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PREFACE.

T'm1s is not a biography proper. I
did not have the time nor the material
to prepare one, nor did I think the
occasion called for it. It is rather a
monograph. Thousands of Georgians
knew the gifted, eccentrie, devoted
man here pictured. They will be
glad for some memorial of him. A
truer hero never lived. He fought a
brave fight and conquered.

I had almost a romantic interest in
him. Ile was a wonder to me and a
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joy. I am sure he loved me, for he
loved all men, and I lay this little
sprig of cypress on the grave in which
he sleeps.

Two Methodist preachers lay side by
side in the cemetery in Milledgeville.
I found the forgotten, neglected grave
of George Ilill while I was pastor
there, and had it cared for; and over
fifty years after he was laid there,
John W. Knight was laid beside him.
They differed in everything save that
they did the same work and loved the
same Master.

I have not sought to draw a perfect
likeness. I have not told the entire
story. I do not recognize that as the
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duty of one who does the work I am
attempting. I have not given a wrong
view of the man, and have said all that
I think it best to say.

I know the readers of this book will
be largely his friends and mine, and I
have adopted a freedom of style which
is only to be justified by this fact.

Grorge G. SmitH.
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LIFE OF JOHN W. KNIGHT.

CHAPTER I.

EARLY DAYS.

Joun W. KnieaT was to me a won-
derful man. Ile presented some of
the most striking features of any man
I have ever known.

He had a mind of peculiar cast and
of remarkable power. He was pecu-
liar to eccgntricity. Ie had an emo-
tional nature of intense delicacy, which
was strung always to its highest ten-
gion. IHe had a child’s heart and a
child’s faith. IIe was lowly, unam-
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bitious, and exceedingly tender. Ilis
eloquence was weird and unearthly.
His piety was saintly. Ilis life was
filled with lessons, and because it was, 1
attempt this short memoir of him. I
am unable, however, to give more than
an outline of his life.

His parentage was obscure. I never
heard him speak of his father, and I
think his mother was early a widow.
She married afterward, and in her old
age her burdened son never failed to
write to her, and send her relief from
his own scant funds.

He was born iu Awungusta, Ga., in
1808. The family were poor. The
boy was reserved, morose, and fearless,
and was just such a child as was likely
to be the sport of those in better con-
dition. e repaid their jeers with bit-
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ter hate and sturdy blows, and fought
his way toward young manhood. No
religious influences were brought to
bear upon hLim; no one cared for his
soul. The wonder was that so much
of the man was left in him, and so
little of the tiger was developed. He
went to the old free school in Augusta,
and learned to read, and while but a
boy became an apprentice to a tailor.
This was not far from 1820. In those
days Augusta was a showy, dashing,
prosperous town, and the tailor’s shop
was an important establishment. The
boss who lhad the shop employed
journeymen from far and near. These
were nearly all of them heavy drinkers,
aund the boy of all work was sent out
often to get the quare, which was to be
brewed into toddy or punch. Ille soon
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fell into the habit of drinking with
his older companions, and was a drunk-
ard ere he was a man. Anugusta, the
town in which he lived, was a little
city of some four or five thousand in-
habitants, but it was the largest of the
upper Georgia towns, and commanded
the trade from all the upper and west-
ern state, as well as large trade from
South and North Carolina, and from
Tennessee. There was a Methodist
church and a Presbyterian, and be-
fore he was twelve years old an Epis-
copal and DBaptist. The old St. Paul’s
church, which had been founded fifty
years before, still stood, bat was in
his youth without a rector. Ile some-
times dropped into the old Methodist
charch. Itstood on Green Street, where
St. John's now stands, and in those
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days was a two-story bnilding, the up-
per being a gallery for colored people.
llere there was for a little while a
union Sunday-school, and I think he
told me he went to it a few times.
1lis life was a hard one. He was
kicked, and cuffed, and cursed. Ide
grew up defiant and bitter. Ile had
learned to read, and was possessed of a
most voracious appetite for reading.
He read everything he could find, es-
pecially poetry: Shakespeare, Burns,
Byron, and Scott he knew by heart.
One day he found Paine’s “ Age of
Reason.” Ah! here was the book. Its
easy style, its coarse invectives, its
bitter spirit, its ribaldry, and its soph-
istry, alike fitted into the grooves of
his mind, and it became his bible. Ie
had little reason to love anybody, and
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this book gave him just what he wished
for—a reason to live as he listed, and
hate as he hated. Ie was, though only
just a man, an infidel and a drunkard.
What he was, A¢ was, he feared no-
thing and no one. e wasno sneaking
unbeliever, who sought the favor of the
Christinng, feared their hate, and con-
cealed his unbelief. e was a bold, bla-
tant blasphemer. With a temper quick
as tinder, a lion’s heart, and with these
set on fire by the fires of hell, in drink,
he was in truth, when drunk, a despe-
rado. Ile was then the terror of the city
when crazed by drinking. There have
been many worse men than he was, for
hie was neither a liar, nor a coward, nor
a thief. He did not like to speak of his
former life, nor could he be induced to
enter into any particulars about it. e
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told me many of the stories related of
his excesses in those days were untrue.
Bad as he was, he was not as bad as they
made him, and to thelast it pained him
to hear of them. Ilis apprenticeship
was over, and he started out into the
world to make his way as a journeyman
tailor. Ile had but a poor outfit for
life. IIe had been drinking hard, and
he now took an oath that he would not
drink whiskey any more, and went to
Clinton, in Jones County. Here he was
when he found Jesus Christ. e was
now twenty-six years old.



CIIAPTER IL
THE GREAT CHANGE.

Jones County was one of the richest
of the middle counties of the State.
Clinton was the county-site. Large for-
tunes had been made in the fifty years
of its first settlement, and they were
now being freely spent. Griswold and
Pratt, with their great gin-shops were
here, and Macon, a little town of three
years old, was twelve miles away, and
although it was a threatening rival of
Clinton, it had not as yet swallowed
it up. It was a good place for a tai-
lor, and here Thomas Bray, a Metho-
dist, had his shop, and to him caine
John Knight, as journeyman. As we
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have said, he had left off drinking
whiskey, and drank only cider, but he
carried with him to Clinton his bitter
hate to men, and his infidel views.
When called into a court-room, he
would not swear on the bible without
declaring that he believed it false.
There seemed little hope of his conver-
sion to Christian faith, but this very
year it came.

