, 
81, 142 

Wesley, Martha (sister), 22 
Wesley, Mary or Molly (sister, Mrs. 

Whitelamb), 19, 42, 65-66 
Wesley, Mary or Molly (wife), 210-14, 

319, 240-41 
Wesley, Matthew (uncle), 30-31, 34 
Wesley, Patty (sister, Mrs. Hall), 19, 

64-67, 91, 133 
Wesley, Samuel (father), 19-25, 28, 

32, 34-35, 40-43, 45-46, 49, 52-54, 
63-64, 156-57 

Wesley, Samuel (brother), 20-21, 24, 
27, 33, 47, 57; 63-65, 91; 100, 105, 
117, 129, 133, 168 

Wesley, Sarah (née i ee Charles’ 
wile) 197, 210-11, 214, 240, 254 

Wesley Sarah or Sally (niece), 246, 
25 

Wesley, Susanna (mother), 19, 21-22, 
24-26, 34-35, 38-39, 41, 43, 45, 54, 
65-66, 101, 111, 133-34, 139, 142, 
157-59, 161 

Wesley, Susanna (Suky, sister, Mrs. 
Ellison), 42 

Wesley, Ursula (Samuel Jr.’s wife), 

Westminster, 20, 27, 31, 41-42, 45, 49, 
89, 95, 100, 120 

West Street Chapel, 166-67, 188 
Whitefield, Elizabeth (wife of G.W.), 

149-50 
Whitefield, George 

and Holy Club, 61-62 
conversion, 62, 64-65 
and Georgia, 76 
misses John at Deal, 88-89 
London revival, 104, 107-9 
first field preaching, 110-12 
Bristol revival, 113-14 
London mass-meetings, 119, 124-25 
and Calvinist controversy, 126-27, 

140-42, 143 
breach with John, 146-48 
recone with John, 149-51, 153, 

and Grace Murray, 153, 172, 203-4 
affection for John, 213-15, 225 
and John’s classes, 220 
death and funeral, 229-30 
and slavery 235-36 

Whitehaven, 201-3 
Whitehead, John, 223, 230, 246, 

253-54 
Whitelamb, John, 65-66, 157 
Wilberforce, William, 237, 252 
Williamson, William, 80-83 
Wolff, George, 252 
Wroot, 34-35, 40-43, 45ff, 66, 157 

Soups: 136, 152-56, 173, 194-95, 

Cole dl Count, 68, 90, 103, 138, 

264 







John Pollock is a clergyman who was 
educated at John Wesley’s old school, 
Charterhouse, and at Trinity College 
Cambridge. Charles Colson has called 
him “the most eminent Christian biogra- 
pher in the world today.” 

Deputized as the official biographer 
of Billy Graham, Mr. Pollock has 

authored several books relating to Dr. 
Graham and his crusades, including To 
All the Nations: The Billy Graham Story. 

Other biographies to his credit in- 
clude: Amazing Grace: John Newton’s Sto- 
ry; Moody; The Master: A Life of Jesus; The 
Apostle: A Life of Paul; George Whitefield 
and the Great Awakening; Wilberforce; and 
the recently reissued A Foreign Devil in 
China. 

John Pollock and his wife, Anne, live 
in Devonshire, England. 



JOHN WESLEY PREACHING ON HIS FATHER’S GRAVE he | 
IN EPWORTH CHURCHYARD . ; 

In May 1742, seven years after the death of his father, Wesley, it one of his 
preaching tours, visited Epworth. Not being permitted by the curate to 
preach in the church, he stood upon the flat tombstone of his father in the 
churchyard, and there spoke to the people every evening for a week. 
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