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PREFACE

When | was asked to write the Preface to my father’s book, | thought at first that the more intimate family
viewpoint that | must inevitably have, would be focussed on too many small and homely details, which could have
no bearing on a book of this scope, and no value to future readers. As| read for myself, however, | realized that the
family background, far from detracting from the main theme, seemed to spotlight the essentials and provide the key
to the whole book.

As a child, | was of course unaware of the background of struggle and frustration that must have continually
occupied my parents’ minds. | became conscious that my father was engaged in something vaguely referred to as
‘The Work’. It was obviously no ninetill-five job, forgotten in hours of relaxation - it was something that spilled
over into every nook and cranny of our home. Startled plumbers or postmen, window cleaners or schoolfriends,
would suddenly meet an unconventionally garbed figure, and find themselves deep in a conversation concerning the
meaning of a Greek word, or the unwary would hear the words ‘ As Paul says ..., and learn more about the structure
of an epistlein five minutes than they had ever known in alifetime.

He was, and is, aman of many enthusiasms, individualistic, widely read and with wide interests, disconcertingly
ready to joke, to deflate the pompous, to pull the leg of the tiff and starchy - yet all these complex sides to his
character are ready to be subordinated to the one aim of his life - to preach the *unsearchable riches of Christ’. His
is no Sunday religion, but away of living that absorbs the whole man.

The book you are about to read looks back to the humble beginnings in Bermondsey, and traces the way, step by
step through the years. The struggles are there, the many closed doors, the humour and the heartaches; but 1ooking
back with him we can see how thorough was God' s preparation for the task He had in mind, how unexpected, but
how certain.

For as long as | can remember, there has hung on the wall of my father’s home a text from Philippians 3. It
hangs here now in Beckenham, and at this time of his eightieth birthday, when he has spent much time in looking
back and gathering together his memories of past years, it seems to me that it would be appropriate as a reminder
that thisis a most forward-looking book:

‘This one thing | do, forgetting those things which are behind, and reaching forth unto those things which are
before, | press toward the mark for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus’ (Phil. 3:13,14).

Ruth Baker Beckenham. April 1960.
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TREASURE IN EARTHEN VESSELS

The words at the heading of this opening section of an autobiography are found in 2 Corinthians 4:7; the
‘Treasure’ of the immediate context being ‘the glorious Gospel of Christ, Who is the image of God’ (2 Cor. 4:4).
Paul uses the word ‘ourselves' twice in the succeeding verse:

(1) “We preach not ourselves, but Christ Jesus, the Lord’;
and
(2) ‘Ourselvesyour servantsfor Jesus sake'.

No one acquainted with the context of that ‘glorious gospel’ could ever imagine Paul preaching about himself,
yet it would not be stating fact if we ignored the many passages in his writings that emphasize the importance he
attached to the ministry he had received, even though true humility compelled him to liken himself to an *earthen
vessel’. The epistle to the Galatians while ostensibly a defence of the basic doctrine of Justification by Faith,
nevertheless devotes the whole of chapter 1 and a good part of chapter 2, not to the ‘ Treasure’ but to the ‘earthen
vessel’ that contained it, and this will be seen most clearly if the literary structure of chapter one be exhibited.

Galatians 1:1-24

A 1:1-5. Not, Neither, But.

Paul’ s independent apostleship.
A 1:11,12. Not, Neither, But.

Paul’ s independent Gospel .

A 1:15-17. Not, Neither, But.
Paul’ s independent Commission.

This structure is not complete, but as it is not our present purpose to give an exposition of Galatians, the above
simple outline will be sufficient to demonstrate our contention, namely, that there is a divinely sanctioned
relationship between:

‘The LORD’S message’ and ‘ The LORD’s messenger’ (Hag. 1:13).

Paul, among other things, is set forth asa‘ pattern’ (1 Tim. 1:15,16) and histeaching asa‘form’ (2 Tim. 1:13, where
both ‘ pattern’ and ‘form’ transl ate the same Greek word, hupotuposis (arough sketch, beforethe finished design). It
would be immodest and untrue to say that the subject of this biography set out to model each step of his pathway on
the lines of this great pattern, but a retrospect that looks back over more than half a century cannot help but
recognize in many of the steps taken, of doors opened or shut, of timely interventions, and of gruelling
disappointments, that some approximation, however sketchy, of the grand pattern given by inspiration of God has
been unconsciously reached.

This autobiography deals more with the sovereign choice of the great Potter, and the disposal of all the shaping
circumstances of time and place, heredity and environment, than with the glorious truth entrusted to it - the earthen
vessel rather than the treasure in it.

The outpouring of this ‘Treasure’ has been the central feature of our ministry for the last fifty years, and the
reader is asked to acquaint himself with The Berean Expositor, An Alphabetical Analysis, and thelist of publications
found on the back pages.

In this autobiography we are dealing mostly with common clay. Among the circumstances that were used in
fashioning this unpromising material, were the influences of home, parents and school.

Over against these must be set the disadvantages of being born in Bermondsey - a district that could easily
prompt the quotation:

‘Can any good thing come out of Nazareth?
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The ideals of my parents, the attractions of both music and art, the devoted lives of one or two whose names are
recorded and their influence recognized later in these pages, all combined, under God, to shape and fashion the
plastic clay of adolescence into the vessel foreknown by sovereign Love.

Following my conversion came four or five years of rigourous discipline wherein I must confess ‘I lived a
Pharisee’. This period proved to be the crucible used in finishing the earthen vessel. The fires were stoked with
high Calvinism, Pharisaic Puritanism, a false application of the words ‘ Touch not, taste not, handle not’ and the
effects on mind and character that ‘ eternal conscious torment’ even upon ‘an unevangelized heathen’ and ‘babesin
slums must most surely have.

Elsewhere we have given full credit to the positive teaching that this period provided, but the ‘ perfecting work’
was a discipline endured with much heart searching, questioning and bewilderment.

The final touch was the meeting with Dr. Bullinger at Bury Street in 1908, when the * earthen vessel’ which had
been twenty-eight years preparing was at last entrusted with the ‘Treasure’ that alone makes this record of any
worth.