Among the citizens of Clinton was
General William Flewellen. Ie wasa
wealthy planter, and a devout Metho-
dist. IIe was frequently about the
tailor shop, which in small towns was in
those days a kind of rallying point,
and he had often seen DBray’s jour-
neyman ; but there was little in a bit-
ter, reckless, profane, young infidel

to attract him, and Knight thought
2



18 LIFE OF JOHN W. KNIGHT.

that IFlewellen was, like all the rich
men and the Christians, his enemy ; and
he paid back in scorn what he thought
he received in contempt. DBut he was
mistaken : Iflewellen did not contemn
Liim ; he valued him.

Knight was a young man of ath-
letic frame and fearless heart. One
day there was a terrible difficulty im-
minent, and as there was no police
in those times, it was needful that
some brave man should interfere to
prevent it. Flewellen was in DBray’s
shop. Turning to Knight he said:
“ Knight, can you stop that?” ¢ Yes,
sir.”  “Well, I wish you would.”
The brave young tailor walked into the
midst of the rioters, commanded or-
der, and was obeyed. This little inci-
dent made Flewellen his fast friend.
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The preacher on the Clinton circuit
that year was James B. Payne. e
had known the bitterness of a life like
IKnight’s. A few years before he had
been found by Jesus Christ in the
depths of dissipation and misery, and
rescued. Ile had now begun a travel-
ling ministry, and his heart yearned
over the gifted, noble-souled, but lost
young tailor. He used to visit him,
and talk with him, not to argue, but
to invite. Inight had all of Thomas
Paine’s sophistries in his head, and
was more than a match for the young
preacher; but the young preacher had
the love of Jesus in his heart, and
was the better armed. I{night was
prepared for argument, and scorn,
and abuse, but not for love; and love
at last conquered him, One day Flew-
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ellen was taken sick. He sent for
Knight to come and see him Ie re-
fused to go. He sent again, but he
refused again. Ilewellen neared his
dying hour. ¢ Tell Jack Knight,” he
said, “I want to meet him in heaven;
give him my love.” The message
came, and the man’s heart melted.
Payne urged him to go to church, and
at least to hear, so one day he went. It
was a strange place to him. llenever
told me of what the preacher preached,
nor what convinced him, but said to
me:

“ Then, George, right theyre I became
convinced that the bible wats true, and
that Jesus Christ was the Saviour, and
‘right there I said: ‘I surrender,’ and
God converted my soul.” Never was
there a fuller surrender nor a more en-
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tire conversion. Saul of Tarsus never
more fully gave up all, when he said,
“ What wilt thou have me do?” The
light had ecome, but soon the night came
on. “ After this,” said he, “ George, 1
saw iy own heart; such o sight, oh, it
was awful; I thought I would have
died. It plunged me in despair. I
went to my room, I shut to and locked
the door, and all night I wrestled with
God.” The morning came—faith came
to stay. John Knight, the infidel tailor,
the young desperado, was a Christian.
He at once joined the church, and de-
sired to be baptized in what he believed
was a scriptural way. He would go
down into the water, and come up out
of the water, and not go under the
water. The request he made was com-
plied with, and going to a creek near
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Clinton, James B. Payne led him into
the water; and it was poured upon
his head. Ile became a Methodist,
and began at once to work. There
was no middle ground with him. Ile
was a decided, determined man. [fle
had surrendered.  Jesus had received
him, and he gave him all his heart.
We know it was not without a struggle
that Lie emerged from such darkness to
such light, nor that without conflict he
lived the new life. Ile nover told of
the Valley of the Shadow of Death, nor
of the combat with Apollyon, but all
his life long he carried the scars. He
won the fight. This was in 1835.
Ile remained in Clinton a little while,
then returned to his old home in Au-
gusta. Ilere he found a pastor after
his own heart. George I, Pierce, just



LIFE OF JOHN W. KNIGIT, b3

now an elder, in his twenty-fifth ycar,
tull of ardor, strength, and joyousness,
was in charge. The church wasin aglow.
Sunday after Sunday it was crowded
to its lowest seat, with whites below
and negroes above, and young Pierce
preached, as men say man never
preached in that pulpit. One day he
saw a slouchily dressed man, appar-
ently utterly lost to all around him,
come into church, fall on his kunees,
bMow and puff and ejaculate half au-
dibly, rub his hands, and at length
arise from hisknees. He drank in then
every word which was uttered. The
young pastor decided he was a half-
witted, earnest young convert, with zeal
not according to knowledge, and at that
time the timid young tailor did not take
pains to cultivate closer relations. He
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found his class, and went to it. He
kept away from all evil influences, and
was always found where the good were
gathered. To one who had entered a
new life as he had, it was as much a
continued surprise as a joy. KEvery-
thing to him was new. The man who
has travelled the borderland of the
kingdom of heaven cannot know how
he feels who has come from a far coun-
try. Ie had been in the wilderness:
he now entered the land of corn and
wine and oil.



CHAPTER III

THE PREACHER.

Knigurhad but one idea of religion.
It was service. lle was entirely God’s.
1le began to work as they who were in
authority bade him. Then it began to
dawn upon his mind that ke must preach.
Ile preach ! TPoor, ignorant, awkward,
timid, unsuited to the world; surely
it was a delusion—but the conviction
grew. Ile must preach. Iew men
truly called to the ministry enter it
without reluctance, and they require
very positive proof that God has called
them before they will yield. At last
the conviction came. Ile must preach.
It was a cup all bitter to him, but God
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placed it to his lips. Since that long
night in Tom Bray’s tailor shop he
never debated, and now he applied to
his young pastor for license. ILet him
tell the story.

“Ile surprised and embarrassed e
by telling me that he wanted license to
preach. I advised him to wait and
pray for divine direction, promising
him another interview upon the subject.
During the spring I got up a meeting
at the Old Richmond camp-ground. But
few preachers were present. Knight
was there. I put him up one day to
conclude the service with an exhorta-
tion. lle had never spoken in public
before. It was his débus, and in my
mind his license hung upon the out-
come. He astonished me, and all his
bearers. It was the unstudied outburst
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of a full mind and a glowing heart. Ilis
scntences were well constructed, his lan-
cuage fine, well chosen, not a blemish
in his grammnar. Ilis thoughts showed
he was well read ; he enforced a heavy
assanlt upon infidelity by the relation
of his own experience. The effect was
wonderful. No. more trouble about
license now.” Ile received license to
exhort, and began to officiate in neet-
ings in 1835. Ior several years he was
making preparation to enter into his
life-work. In 1838, Isaac Boring and
Walter R. Branham, two young men,
were sent to Augusta, and here they
found John Knight. Young Branham
became much attached to him, and
when he was licensed to preach and
recommended to the Annual Confer-
ence, he had Knight to go with him to
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his father’s house in Eatonton, where
the Conference met. With them went
recommended also foradmission Augus-
tus B. Longstreet. The two applicants
had been boys together, though Knight
was the younger. ‘While Knight wasa
tailor’s apprentice, Longstreet was at
Yale College ; and while he was on the
tailor’s bench, Longstreet was a judge.
They had, however, passed through the
same experiences in somerespects. FKach
had been an unbeliever, and each had
come to the full light of assurance, but
not the same road. It would have been
difficult to have found two men more
unlike. Judge Longstreet, as he was
always called, was tall, graceful, self-
possessed, with a sweet smile, and a
delicate jest for all his friends ; he was
cool, logical, unemotional. Knight had
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an athletic frame, shaggy eyebrows, a
face that was leonine ; he never jested,
save with those very near to him; his
heart was full of deep, burning thoughts,
and he had come to do a work for
which he was, as he felt, the least
fitted. These two from Augusta were
admitted the same day in 1838, and
Knight was sent to Sandersville Cir-
cuit with Francis M. Smith. IHe was
now thirty years old. He had read
his bible carefully and prayerfully,
and had read many other books, but
he came to this, one of the hardest
fields in the Conference as he felt,
poorly equipped for the work before
him, A young preacher is nearly
always greatly influenced and aided
by his presiding elder, and it was a
good thing for such a man as Kunight,
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that there was such a man as Samuel
Anthony.

~ He was now on his first disériet as
Knight was on his first circuit. Ilec
had none of the poetic delicacy of mind
which belonged to Knight. Ile had
never known those fierce, mysterious
agonies which such a nature knows, and
he was all the better guide for that.
IIe was deeply experienced in religion,
and was fervid, earnest, fearless. 1lis.
Leart was tender and true, and he could
understand and sympathize with the
young preacher. Ile was the Ilopeful
to this Christian Pilgrim.

The circuit which Knight travelled
began in ITancock County,and included
Washington, Wilkinson, and Laurens.
The rides were long, and the homes
most of them humble, and Methodism
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was no popular form of religion in a
great part of the circuit. Ilis preach-
ing was always unique, and attracted at-
tention from the first. The year ended,
and he was returned to the same field.

From the wire-grass country he
came, in the year 1841, to Lincoln
County. Samuel Anthony was still
his presiding elder, and he was now in
charge of the circuit.

Ilere he married Miss Eliza Curry.
A handsome young fellow he was then.
Poetic, chivalrous, ardent, eloquent.
She was a very sunbeam, a country girl
of good family, full of life, good sense,
and cheeriness, and withal of genuine
piety. She was the very woman to
brighten up the skies of a man naturally
prone to melancholy, and even in those
ecarly days in the grasp of the demon
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who slew him at last—dyspepsia.
Great success attended the preacher,
and for years after, even to his closing
days, Lincoln County was a bright spot
to him.

The next year he was in Wilkes.
Washington wals a station, but all that
beautiful and rich country now in-
clnded in Broad River and Little River
circuits was then in the Wilkes cir-
cuit on which he was, Iis presiding
elder was now James E. Evans. James
E. Evans has perhaps had few equals
in this land in the great work of an
evangelist, and be and Knight were
kindred spirits. The dry details of the
work of the ministry never suited
Knight. To visit, to discipline, to raise
collections—work so important, so in-
dispensable—was always to him beyond
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his strength ; but to preach, to exhort,
to help in meetings, to pray with the
sick and needy, this was his joy, and
this work he did incessantly and with
good success. There is, however, but
little in each succeeding year of a trav-
elling preacher’s life to mark it spe-
cially from the one which went before.
The same round of appointments, one
nearly every day. The same class-
meeting, love-feasts, and quarterly meet-
ings, For years Knight’s appointinents
were all in the near together. The best
people of Middle Georgia were his pa-
rishioners; the old churches, surrounded
by the plantations, his places of worship.
Now and then, in some old and still
small country village, like Watkins-
ville, or Appling, or Louisville, he had
an appointment. On Sundays great
3 :
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crowds came from far and near in car-
riages and buggies, and wagons, and on
week days a small group of faithful ones.
There was preaching, and class-meet-
ing, and a cordial welcome afterward
at the country home. There was, too,
the camp-meeting once a year at White
Oak, or Fountain, or Mt. Moriah, or
Bethany. Such was the life of a cir-
cnit preacher then. Ifrom Washington
he went to Louisville, and from Louis-
ville to the Watkinsville circuit, with
George 1I. Ilancock as his junior.

John W. Glenn was his presiding
elder. IHe wasthe incarnation of strong
common sense, with an enormous head,
a short, compact, stout body, a rich, roll-
ing, somewhat tremulouns voice, with
the strongest logic, the richest flow of
homely English words, and the sense
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which knew what to say, and the cour-
age to say it, with a will indomitable,
and with all a remarkable ability to
manage the work he had in hand. Ile
was a model as a presiding elder.