We make no claims either to scholarship, or to superior sanctity, and writing this memorial so late in life, the
feeling of awe and wonder still persists and finds an echo in the words of a greater and more consecrated servant:

‘Unto me, who am less than the least of all saints, isthis grace given’ (Eph. 3:8).

Whatever else the reader of the following lines may feel, he will at least find a semblance of such a passage as 1
Corinthians 1:27,28:

‘God hath chosen the foolish ... the weak ... the base ... yeathe things that are not ... that no flesh should glory in
His presence’.

At the time of writing this biography, the subject, Charles H. Welch, hasjust reached his Jubilee as Editor of The
Berean Expositor and has about fifty books and booklets to his credit, all devoted to the exposition of the Scriptures,
and al honouring that first principle of sound interpretation, namely ‘Right Division’ (2 Tim. 2:15). No other
periodical has stood squarely for the concept that Acts 28 and not Acts 2 constitutes the Dispensational Frontier, and
no other publications set forth the logical consegquences that follow the recognition of this Frontier, namely the
unique ministry of Paul as the ‘Prisoner’ of the Lord for us Gentiles, who alone, at the beginning, received the
dispensation of the Mystery, hitherto “*hid in God’ (Eph. 3:1-13). Perhaps the unique character of this ministry will
justify the following attempt to cover the early years of this very earthen vessel in the hope that others, intimidated
by a similar humbleness of origin, and lack of academic qualifications together with the absence of any social
advantages, may take courage from the example set forth in the following pages, and believe that * God's commands
are also God's enablings'.

Before embarking upon such a ministry that stood alone against Ritualist, Rutualist and Rationalist, that
guestioned the very foundations even of much that passes for Evangelical teaching, and which challenged
‘Churchianity’ at its centre, it might have been expected that the vessel chosen would have had a College training
and had some social standing; but the fact remains that he had neither a Christian upbringing nor any advantages,
so-called, whatever, and could read with much sympathy the slur cast upon the Saviour in such words as ‘How
knoweth this man letters, having never learned?

‘Hath not the Potter power over the clay, of the same lump to make one vessal unto honour, and another unto
dishonour’ (or unto amenial purpose)? (Rom. 9:21).
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NO MEAN CITY

The genuine Londoner, even though born south of the Thames, claims an association with Bow Church,

1
" Mavy-le~Bow
‘

Cheapside, for any one born within the sound of Bow Bellsis a cockney, atypical Londoner.

It isinteresting to note that the city of London was first inwalled by Helen, the mother of Constantine the Great,
about A.D. 306. Thiswork was later raised and strengthened, and a wall eight feet thick and twelve feet in height
was built.

London was earlier named Londium, Longidinum, and Lundinum. The Briton called it Lundayne; the Saxon
Lundenceaster, Lundenbrig, and Londennir, but the inhabitants themselves called it just plain London, and so it is
called to this day. Cheapside was originaly called Westcheap, a name echoed in the vicinity of London Bridge by
Eastcheap. The word ‘cheap’ indicates a market, it is found in the names of English towns compounded with the
word ‘Chipping’, and is seen in the Danish equivalent Copenhagen. Branching off from Cheapside, streets still
retain their distinctive market associations, as Bread Street, Milk Street, Wood Street and Poultry.

It may be of interest to record the localities that were used by various trades in early times.

Goldsmiths, the south side of West Cheape.

Drapers, first in Lombard Street, then Candlewick Street.

Skinnersin Bridge Street and Walbrook.

Stock fishmongers in Thames Street.

Wet fishmongersin Knightrider Street and Bridge Street.

Ironmongersin Ironmonger Lane to Thames Street.

Butchers in Eastcheape.

Hosiers in Hosiers Lane and Cordwayners Street.

Shoemakers in Cordwayners Street and St. Martins Le Grand and London Wall near Moorgate etc., etc.

‘It appeareth by records, that in the year 1302, which was the 30th of Edward 1, the bakers of London were
bound to sell no bread in their shops or houses, but in the market’ (Stow).

Fryday Street (now Friday Street), which was parallel with Broad Street, was so caled by reason of the
fishmongers there, and the serving of fish in Friday’ s market.
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Sidney R. Jones, in his book London Triumphant enthuses over the church of St. Mary-le-Bow:

‘Just look how the sun catches it, | said to Anthony as we saw Bow Church rising serene over the rattle and
traffic of Cheapside. See how the old boy (i.e. Christopher Wren) jumped off the square of the tower to the
circular base of the steeple, engaged the four tower corners with finials to send the lines upward, and in delicate,
lessening proportions swept right up to the vane of the tapering spire’.

This church was one of fifty-two city churches built or restored by Christopher Wren after the great fire of
London. In 1904 Sir Charles Stanford revived the old time chimes ‘ Turn again Whittington’ thrice Lord Mayor of
London. We dare not allow our interest to cause us to loiter here however, for our geographical centre lies across
theriver to the South East. The reader’ s attention is drawn to the map that forms an end paper of this book, to which
reference will have to be made as this pilgrimage proceeds. We therefore make our way past the Mansion House
and the Bank of England, affectionately called by the Londoner, ‘ The little old lady of Threadneedle Street’. Stow
speaksin 1598 of ‘ Three Needle Street’ from the sign of the ‘ Three Needles', but the origin of the sign is a matter of
conjecture and need not detain us.

The visitor to London should not omit a walk through Lombard Street, where many of those ancient coloured
signs have been revived. We proceed down King William Street, so named after a statue of ‘the sailor King’ which
stood at the foot of London Bridge, and cross the river to the South side. On our left just as we reach the river side
stood Adelaide House, which was demolished in 1920, bringing to light one of the arches of old London Bridge. A
Roman bridge, the first to cross the river cannot be described, but some reference to its fate, or to its successor,
seems to linger in the children’s song ‘London Bridge is broken down’. Old London Bridge was built of many
arches, and supported a double row of timbered houses, and until 1739 it was the only crossing of the river. Very
few visitors to London can avoid standing for a moment and looking down the river with its shipping, its cranes and
its wharves. Those that do, unconsciously belong to a ‘ goodly company’:

‘And just as everybody who crosses it today peers over for a moment to the business of ships below, so Herman
Melville, who wrote our greatest story of the sea (Moby Dick), leaned on this parapet to consider the ships, the
morning he arrived in London’ (Below London Bridge by Tomlinson).