Young Hancock, the colleague of
Knight, was black-lLaired, black-eyed,
sprightly, active, poetic, and one of the
few men of college-training then in the
conference.

The Watkinsville circuit was one of
the strongest and largest in the confer-
ence. DBeginning at the corner of Mor-
gan County, embracing all of Clarke
and Jackson, it called for much travel
and much service. 'While he was on the
circuit, he was riding one day reading a
newspaper, when his horse took fright
and ran away, throwing him out of the
buggy and breaking his leg. When he
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recovered from the injury he was laine,
and went halting to the grave,

‘While he was on this circuit he made
his home at times with Greene B,
Haygood, Esq,, father of Dr. Haygood,
President of Emory College. e had
one day left the house, and was riding
thoughtfully along the road, when sud-
denly, with a loud cackle, a faithful hen
came rushing from under the buggy
seat where she lLad made her nest.
What could he do? Ile stopped his
horse and ran after her and carried her
home.

Then he was in Lincoln agajn, and
again in Columbia. He had now
travelled for thirteen years, and had
been all the time within sixty miles
of his native city. Ile had been over
the same ground time and again, and
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it was necessary for him to move across
the State. Ilewassent to Thomaston.
The circuit was one of the best; the
people among the kindest and most de-
voted, and he was just entering upon the
work with an earnest heart, when the
saddest of all calamities fell upon him ;
Lis gentle Eliza died. She left him with
four little children. Ile was at least
ten years her senior. She had given Lhim
lier young life ; she had cheerfully gone
with him wherever he went; she had
brightened up his ofttimes gloomy sky ;
she had gently calmed his fiery spirit ;
she, with her sweet, cheerful ways, led
him back from the dark shades toward
which he was so prone to go, and now
she was gone. Perhaps no one had a
heart more capable of the wildest love
than his, and when he was left alone,
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ke was alone. It was not long before
he married again. 'What else could he
do? Why the silly sentiment which
forbids? The poor little children with
no kinswoman on earth to look after
them—the wifeless, desolate home
called for it, and though John Knight
loved his young wife with a knightly
love, he sought to find one to fill her
place. Ile found a Miss Brown, who
still lives, and of whom Rev. David
1Iolmes, once his colleague, says: “IHer
good name was in all the churches
near by. She was noted for her piety.”
The man whose wedded life has been
torture, who has found no love or light
in the family, may refuse to wed again.
The man who is self-poised and strong
in himself may stand alone, but to the
wan like John Knight, a loving, ten
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der wife is a necessity. lle sought one,
and found her and lost her, and sought
another, and who shall blame him ?

The next year hie was on the Fort
Valley circuit.

Josiah Lewis was his Presiding Elder.
e was at this time in the vigor of his
ministry. Ile was short, thick-set, a
man of few words, but a man in every
fibre of his being. IIe had no poetry
in his make-up; he had little fancy:
but for sharp, ringing sentences few
men went beyond him. Ie feared no
frown, he asked no favor.

The Fort Valley circuit was one of
the strongholds of Methodism. At
that time it was one of the wealthiest and
most populous, and most intelligent of
the charges in the Georgia Conference.
Perry and Fort Valley divided between
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them the county of Ilouston. The
negroes formed a separate charge, and
Charles L. Hayes was missionary. The
next year he was in Putnam County
and mission. This, too, was in the heart
of old Georgia. Iis colleague was
Thomas II. Jordan. Thomas H. Jor-
dan was one of the mnost promising
young men of the church, and was
now in his first year. Ilis presiding
elder was Samuel Anthony. Ilere he
remained two years. Next he was
sent to Ilancock, adjoining Putnam, and
was again on one of the best of the cir-
cuits. Sparta itself was a station, but
all the fine country around it was in the
Hancock circuit, and to this same ap-
pointment he was returned.

The next year he was sent to the
Elberton circuit, This was almost the
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cradle of Methodism in Georgia, and
was one of the strongest and most im-
portant of the circuits. It was worked
on the eight weeks’ plan, and John W,
MeceGhee was Knight's colleague. Me-
Ghee had a great soul in a great body.
Possessed of considerable estate, he had
not taken the priest’s office for a piece
of bread, and was an efficient colleague
of the eccentric preacher in charge.
IHere he remained two years, and had
for his second year’s colleague young
Moss, who is now a preacher in the East
Texas conference.

e had now passed beyond middle
life. He was fifty years old. IHe had
been travelling near twenty years, and
had a large and growing family. He
had gone over the circuits in Middle
Georgia, some of them more than once,
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and it became more difficult to provide
for him. It was now necessary for
him to take a long move, and he went
nearly across the State, to the Coweta
circuit, the next year to Whitesville,
and then to Zebulon. No man who
did not know Joln Knight intimately,
knew how entirely the world was too
much for him. 1lle had no practical
sense. Ile lived in a higher realm;
and with every desire to do, he did not
know how. lle could preach—he did
preach ; he ecould think and xeason, he
could give his people the best he had
in him, but beyond this he had no skill
in managing a circuit. e was of very
delicate nervous organism, often sleep-
less and strangely restless. "ilis health
now gave way, and it was evident that
the little property he had would be



LIFE OF JOHN W. KNIGHT. 43

wasted, and his health entirely ruined
if he did not rest, and for four years he
took the relation of superannuate. The
trials of a travelling preacher of thirty
years ago were much greater than they
are now; much greater than they need
to have been, and much greater to John
Knight than to most men; but there
was one trial greater than these to him,
and that was to be in enforced retire-
ment. The man who has entered the
travelling ministry, and remained in
it for twenty years, is unfitted for any
other life. Let churches remember
this when they are disposed to cast off
those who have ceased to be as efficient
as in earlier days.