Straight ahead, as we cross the Bridge, under the railway arch that links Charing Cross with the coast, lies the
Borough, and on the right, at a much lower level than the present street, stands the Church of St. Saviour’s or
Southwark Cathedral. This church was originally attached to the Augustine Priory of St. Mary Overie. The
American reader may be interested to know that John Harvard was baptized here on November 29th 1607. The
church contains a memorial to Shakespeare, and the Globe theatre was situated immediately behind the cathedral:

‘The original foundation of London Bridge, by report of Bartholomew Linstead, last Prior of St. Mary Overies
church of Southwark, wasthis:

A ferry being kept in place where now the bridge is built, at length the ferryman and his wife deceasing, |eft the
same to their daughter, a maiden named Mary, which with the goods and profits arising, built a house of Sisters
... after converted into a college ... the priest built the bridge of timber ... till a length ... by the aid of the citizens
of London, and others a bridge was built with arches of stone’ (John Stow).

Although our way leads down Duke Street Hill to Tooley Street, we will just pause a moment, for the Borough
High Street teems with interest. Adjoining the cathedral is Borough Market and close by is Clink Street, famous or
infamous, inasmuch as a prison stood here originally for the confinement of heretics, and the word ‘clink’ has
passed into thieves' slang as a synonym for prison. Further along the High Street another prison was situated known
asthe Marshalsea, used from 1377 until 1842 first for political prisoners, and later for debtors, in which the father of
Charles Dickens was imprisoned for debt.
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Coaches from Dover and the south could travel no further than the Borough as the Bridge was too narrow for
them to pass. Consequently the High Street was a street of Inns.

Geffrey Chaucer speaks of the Tabard Inn, in his Canterbury Tales:

‘Befell that in that season, on a day

In Southwark at the Tabard, as| lay,
Readie to wenden on my pilgrimage
To Canterburie with devout courage,
At night was come into the hosterie
Well nine and twentie in a compani€’.

The Tabard was so called by the sign, which was, as we now term it, ajacket, or sleeveless coat ... a stately garment
of old time, commonly worn by noblemen.
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‘In the Borough there till remain some half-dozen old inns which have preserved their external features
unchanged, and which
have escaped alike the rage of public improvement and the encroachments of private speculation. Great
rambling queer old places with galleries, passages and staircases wide enough and antiquated enough to furnish
material for a hundred ghost stories’ (Pickwick Dickens).

Since Dickens wrote these words, only one old galleried inn remains, the George, with one balconied section intact.
The old High Street, before it was cleared away in 1830 was reputed to be the narrowest leading into the centre of
London. Dickens is remembered also in the Church of St. George's, in the Borough, called also ‘ The church of
Little Dorrit’.
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‘Strange isn’t it, how much of real London still lies South of the river, just asit did in Shakespeare’ s day, and in
Chaucer’s day before him? It is as though across the Thames - in London’s Degp South - times and manners
have not changed so much as in the Parliamentary North’

(Norman Callins).

However fascinating this ramble may be, we must exercise restraint, retrace our steps and at the foot of London
Bridge turn left and make our way along Tooley Street to Horsleydown, Bermondsey. ‘Tooley Street’, a corruption
of ‘St. Olave's Street’ is a street of warehouses, wharf entrances and somewhat poor dwellings. To quote the author
of ‘Below London Bridge'

‘Funny smells here ... yes distinctly curious! A funny blended odour of the wood and straw of boxes of eggs,
and of tea, cheese, butter and bacon. It was merely Tooley Street. Some people could name it blindfolded. You
come out of the smell of the Borough - and everyone knows the whiff of hops - and in the street below, where
begin the paths that follow the south shore to Woolwich, the cargoes to spread London’s breakfast table are
discharged. Soon there were close above us sooty precipices of brickwork. Now and then in these heights there
were perforations, as Hole-in-the-Wall, or Hordeydown Stairs. Here and there (in times past) it was convenient
to land amid sedges from coracles and canoes. London has lasted longer than Tyre and Sidon’ (Tomlinson).

Horsley Down, Horseydown or Horsedown, adjoins Bermondsey Abbey Church, (see drawing opposite) founded by
Cluniac Monks and was used as a pasture ground for the Horse Fair, perpetuated in the name Fair Street, to which
spot our steps have all the while been directed. Tooley Street was made famous by a petition sent to the House of
Commons by ‘three tailors of Tooley Street’ who opened their petition with the proud words ‘We the People of
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England - no keeping a Bermondsey boy down evidently!  The chief industries of Bermondsey
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Bermondsey Abbey Church

were, and perhaps are, leather and the docks, with all the adjuncts of lightermen, stevedores and pilots. We had a
saying:

‘ Scotland has men of Ayr,
Ireland men of Cork,
But London has "Lightermen"!’

A walk along Bermondsey wall would pass ‘ Quays that could have mounds of coconuts, chests of tea built as high
as houses, black pools of molasses ... hogsheads of sugar’.

‘It is no good pretending that coal wharves, guano factories and Bathing Creek, though socially necessary, are
commonly edifying. They are glum, and if the wind is in the wrong quarter you wish you were not there
(Tomlinson).

The reason why Horsleydown becomes the Mecca of this pilgrimage is simply that | was born there.
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The priory of St. Saviour's was called ‘Bermond’s Eye and was founded by Alwin Childe in 1081. Upon the
decease of Alwin in 1094, William Rufus gave to the monks his manor of Bermondsey, and built for them a new
great church. In after years, the church of St. Mary Magdalene was built by the priors of Bermondsey, which is now
the parish church, and in which Dr. Bullinger as a young man was Curate.

Dr. Bullinger in his monumental work, ‘ Figures of Speech used in the Bible', refers to others who had explored
the subject before him, and among them mentions Benjamin Keach (1640/1704) and his book * Troposchemalogia;
or akey to open the Scripture Metaphors and Types'. Another work by this author is entitled ‘ The Jewish Sabbath
Abrogated’, which shows the trend of his thoughts. Keach was the minister of the oldest nonconformist Chapel in
Bermondsey, and it was situated in Horsleydown. Two doors East of the churchyard of St. John’s, Horsleydown in
Fair Street, and possibly in the house in which | was born, Thomas Guy, the founder of Guy’s Hospital, was bornin
the year 1645. Two hundred and thirty-six years after, in 1881, Guy’s Hospital was instrumental in saving my life
after a severe burn, the scars of which mark my body until this day.

Owing to a minor industrial crisis, the whole of my parents possessions were stacked into the one room they
then rented, and into that very lowly home I made my entry on April 25th in the year 1880. At that time my father
was afollower of Bradlaugh the atheist, and was also an ardent advocate for ‘free education’ which did not become
law for some years after.

Theinfluence of Bradlaugh necessarily meant that as afamily we lived ‘without God'. Honest as the day, kindly
as the summer sun, and with a sense of liberty that was in some things in advance of the times, my parents were all
that a boy could wish, except for the fact, though | realised it not at the time, that the Bible was never opened and its
message entirely unknown. | remember once picking up a book and opening it at random, but seeing that it dealt
with Christian themes, with something like a sense of guilt at even glimpsing at such abook, | put it down as awork
with which | could have neither part nor lot. That book was The Pilgrim's Progress by John Bunyan. What the
effect would have been had | read it, and come under its sway is but an empty speculation. The Lord had His own
way and time when He would lead me to see my need of a Saviour, and in view of His ultimate purposes, Histime is
always best.

| grew up therefore in entire ignorance both of the Word and of its Gospel message. | do remember wishing that
ateacher at school had not explained the Lord’s Prayer in the light of the added verse, Matthew 6:14, for it seemed
to give the other boy a somewhat unfair advantage in the interminable schoolboy quarrels that arose, but apart from
this, and some outlandish names from the books of Chronicles and Kings, the Bible was a closed book to me.

In order better to appreciate the grace manifested to me, it will be necessary to go back to the birthplace, South
of the Thames. From the approach to the Tower Bridge, the main thoroughfare, Tooley Street extends Westward to
London Bridge, and Eastward to Greenwich (see map on end paper). Some ten minutes walk from the place of my
birth was a district made famous or infamous by Charles Dickensin his novel Oliver Twist. It was known as Jacob’'s
Island, and although much had been done to rid the neighbourhood of the tragic evils that existed when Dickens
wrote of it, it still remained a sore spot in the vicinity.
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All that isleft of St. John’s Church is an empty shell, the two houses and the church being destroyed in air raids.

Toward the latter part of the eighteenth century, an attempt was made to make Bermondsey a fashionable
watering place. In 1770 achalybeate spring was discovered near Grange Road, which fact is still perpetuated in the
name Spa Road, but there is nothing salubrious about that neighbourhood now.

OF THE STOCK OF DEVON

The apostle could write of himself * Of the stock of Isragl’ but | am a Gentile and only allude to Paul’ s reference
to his forefathers as a heading, for we must leave the birthplace of the present writer, to get some inkling of his
forbears. Unlike Israel, | can only go back four generations. The apostle knew who were his ‘fathers', but the
average Gentile can trace his ancestry back no further than a few generations. My father’s people were Exeter folk,
and | can go back asfar as my father’s grandfather, but have never pursued the matter further. My name ‘Welch’ is
avariant of the spelling ‘Welsh’ but apart from the fact that Devonshire is near to Wales, | have no evidence that
any of my forefathers hailed from the Principality. The word ‘Welch’ was used by the Saxon invaders of thisisland
as a label for the inhabitants of Britain and meant a ‘foreigner’. It seems fitting, that one who was to be used in
making known the exceeding riches of His grace to those who were by nature ‘strangers
and foreigners’ should himself bear a name meaning ‘foreigner’. It may be that it is quite accidental - but then so
might have been the naming of Saul of Tarsus by the Gentile name *Paul’, but it is significant nevertheless. While
my forefathers for several generations at least were Devonshire folk, | myself was born in London. My great-

Chalybeate spring = mineral water impregnated with iron salts.



CHARLES H. WELCH 28

grandfather appears to have been of a more sturdy build than I, as his portrait, reproduced further on, will show. |
know little of my great-grandmother except that she rather coddled her son, my grandfather, much to his undoing
however, for | understand he was rather a gay lad and often came home the worse for his night out.

There are two incidents that | feel worth recording about my great-grandfather which, though not on a high
spiritual plane, nevertheless reveal some integrity of character.

In a street just off the High Street, now alas bombed and rebuilt, and just opposite the ancient Guild Hall, my
great-grandfather, John Welch, ran what would have been an equivalent to a garage today, horses, and not cars
however being his care. One day alady of the county called upon him and told him that her nephew was putting up
for parliament, and said that she expected John to give him hisvote. ‘But my lady’, said John, ‘1 am aliberal, and |
shall vote liberal’. There was no secret ballot it must be remembered in those days. ‘Well John’ she replied, ‘Y ou
know what will happen if you do’. John knew full well, and 1T DID. She withdrew her patronage, her friends did
likewise and John Welch’'s businessfailed. 1 am not concerned about political parties, but | am glad my forbear was
not intimidated in a matter of conscience and integrity.
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As a set off over against what might be misrepresenting him as of too stern a nature is the other incident. John
Welch was in the habit of visiting the local inn to meet his cronies of an evening, and always took with him a clay
pipe, with which he enforced his point of view, but he never smoked in his life. He could be both adamant to the
extent of financial loss, and yet tolerant, where essentials were not involved. Great-grandfather’svote and clay pipe
stood for something. Before the collapse of John's business, it seems that my grandfather, his son, was in the habit
of going to the tailors, ordering a suit, and having the bill sent to hisfather. The only time my father, his grandson
as a boy, heard a bad word from his grandfather’s lips, was on these occasions, when upon receiving yet another
unpaid bill he said ‘damn it!”