The impatience which some charges
show to old and worn servants would
disgrace a political party, and would
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not be even tolerated among the more
enlightened heathen. Ile was mnot
happy in these four years, but the war
was raging, and he remained at home,
preaching to the negroes of the mis-
sion in ITancock and Putnam when le
could preach at all. These yecars of
partial retirement were, we may be
sure, trying years to him. Ile wasno
farmer, and life on a farm, especially
in the dark days of war, was a trying life,
but it was his only chance for bread,
and here he remained until the war
was over, and then le returned again
to the regular work, and was the second
man on the Sandersville circuit, wlhere
he began his ministry thirty years
before. 1le then spent three years in
Putnam, and then again spent two in

Watkinsville with J. V. M. Morris as



LIFE OF JOUN W. KNIGHT. 45

his junior. The man was now old and
weary. e was unfitted longer for
taking charge of a circuit; he had a
dependent family ; he was very poor;
he had spent all he had in the work;
and his ministerial income was his all.
The amount from the conference col-
lections at the most would be small ;
but there was no alternative, ke must
retire. 'The old soldier must give way
to younger muscle. Ile saw it, and
without a murmur he submitted.
Bishop Pierce was in the chair. Ile
rose and told his brethren that brother
Knight must needs retire. He had a
little farm. .  Ilis brethren must help
him to stock it. The response was
prompt and generous, for never appeal
like that fell vainly upon the ear of a
Methodist conference, and when the
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old preacher limped back into the con-
ference-room, there was a purse ready
for him. It was possible, however, at
the close of the Conference to give him
a work, and he was sent as a supply to
Clinton. 1lere, quite forty years before,
he had been converted. llere was the
old shop of Tom Bray, where he
wrestled till the break of day, and
came from the struggle a new man.
ITis old friends were all gone. Some
of their children were still thore, and
had heard the story of his wonderful
conversion,

With this year in Clinton ended his
active ministry. It had gone over a
period of nearly forty years. 1le had
entered his work from a stern convie-
tion of duty. Ile never left it until
his reason fled; nor did he leave the
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pastorate until his strength gave way.
Poverty, toil, and suffering never drove
him from it. Desire for rest, or wealth,
or ease, never seduced him. All hecould
da he did. The church never had a
more faithful son than he. And God
blessed him with abundant fruit to his
labors. Few men have been more suc-
cessful in winning souls.

This is the simple outline of his ac-
tive life. There were, after he entered
his ministry, the days of preparation,
then the days of active, efficient work,
and then the decline, when Lie was on
the farther side of the hill, getting
every day more and more inefficient,
and moving steadily toward the in-
evitable, when he must surrender his
charge and retire,

The story of the trials and the pri-
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vations of these years—the long, weary
rides ; the exposure to cold, and heat,
and rain; the absence oftentime of all
physical comfort; then the growing
family ; the scantily supplied parson-
age ; the battle with debt and poverty ;
then, sadder than all, the lonely home
and the motherless babes; and after
that the sick and over-burdened wife,
worn with the care of the house-
hold, while he was at his work; the
times when no one seemed to care for
him but God, and those darker hours
when over the moody sou' came the
dreadful thought that even God did
not—these trials we know he endured,
thongh he never told us. lle began
his work tall, athletic, majestic in step,
with massive black hair, and bright,
searching eyes, and a quick, loving,



LIFE OF JOON W. KNIGHT. 49

impulsive heart. He passed into the
ranks of the fathers, a grizzled, silent
old man, with halting step and weary
heart — meek, lowly, shrinking, only
strong in a determination to do God’s
will as he knew it, and to conquer
at last ; in love toward all men and in
faith in a God who was ruler over all,
4



CHAPTER IV.

SUPERANNUATED.,

Tuere are few things in the world
sadder to see than that of a man who
has work in him, and yet who is for-
bidden to do it; whose mind is bright
and whose heart is brave, but whose
poor worn body can no longer obey
their behests. To men like statesmen,
or soldiers, or preachers, this posi-
tion is specially painful. Their lives
have been so active, that when they
know they are no longer able to work,
it is like death for them to retire; but
it is one of the saddest sights in the
world when they do not know it, and
are forced to retire from a place they
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fain would still hold. With John
Knight, sad as was the hour when he
gave up his work, it was surrendered
without a murmur.

He went without complaint to his lit-
tle home in Putnam County, but he did
not go to stay. Ile could not rest. Ile
would go home and see after his family,
and then go where he was invited to
preach, and pray, and work. I doubt
whether he ever did better work than
in these last years of his life. Relieved
from the burdens of the pastorate, he
could preach with greater freedom.
Ile preached with especial fervor and
unction, and his presence was a joy
everywhere. There was no community
so cultivated, no people so fastidious,
that they were not glad to see a 1nan so

full of faith and the Iloly Ghost. lle
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wag now nearly seventy years old. Ilis
forehead was of imperial mould, and a
great mass of iron-gray hair overhung
it; shaggy, iron-gray eyebrows over-
Lhung an eye of unusual brilliance. His
voice was clear and loud and musical,
and he threw his whole soul into what
he said. DBright, clear cut, sparkling
sentences, which would have done credit
to Mellville, fell often from his lips,
and strange, unthought of, but apt and
beautiful images delighted his hearers.