My grandmother on my father’s side was a lady of Quaker stock, and as a boy, my father lived during his first
few years in Orchard Place, Heavitree, Exeter, but at the time of the opening of the great exhibition in Hyde Park,
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the little family came to London, and my grandfather obtained employment in Kent’s brush making factory, which
was then in Tabard Street, a street associated as it always will be with Chaucer’s Canterbury Pilgrims. | can still
conjure up in the mind's eye, the odd mixture he presented, of past better days and of present straitened conditions.
He would go off to work wearing asilk hat, arather green frock coat, and a white bibbed apron tied round his waist!
He was over six feet tall, wore ‘dundreary whiskers and had an eye like an hawk. Owing to his upbringing, or
rather to his lack of responsibility in the use of money, his family were often reduced to the verge of poverty, for a
whole week’ s wages would sometimes be entirely spent in treating anyone and everyone to drink.

I remember that my grandfather used a ‘Boot-Jack’ which had come with him from Exeter. Again, quoting
Dickensin Little Dorrit:

Y ou have had along walk, and will be glad to get your boots off. Asto Daniel here, | suppose he'd never think
of taking his boots off, unless we showed him a boot-jack’.

Perhaps it is not to be wondered at that my father was never very robust, yet, although he suffered with
intermittent haemorrhage of the lungs, he lived within afew months of ninety years of age. Among the industries of
Bermondsey, owing to the vast amount of shipping, hemp ropes were in constant demand, and several rope walks
were in the vicinity of Jamaica Road. The introduction of steel ropes brought the hemp rope making to a standstill,
and my father fell out of employment. In those days there was no provision to aid such, and a desperate situation
had to be faced, and here the sterling character of my mother came into play. She had an ingrained horror of debt;
hire purchase and its equivalents were to her anathema, and so my parents|eft their little house and took one room in
the house in Fair Street, and there, with all the furniture they possessed stacked, | was born on April 25th 1880. A
somewhat indigent student from Guy’s Hospital brought me into the world, and was glad to share the frugal Sunday
dinner that was ready. As soon as | could be left with my grandmother, my mother went back to her silk work in
Wood Street, Cheapside, so that my father would be free to make a fresh start, which he did in the leather bag
industry, starting at a nominal wage and rising to be the head of his department when he left at the age of 70.

My parents were married at Lambeth Parish Church, hard by the Lambeth Palace, which is about as near to the
Archbishop as | can hope to come. My father went to his wedding by rowing boat.

A tablet affixed to the tower records that Bryan Tuberville in the year 1711 left one hundred pounds for ever, the
interest to be used in assisting the apprenticeship of poor boys of the neighbourhood, with a notice that reads:

‘N.B. Noneto be put to chimney sweeps'.

Lambeth Palace which adjoins the Church has been the London residence of the Archbishops of Canterbury
since the 13th Century.

The gatehouse entrance shown in the sketch was built in 1490 to take the place of an earlier one. Behind this
gateway will be found two reminders of early reformers, namely, the Lollard’s Tower and the Lollard's Prison.
Queen Elizabeth’ s favourite, Essex, was imprisoned here in 1601.
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Something of the character of the days of my childhood can be gathered from the following extract from the
Times for April 7th, 1880, which speaks of an action against a shipowner at Sierra Leone for being engaged in slave
trade; an advertisement for a second and third school master for Brentwood at a salary of £45 and £40 per annum, a
reference to General Garibaldi, to Renan, to Sims Reeve a well-known singer, to Moore and Burgess Minstrels, to
Henry Irving and Ellen Terry, and to ‘“What Mr. Gladstone said’ in Linlithgow!

In the portrait section, a photograph shows my mother holding me as a babe of thirteen months, dressed up like
an alderman, but innocent then of any problem of ‘Right Division’! Two months later | was badly scalded, and
rushed off to Guy’s hospital, where small hopes of recovery were held out. However, after three months treatment |
left the hospital, but needing much attention. Whilein the hospital, the surgeon suggested that my mother be willing
to have a portion of skin removed from her body and used to promote the healing of the wound. However, as
another child was on its way, my father stepped in, but was met by an Irish nurse with her arm in a sling, who had
already volunteered!

Skin grafting, asit is known to-day, was not practised in 1880, but the surgeon was evidently feeling out towards
it. 1 of course can remember nothing of all this, being only eighteen months old when discharged, but one cannot
help but be grateful for the bravery and the kindness shown to a tiny mite; nor can one quite still the feeling that a
foreknown earthen vessel was preserved though scarred for life.

Guy’ s Hospital, which under God, saved my life, lies behind London Bridge Station, and the tall tower shown
here isawell known land mark. The hospital owes its foundation to Thomas Guy, born in 1645, who lived in Fair
Street, Horsleydown, and who left £200,000 endowment to the hospital. When | was born, no one possessing
200,000 pence would have chosen Fair Street as a suitable dwelling
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place. The east wing of the hospital was destroyed in the blitz of 1940.

Guy's =2
Hochibal

FROM MY YOUTH UP

Although the apostle Paul attributed his whole Christian life and ministry to divine grace, he nevertheless makes
many references to his upbringing. Lessons are drawn from his schooling, his Roman citizenship and other details,
for while inspiration is all of God, nevertheless it is written ‘The Holy Ghost by the mouth of David spake’, the
earthen vessel not being set aside but taken up and used.
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When my mother held her infant son out of the window over the open space around St. John’s Church,

Horsleydown,* to induce sleep in a very wide-awake youngster, he was not so wide-awake and beyond his years to
know or to note that, from that point of vantage he might have seen across the housetops the tower of Bermondsey
Abbey Church, famous in earlier days for providing sanctuary to more than one Royal Personage, but interesting to
us, for the fact that some years earlier Ethelbert W. Bullinger, later to be known and loved as Dr. Bullinger, acted in
this church as curate. Neither my parents nor the beloved Doctor knew that the paths thus unconsciously crossed,
geographically speaking, were destined to be blessedly associated in spiritual things some years later.

Tooley Street, about which we have already spoken, ends at Dockhead and then becomes Jamaica Road. A
glance at the map, which forms the end paper of the cover, shows not only these names, but the following streets and
buildings that now come into the picture. Flockton Street, Drummond Road, Cherry Garden Pier, Keeton’s Road,
and Jamaica Road, Herold’'s School, Keeton's Road School, The Bermondsey Settlement, Peek Frean’s Biscuit
Works and the Drummond Road Baptist Chapel.

‘Jamaica Road, which lost many of its houses in the blitz of May 1941, is so caled from an inn called the
Jamaica, which once stood in theimmediate locality. Three yearslater, on 15th June, 1944, Numbers 123-169 of
Jamaica Road, including "Roses' s Chapeal" were completely destroyed by aflying bomb ... . On the south side of
Jamaica Road, at the northern end of Spa Road, is St. James's Church, a spacious building of brick and stonein
the Greek style erected in 1829’

The Face of London Harold P. Clunn.

Jamaica Road was so badly hit in the blitz that | could not verify the site of many of the shops with which | had
grown familiar. At the corner of Drummond Road stood Reason’s the corn chandlers, with an intriguing smell of
cattle and poultry food and spice. Next there was an old fashioned tobacconist with a display of snuff, and then a
fishmongers, and then ‘Bonny the Butcher’, a cut above our purse. After this came Cownley’s, kept by two elderly
ladies who might have stepped out of Cranford, and where coloured rainbow wool could be bought and made into

see page 16
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coloured reinsfor playing at horses. Next came Davis' s cheesemongers and after atea grocers, and ahat shop, came
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Merrils the furniture store, spoken about on page 48.

On the opposite side of the road was Jones the tea grocers which advertised itself by a huge red tea pot on the
parapet. Here | did the week’s shopping for my mother. One regular item was ‘an ounce of two shilling Green
Tea , which was aways weighed meticulously in apair of balances suspended from the ceiling.

In that second raid, both Herold’'s School (infants' department) and the row of houses including 20 Drummond
Road, to which we had moved in 1884, were reduced to rubble. Mention has been made of St. James's Church. |
remember taking one of my daughters, as a child to show her the slide which the children of the neighbourhood
improvised out of the granite slabs that bordered the steps leading into the church. These slabs still retain the polish
that countless breeches' seats were worn out to accomplish, but to my surprise | discovered that even here the old
order had given place to new, for there, standing in the grounds and rendering the granite slides obsolete, was a
grand structure - tobogganing made easy in all weathers. Both ancient and modern ‘slides’ have been indicated in
the accompanying sketch.
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Stides at
Sr Jamesg's.

There were some rather coarse comments on Saturday nights when the carillon of St. James's rang out the tune:

‘There is no luck about the house
Since my old man’s away’ for alas!

A staggering drunken man was no uncommon sight in those early days, and on Saturday nights in particular.

At that time we youngsters had no ideas as to good or bad architecture but the following extracts from an article
in the Daily Telegraph may be worth preserving:

St. James's Church, in Jamaica Road, Bermondsey, one of the best examples of the 19th century architecture of

Savage, isin danger of demoalition.

John Betjeman, The Daily Telegraph Architectural Correspondent writes:

St. James's, Bermondsey, was designed and built by James Savage, in 1827-29. It is a grand building on a

prominent site in awide churchyard. It was built of London stock brick with a Bath stone steeple surmounted by

an enormous dragon as weather vane.

Ouitside, the church owes much to Vanbrugh, with its solemn blind arches and entrance front. It cost £21,000 to

build, alot of money in that time and half of it subscribed by the people of Bermondsey.
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From 1884 until 1904, 20 Drummond Road was my centre, and the surrounding streets, including Dockland and
Southwark Park, were my environment. It will be observed that Jamaica Road runs paralel with the river and
separated the district into two parts, those running down
to the river being exceedingly poor and squalid, and inextricably mixed up with wharves, docks, piers and smells.
Cherry Garden Pier was only about five minutes walk from Drummond Road, but to a young boy at that time, a
journey fraught with adventure and sometimes with danger. The name conjures up white blossom, orchards,
Pleasure Gardens and the like, even as Vauxhall was a place of resort and pleasure from the days of Charles |l until
abolished in 1859, but Cherry Gardens was now only a name. While in a most unprepossessing neighbourhood,
Cherry Garden Pier isin constant use; on page 28 the sketch gives some idea of the pier and foreshore.

Before proceeding further, | must hark back two yearsto join up with alater link in the narrative and give aword
about Flockton Street. While it is shown on the map immediately behind Dockhead, the only trace | could find
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of its whereabouts were the curb stones that had resisted the blitz which wiped out thisriver-side turning. Flockton
Street links up with two later events which, though out of order, can best be introduced here. At the age of six, see
photograph on page xviii, | started having piano lessons practising on a spinet shaped Broadwood piano, with avery
restricted keyboard. Such pieces as ‘The blue bells of Scotland’, or ‘The Fairy wedding Waltz were about the
zenith of thisfirst musical adventure.
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Occasionally we children anticipated modern ‘Jazz' by placing sheets of newspaper on the wires and creating a
tinny banjo effect!

Later in life | came to appreciate the three great ‘B’s of music, Bach, Beethoven and Brahms. Whether others
appreciated my attempts is a moot point!

Dr. Bullinger was no mean musician, one of his best known hymn tunes being set to the words ‘I am trusting
Thee Lord Jesus'. Though musical, he stood firmly against the so-called musical services. Whilst not posing as a
musician | am thankful that at a pinch | can step in and play either the organ or piano, and can also produce some
weird noises on both the violin and the ‘cello’.