How glad we were to see the dear
old form come limping up to the par-
sonage door; how the best people con-
tended for the privilege of giving him
shelter. If he entered the house, he did
it with a prayer, and in it he prayed for
every inmate. One day my wife asked
him some question; perhaps, * Why
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there should be so much sorrow in the
world ¢ ¢ Well, sister,” said he, “1I
cannot tell; let’s pray about it;” and
he knelt and offered one of his most
touching prayers. This last year was
one of great trial, but one of great- joy.
The foe of his life was now preparing
for Lis last assault. He found himself
unable to work, and left Captain
Newell’s to go to his home in Putnam,
and to return to thé pulpit no more.
He never preached again after he
preached for me in the April of 1879,
Ile was conscious that his bodily
strength, and, alas! that his inental
strength, were both giving way. He
went home with the vain lope that
he would recruit, and return to his be-
loved work again. Ile never did so.
Of his last days we have no bright pic-
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ture ; they were days of great sadness.
e had all his life been a dyspeptic,
and this disease grew with his age, and
became complicated with other physi-
cal derangements. Ilis nights were
sleepless. Dromides and opiates were
prescribed to give him rest, and, Lis
nerves became more and more affected.
Shut out fromall his friends, except his
family, in a rather obscure part of Put-
nam, he had little to help him to his
feet again. Ile was always moody, and
he had fought the battle with gloom all
his life long. But for religion, he would,
long before he was seveunty, have bern
a suicide, a drunkard, or a maniac; and
now, in his weakness unable to re-
sist, he felt the grip of the monster on
his brain. Oh! how he prayed, and
how he trusted. DBut in vain. There
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are no two gods. The God of grace
and the God of nature, the God who
gave the ten commands of Moses, gave
the laws of health, and while the vio-
lating of them may not and will not
ruin the soul, yet the poor body suffers
the penalty, and the soul feels the pain.
So he found it. I went up to Eatonton
specially to see him. The Rev. John D.
Gray and I rode out to his humble Lhome.
IIe was confined to his bed. e was
able, however, to talk freely, and in the
course of the morning he said: ¢ George,
my mind is giving way. I know it;
but I want you to tell my brethren I
am all right. Jesus is mine, I am his,
and his religion is true. Whatever I
say, then, tell them I say that now.”
Sure enough, as we feared, and as he
feared, the insidious work went on. His
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mind gave way. Ile grew more and
more despondent and deluded, and at
last it became necessary to take him to
the lunatic hospital. He was never a
maniac, never wild or violent, never
profane, never forgetful of God, but
simply deluded, as was Cowper, and as
for a time was Thomas Walsh. Ile
supposed himself the worst man in the
world. Ile was an unwashed villain,
he said. Ile was justly condemned
by God’s wrath. Ile deserved it all,
however. God was good and just in
damning him. The clouds grew darker.
Ile would not see his friends if he could
avoid it. At last, one bright April day,
the clouds were rifted, but it was as the
angels bore him above them to the home
Le had longed for. ¢Ie dreamed he
was in hell—and woke in heaven.”
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The presence of suffering in this
world is one of the enigmas of God,
and why a good man should ever suf-
fer is one which has never been an-
swered save in God’s word. There are
some kinds of bodily suffering, how-
ever, so mitigated by spiritual joys, that
we can scarcely regard them as an evil;
but when it is all dark, when the body
18 in pain, and the mind deranged, and
the soul despairing, what then? Why?
Who shall say why it was thus with
John Knight ¢ |

Perhaps for long years some one of
God’s good laws of health had not been
kept. Perhaps it had not been inten-
tionally, nor rebelliously, but persist-
ently violated. Perhaps the seeds of
lunacy had been planted in his brain at
his birth, and but for religion had long
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before burst out. Perhaps God had a
lesson of faith to teach us. One thing
we know, God did not desert him, Ile
was tenderly cared for in the asylum
and his family cared for out of it.
The officers were especially tender to
him. e had all his life brooded too
much over himself. Ile had abused
and condemned and depreciated him-
self persistently, until now in his weak-
ness he thought he was too vile for
even God’s mercy to reach him. Per-
haps if he had done less of this when
Lhe was in health he would not have
suffered so much at the last. It was,
after all, well; and when the glories
of the world beyond burst upon him
that spring morning in 1881, he was
paid for it all.

1lere, then, ends the story of John
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Knight’s outer life. The world will
call it a sad story.

His first memory was hardship—a
poor child, badly treated, toiling for his
daily bread, kicked, and insulted, and
cruelly tyrannized over by those who
were stronger. Then there were days
of wild dissipation ; an insane appetite,
driving him to desperate deeds—the
days of tigerhood. Then a new life,
and days of fierce battle with evil, when
it seemed that Apollyon must conquer.
There was toil, and poverty, and sick-
ness, and at last death in a lunatic
hospital.  Yet this life wasin the main
a happy one. This man had hours of
holy triumph, when he hardly knew
whether he was in the body or ont of
the body—of rapture which was heaven-
ly. Such is the power of grace.



CHAPTER V.

THE MAN.

I mave passed somewhat hastily over
the outward events of his life, They
were few and not specially remarkable.
Mere incidents do not make biography,
nor outward circumstances the man.
If the external in John Knight’s life
had been all, it would have been a
fruitless work to have written of it;
for his life was outwardly the life of
many.

Biography is not ouly a story of
passing events; it has not answered its
end when an hour has been given to
their detail, however thrilling. We
study men that we may know how to
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live, and we study events that they
may show us men.

Each man has his own distinctive
marks, and there is something often-
times in their very peculiarities to teach
us who study them our own dangers.

It is acknowledged, and I feel it
sensibly, that in this case there is much
which is almost abnormal, and it re-
uires a skill in discriminating and in
delineating which I do not possess, to
give a clear view of a man so peculiar
and eccentric as John Knight. Ilis ec-
centricities were so marked that for
long years he walked on the verge of
derangement. There are those like
him of such peculiar nervous structure,
and of such mental make-up, and so
affected often by deranged physical
functions, that, unless these factors are
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taken into account, we shall judge too
hastily and condemn too unjustly.

1le was tall, well-proportioned, and
up to the time of his being lamed,
very imposing in appearance ; really a
handsome man, but so indifferent to
his apparel as to mar the effect of real
personal comeliness.

Ile was intensely nervous. The roll
of his restless gray eye, the quick, im-
patient step, the earnest, rapid speech,
told of what a bundle of nerves he was.
1le had combined, in his early days, a
woman’s nerves with a strong man's
muscles.

I1e was absolutely fearless. In youth,
when he was addicted to drink, he was
the terror of Augusta, for with an in-
trepidity which was unbounded, he had
a very considerable degree of strengtl.
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His temper was like tinder, quick,
fiery, maddening; he could rage like
a lion. In nothing did God’s grace
manifest itself more than in curbing
and softening this temper. I did not
know him till somewhat late in life,
but I do not remember ever to have
seen any manifestation of temper, and
yet no one could doubt that the fire was
there.

e was an intense and very sincere
man. At no time in his life was there
a savor of deception about him. In his
later life he was thoughtful and de-
cided and positive, but never dogmatic.