My mother, like most of her class and day, had very little schooling, but it was manifest that she had an innate
love for both music and drawing. When first married and before any children claimed her care, she used to lean
over the bannisters on the top floor while the landlady’ s daughter had her music lesson below, and then, when the
teacher had left, my mother would use the same instruction book and go over the lesson as far as possible.

| can remember so well sitting on Sunday evening with my mother while we both attempted to draw the intricate
Greek fret pattern on the frosted glass shade of the parlour lamp. This reminds me of one effort at artistic expression
that did NOT receive parental approbation. My mother found me sitting on the pavement outside the house
endeavouring to emulate the ‘ pavement artist’, with his Mackerel, Sunsets, Dogs heads and some such appealing
slogan as: ' One Shower of rain, my work isall invain’.
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The reference to the parlour lamp makes me realise that | have lived through a wonderful evolution of lighting,
from the crude hanging wall lamp, the squeaking fish-tail gas light, the incandescent burner, the arc light, electric
filament lamp, and the neon light. When ten, | became a chorister at Christ Church, Bermondsey, wearing a
surplice, singing the Psalms, Hymns and Anthems, but having not the slightest knowledge of the way of salvation,
nor even being conscious that | needed a Saviour. Once, and only once, I, together with the massed choirs of many
churches, sang in St. Paul’ s Cathedral, but no interviewer singled me out as ajuvenile Caruso! Music without Christ
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isthe tag | place on this period, for in the same neighbourhood a few years later, music and Christian service could

be the changed slogan. The accompanying drawing shows two buildings, the Church in the foreground, and the
Bermondsey Gospel Mission then called ‘Percy Hall’ in the rear.

Now to return to Flockton Street. In 1882 this mission used to hold open air meetings in the surrounding
neighbourhood, and as a child of two | used to join in singing the hymn *Whiter than the snow’ with an eye | suspect
on the old lady who kept the sweet shop, who would exclaim ‘Bless his littleheart’” and add to the spoken blessing a
screw of sweetsl When at the age of 72 | spoke at a meeting at the Bermondsey Gospel Mission and told them that

my first active fellowship with the mission was 70 years earlier, | could see some bewildered mental arithmetic
proceeding.
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Anticipating yet another few years, to a period immediately following my conversion, | was invited to share with

another young man in the work of visiting local Sunday Schoolsin the interest of The *Regions Beyond’ Missionary
movement. Upon objecting ‘1 could never speak at a meeting’ the rejoinder was ‘Y ou come. If the Lord has work
for you to do, you will find it waiting for you'. Sure enough, an agitated superintendent button-holed me on the
doorstep with the question, ‘ Can you play the organ? | did not know. | could play the piano - but feeling here was
the ‘work waiting’ | pulled out several stops at random, hoped for the best, and found this time that the musical
association was combined most definitely with the Gospel. Although it is evident that alove of music was
ingrained, music has never been permitted to have much place in my ministry. It can often be a snare

We must now turn back, as this digression has taken us forward some twenty years. At one end of Drummond
Road, where it joins Jamaica Road, were the Herold Schools, which at the time occupied a site on either side of the
road. The infants department was flattened in a raid, but the upper school is still represented by the Herold'
Institute.

Between 1884 and 1885, that is between the age of four and five years, | attended a private school, but learned
practically nothing, and | believe that my comment was
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that it was ‘soppy’! | was then sent to Herold’'s Infant School where | remained for about a year. Owing to the
many scrapes | got into even at that early age, my father provided me with a small diary in which the teacher was
asked to write in the morning either the word ‘good’ or ‘bad’. The first day went off well, but alas the second
afternoon was disfigured by the word ‘bad’! | remember at the age of five standing outside the house trying to alter
theword ‘bad’ to ‘good’ an experiment in accommaodating theology and textual criticism which | discovered did not
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work. When my parents discovered to their horror that | had taken a‘dare’, and had started doing a ‘ strip tease’ in
front of the class, they concluded that it was no use keeping me at such ‘respectable’ institutions, but that | must go
to the Board School, where discipline exercised both by scholar and teacher might have some rewarding effect. So
at the age of six | entered Keeton's Road School, and remained there until the age of fourteen, when | reached the
Ex. VlIth standard, the highest in a school of that type. Some four years after, alittle girl named Winifred Jeannette
Clark, who lived right down on the waterfront became a pupil in Herold's Infant School, and later transferred to
Keeton's Road School, became the friend of my own sister Kit, and ultimately under the good hand of the Lord,
became the loving and loyal partner, help-meet and fellow sharer in the good fight of faith.

Two certificates for Scripture knowledge, dated 1887 and 1888, show that at the age of seven and eight | had
become acquainted with the letter of the Word, but still wonder why the authorities feel that such passages as
‘Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you falsely,
for My Name's sake€ should be considered milk for babes. 1 certainly gained nothing spiritualy from such
exercises. Certificates for 2nd standard 1888, 3rd standard 1889, 4th in 1890 on to 7th and Ex. 7th in 1893,
accompanied with a certificate for Alternative Elementary Physics at the age of twelve, Mechanics, Drawing, and
French in 1893 at the age of thirteen, give some idea of the progress made and the nature of the teaching given.
George E. Powell was an old fashioned Headmaster, who had wisdom enough however to give younger teachers a
fairly free hand.

It was his custom to put all boys who were down for punishment into aline, and go along the line with a mock
solemnity, saying with each cut of the cane ‘ miserable sinner’ *miserable sinner’.

A school chant at the time revealed no disrespect however as we sang:

‘Mr. Powell’s anice old man. He tries to teach us all he can,

Reading, Writing and Arithmetic, but he doesn’t forget to give us the stick.
When he does, he makes us dance, out of England into France,

Out of France into Spain; al round the world and back again’.

At the annual prize giving in 1889, when | was just turned nine years old, a‘Queen VictoriaMedal’ was pinned
on my breast. | had, quite by accident not been late or absent from school for a year.

Punctualivry — "_‘n’\f; couvlesy
of Kings”

This was repeated for three succeeding years, the fourth being marked by a special medal in bronze. Someone
said, four consecutive years without being late or absent once, was not only a credit to the youngster but to his
mother, especially where there were younger members of alarge family to be cared for.

Those who are in the habit of attending the meetings at the Chapel of the Opened Book, have no need to look
anxioudly at the clock. It is as dishonest to steal a person’s time as his money. Little souls sometimes adopt
Malvolio’s idea of greatness:

‘I frown the while, and perchance wind up my watch, or play with somerich jewel’ but
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‘Punctuality is the courtesy of kings'.

Memory is a strange thing, and it is difficult to understand where and how happenings of seventy years ago can
be called to mind without effort. | can repeat without hesitation the names on the register in the class when | was
eight years old. There is an hiatus where day dreaming took the place of vigilance, but as my name came last in
alphabetical order, all waswell. Hereisthelist:

Bilbee, Butler, Beresford, Breeze, Culling, Cosh, Dunlop, Elms, Fleming, Gale, Hogg, Humphries, Joy, May ...
Walker, Walling, Welch.

To W.H. Tulk must go the credit for keeping the school up to date in the matter of Science. In 1894 at this
L.C.C. Schoal (as it had become) | was initiated into the wonders of Spectrum Analysis, Newton's Disc,
Photo-Synthesis, Sound, Light, Heat, Magnetism and Electricity, and have been surprised in after life to meet men
who on the surface had received far better training than I, but who had not had so clear a conception of these
elements of scientific research as had then been part of the ordinary syllabus at Keeton’s Road School.

The playground of the boys section was partly open and partly covered, the building above being supported on
rows of pillars. The Surrey Docks was naturally atarget for enemy bombers, and in 1940 or thereabouts, about two
hundred rendered homel ess by such an attack were shepherded down to take shelter in the covered playground of the
school. That night a direct hit on the school buried that two hundred souls, and not one, so far as | can discover,
escaped. One wing of the school still functions, but the school | knew as a boy is no more. The picture, drawn in
January 1959, shows the condition of the building that remains.
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In 1894, when | was fourteen, | left school and sought some form of employment. In after years, when my
parents were not so hard pressed, it was possible to give two of my younger sisters a college training, but although |
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longed for further and richer training, that at the time was out of the question. | then answered an advertisement
for ‘an intelligent lad’ and entered a Tea Broker’s establishment in Rood Lane, E.C., and there for ayear | ate my
heart out, much as Dickens did in the Blacking Factory, for | hated, as many boys did, the homely chores that an
eldest child perforce had to share. Here, ‘someone in the city’ to his shame, spent most of his time battling with a
never ending mountain of china cups and pots used by the tea-tasters of the firm.

Occasionally | paid a visit to such wharves as Butler's, Hay’s, or St. Katharine's, but revolted at the age of
fifteen, gave up the princely salary of five shillings a week, and was out of employment for six or seven weeks,
baffled but unbowed.

Here | must again break the chronological sequence. At the age of twenty-five, that is ten years after being
dismissed from Rood Lane, | was conducting a party around the British Museum, and had been explaining some of
the exhibits seen in the Egyptian Room. As was aways a possibility, a member of the public drew near and joined
the party. At ahalt in thelecture| turned to him and said * Y ou evidently are interested’. Hereplied ‘1 am indeed'.
| added ‘Y ou do not recognize me? |In astonishment he said ‘No’. | slipped into the Cockney vernacular, saying
‘You gave me the sack ten years ago’. He was the Secretary of the firm and rejoiced at such a transformation.
Time's Revenges need not always be saddening. Of course aradical change had come about in those intervening
ten years, to which all the incidents of this narrative are all the while converging.

As no opening had seemed to be forthcoming, my father who was himself in the Leather Bag industry, said | had
better take up the same craft, and so, when | wasfifteen | started at Wolfsky & Co., Leather Bag makers, with whom
| stayed, apart from about two years at Seefel’s in Barbican and Jacobs in Wilson Street, until | left at the age of
twenty-four to take up the Secretaryship of a Bible Training College.

Whether we be blue blooded aristocrats, or the lowest of classless serfs, our pedigree at last leads us back to the
‘one man’ through whom ‘sin entered into the world’; the clay out of which God fashions vessels for His service is
the samein every case.

Upbringing and environment are the instruments used in the shaping of these vessels, and in particular the
influences of parent, home and school during the impressionable years of early youth.

By nature a child is provided with two parents, but modern life often robs him of the balancing care of the father;
amother’s love isimmediate and protective, a father’ s looks to the future and is corrective. Happy is the child who
has both. It should be remembered that the Scripture says ‘Fathers not ‘Mothers bring up your children in the
nurture and admonition of the Lord (Eph. 6:4; Col. 3:21; Heb. 12:5-12).

My father used to leave home each morning about 7 am. and we children still in our beds would hear the little
ritual that was unfailingly observed.

‘Good-bye Mum. I'm off’.

‘Good-bye. Have you got your bag Dad?

‘“Yesmy dear’.

Dad would walk to Spa Road station (now demolished) and take either a penny fare to London Bridge, or if extra

weary, athree halfpenny fare to Cannon Street station, and then walk through to Old Street where he was employed.
We saw no more of Dad until eight o’ clock at night, and those still young would by then have gone to bed.

Looking back over the years with a sympathetic understanding which only time could bring, | can see that
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in his own quiet way, my father exercised an influence over his family of one boy and six girls that was not
immediately obvious. | doubt whether he would have tried to give a definition of the word * philosophy’, and yet he
had a simple nature, a wisdom that knew no parade, and often with self-depreciation he had marked influence on a
growing child.

He would appreciate the rustic wit of Corin the shepherd in As You Like It:

Touchstone ‘Hast any philosophy in thee shepherd?

Corin ‘No more but that | know the more one sickens the worse at ease he is: and that he that wants money,
means, and content is without three good friends: that the property of rain isto wet, and fire to burn;
that good pasture makes fat sheep, that a great cause of the night is lack of sun: that he that hath
learned no wit by nature nor art may complain of good breeding and comes of a very dull kindred'.

As | have said elsewhere, | had no Christian upbringing. The Scriptures were unknown, the Gospel and its
blessings like the language of aforeign land. Recognising al this, | nevertheless cannot help but be grateful that my
father did according to his light, seek to play afather’s part.

How many boys of twelve have been taken aside, and had the advice of old Polonius read and explained to
them? This passage is lacking in spiritual grace, yet for what it was worth, think of the effect upon a schoolboy
hearing for the first time such counsel as:

‘Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar;

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple to thy soul with hoops of steel;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatched, unfledg’d comrade. Beware

Of entrance to a quarrel, but, being in

Bear't that th’ opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice:

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment.
* * * * *

Neither a borrower, nor alender be;

For loan oft loses both itself and friend,

And borrowing dulls the edge of husba