Mentally his structure was very pecu-
liar. Ile was a profound reasoner. I
shall excite some astonishment among
those who heard him in the pulpit
merely, and heard him proclaimn, and
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not establish j; but I appeal to those
who sat with him around the fireside,
and talked with him on the deep things
of God, as to the truth of the assev-
eration. I never knew a man who
thought more deeply and ‘reasoned
more strongly. Ile was a man of most
brilliant imagination. I think he: had
more imagination than fancy. Ie
‘brought before himself, and before his
hearers, that which had been and that
which was unseen. Ile had a poet’s
sonl. The poets of nature were bis
favorites. DBishop Pierce says he knew
Burns and Shakespeare by heart.
Ile read much more extensively taan any
man thought who did not know him well.
After his conversion his reading was al-
most entirely theological, and he often
censured himself for his love for the
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great dramatist, and felt very bitter re-
morse sometimes for revelling in the
rich imagery of his creations.

He was perhaps one of the most un-
practical men who ever lived. Ie did
not care about the world or anything
init. Ile may have been a good tailor,
but he never showed any worldly thrift
or wisdom after he left the bench.

Ile was one of the most child-like
men, when I knew ldw, that I have .
ever seen. Ile would sit in silence in
any circle, until something would set
Lim off, and then, with a retiring mod-
esty which was almost painful, he
would say something which would re-
veal a deeper acquaintance with the sub-
ject than any had.., He was a man of
moods. Before hefound Christ he was
a miserable misanthrope; afterward

5
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these moods were sadly in the way of
his peaceful progress.

He was a remarkable man, and would
have impressed men anywhere. Ilad
he been ruined, he would have been a
majestic ruin, but he was not ruined,
and so he was a grand man. lle was
more—he was a Christian man,




CHAPTER VL

THE CHRISTIAN,

Tae Christian is a man; but there
may be the man, and not the Christian.
Christianity does not change the man’s
physical nor his mental nature; the
new man is the old one, under new im-
pellings. John Knight the new man was
John Knight the old man, with a new
love in his heart. Ilis conversion was
very thorough ; he literally was turned
round. Ile began this new life with a
very profound feeling. Itwasno dawn-
ing day with him; it was midnight
darkness, turned by a burst of Heaven’s
light to midday. It was no slow pro-
‘cess of recovery to health from long



68 LIFE OF JOHN W. ENIGHT.

sickness. It was a sudden healing by
him who said, ¢ Arise, and walk.” He
was eminently a man of feeling, and so
his religion was strikingly emotional ;
but perhaps no man ever had a deeper
conviction from which his emotions
sprung. Ile had been an infidel. Ile
Lad become so by sophistical reasoning.
IIe became a believer by a light like
that which fell upon the man of Tarsus,
near Damascus ; and when he did take
the bible for true, he took it all. God
and Christ, heaven and hell, were to
him realities. He literally walked in
their presence. IFaith in the sense cf
spiritual vision he had in a degree which
was wonderful. ITe talked to Gbd as a
child to his father. He did not belicve
as the world counts belief; Ae saw.
When the poor brain reeled, and I stood
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beside him in his chamber in the hos-
pital, he said to me: “ George, it is
true ; the bible is true ; there is a hell,
and I deserve it.”

While he saw he trusted. God was;
he could rest in him. He wentto God
with everything, he relied on him for
everything. Ile went out, not knowing
whither he went, and yet was sure he
would be welllead. His public prayers
evinced the wonderful power of his
faith. There was no flippant rhetorie
in them, no affected, irreverent famil-
iarity, but there was the most perfect
confidence in God. 1le was here;
God would bless. He had promised,
we could trust him, we would trust
him ; we did trust him. IIe would thus
come and thus talk to his Father until
his whole soul would get on fire, and he
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would end his prayers with a shout of
victory. Bishop Pierce says of him:
“ His prayers were wonderful in their
variety, compass, and power. Simple,
child-like, face to face talks with God.
Ile prayed more than any man I ever
knew. Ihave known him often to pray
all night. When he came out of one
of these struggles into the pulpit, his
words burned like fire, or fell as the rain
upon the tender grass.”

IIis love was universal. Ile loved
sinners with a pitying, tender love
which made him even blind to their
sins. Ie pitied the devil, and gaid he
would have prayed for him if he had
dared. Once at the conference, called
on to pray, in a fervid burst he prayed
for Methoedists, and Baptists, and Pres-
byterians, and Episcopalians, and all
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Christians and all sinners, and poor
heathens, and wound up by saying,
‘““ Lord, do bless the whole concern.”
All men knew that this man, whose
tace was rugged and whose manner was
often wild, was one whose heart over-
flowed with tenderness for them. Iis
religions life was one of great fluctua-
tions so far as feeling was concerned.
Grace does not entirely change one’s na-
ture, and a man of moods will continue
such, however soundly he may be con-
verted, and although grace can change
their character, yet the man who is sub-
ject to them should see to it that they do
not shake his faith ; for that sheuld be
independent of them ; although the bias
will continue and affect the life. Ile was
#0 conscieutious, that his self-reproach
was oftentimes undeserved and ox-
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treme; and the depression arising from
unjust self-reproach was very great.
Then again he would get upon the
highest mount of religious joy. Iis
face would beam, his eye would flash,
and his shout would ring out. At times
like this he seemed to be transfigured.
Ile was rarely at a service that he did
not get happy, and never so that he did
not show it. Ilis life was sadly shad-
owed. Sickness and poverty pressed
him always, and then age came with its
weight. In this tabernacle he groaned,
being burdened ; but he looked not at
the things that were seen, but at those
which were unseen, and rejoiced at
times with exceeding joy. Iis life
was thoroughly consistent.  Bishop
Pierce says of him: ¢ Left to his own
nature, he would have been a very bad
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and dangerous man. Renewed by
grace, he was a very devout and conse-
crated one, renouncing all sin, resist-
ing all evil, aspiring after all that was
good, holy, and useful.” Ile was an
untiring worker. e never let a man
pass, if he could wisely approach him,
without a word to him on his soul’s wel-
fare, and that word was always a chieer-
ing one. God was ready, religion was
blessing, why should he not turn to
Ilim and secure it. There was no man,
no woman, for whom he had lost hope.
One day in Milledgeville I took him
with me to visit the poor lost women of
the city. 'We went into their homes of
sin ; he prayed for them, and talked to
them. The touching tenderness of
those talks and prayers I can never
forget, and perhaps they for whom
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they were offered may remember themn
for good ; they at least were melted to
tears that day.

Ile was the humblest man I ever
kuew. ¢ George,” he said to me in
deepest sincerity, it Awrts mefor any-
body to praise me.” Perhaps his hu-
mility may have gone too far, He
felt that he was so little, and knew so
little, and deserved o little, that he
thought the world despised the bruised
reed ; and it required much tenderness
to assure him that he was really loved
and valued.

Ilis sweet submission to Ged’s will
was one of his most striking features.
God was good; God loved him, and
cven when the dark shadow came, he
was submissive still. Ile felt that he
would be damned, but even in hell he
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intended to defend his Lord. After
the wildest hours of his delirium, when
he was calm again, he would say,
“Did I say anything wrong?” and
when they told him no, he would fer-
vently say, ¢Thank God.”

And this man, so ethereal, so trust-
ing, so loving, so meek, so gentle, so
tender, so God-honoring, Jesus Christ
found-—a drunken tailor, infidel in
heart, wolf-like in temper, hating and
hateful. Oh, the power of 1lis grace!



CHAPTER VIIL

THE PREACHER.

- I mave reserved this topie till to-
ward the last, and I would be glad to
malke it the fullest chapter in the book.

John Knight was called to preach.
Ile was not called, he thought, to con-
duct services, nor yet to visit the flock
primarily, The work which he be-
lieved God had for him was to preach
his word, and to this work he gave
Limself unsparingly. Ileloved it, and
while he had the lowest estimate of his
abilities, he never failed to do what was
demanded of him in the pulpit.

Ilis mental endowments fitted him
for his office. 1le had a remarkable
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perception of true things. Ie did not
reason so much as he saw. He did
not carry his aundience with him by
force of argument, but by clearness
of statement. He thought deeply,
and when he gave the results of his
thoughts, they were nearly always recog-
nized as correct. Iis style of preach-
ing was peculiar. It was rather
philosophic than theological.  The
rough old man was a philosopher of
the truest type, Socrates never more
so. Deginning a sermon for me, he
said: “ We are here. We came from
somewhere. We are going somewhere.”
This was his starting point, and these
his divisions. Ilis imagination was
remarkably brilliant. David, and Paul,
and Peter, and above all the Lord
Jesus, were to him as really present as
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if his eye had been looking into theirs.
It was, however, his intense earnest-
ness and his unequalled unction which
made him what he was. It is exceed-
ingly difficult to reproduce him, or rep-
resent him, for he was so unique that
it would bhe very like capturing a sun-
beam to catch his striking sayings. With
faultless grammar, with refined and
chaste expression, with burning unc-
tion he presented himself to us, and
we find it impossible to represent him
to others.

Bishop Pierce says of him: “1lis
preaching was very unequal, ranging
from a cipher to a hundred—poor,
middling, fine, extra good. I have
heard him in all his moods, and in his
poorest as well as his best efforts
there were scintillations of his origi-
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nality. Like nobody, nobody like him.
I have heard three or four sermons
from him that would have done credit
to any man in the Church. For range
of thought, power of expression, pathos,
I never heard them excelled. Some-
times bold, daring, even rude in style,
he would give out thoughts and images
tender, most exquisite, beautiful ex-
ceedingly.”

I do not think this estimate too high.
I never heard him fail, and yet I can-
not now recall anything he said. I
can anly bring him before me as he
stood in the pulpit, with his eye flash-
ing and his whole soul aglow, and a
congregation all melted before him.
IIe always went to the pulpit from his
knees. Ile prayed long after he en-
tered it, and he preached from a full
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heart. I can better recall his prayers
than his sermons, and of these I can
remember little. The truth was, he
magnetized his hearers, and did things
that in another would have seemed ex-
travagant and fanatical. After preach-
ing for me one night, he limped into
the aigle. * Ilere,” said he, looking to-
ward the door, “is the way to hell.
Here,” said he, looking toward another,
“js the way to heaven. I am in the
road of life. I am going toward hell,”
and he moved steadily toward it. “I
hear a voice saying, stop! I heed it.
It says turn!” lle suddenly turned.
“I yield. I am converted,go forward;
T am going to heaven ;” and he limped
back into the pulpit, and sat down.
He loved all men, as I have already
said, and he believed all men could be
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saved. Ile so pitied men that he rarely
recbuked in his later years, but always
cncouraged. ““Come on, now, every
one of you, saint and sinner, who wants
to go to heaven, come and give me your
hand.” Thus he would wind up every
sorvice everywhere.  When he was
enthused, he said things which were
strikingly his own, and strikingly bean-
tiful. ¢ Ol, brethren, I had rather be
the dog of Jesus Christ than to be a king
away from him.” “I had rather hive
in a log cabin with my Lord than to
have all this world can give.”

“Oh woman, woman, God never
drove thee out of the garden.”

¢ Hark, brethren, I hear thesongs of
the angels. They are bearing a spirit
home. It is Sister Jones from the log
cabin on the hill,” he said, as a good

¢
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sister was dying in a humble house,
near a camp-meeting.

There was a year of cyclones, and
the people dug pits to hide in. Ile
said in his prayer, ¢ Lord, they are dig-
ging pits to hide in from the storm,
but blessed be thy name, thouw Aast
promised to hide us in the cleft in the
rock.”

Life cares bore heavily upon him, for
he realized his own unfitness for its
practical details. lle tried to work, but
he did not know how. Ie knew but
two things—how to preach and to pray;
but whatever was his trouble he
preached itaway. But that he became
so feeble he could not leave his room,
his reason would no doubt have re-

tained her sway ; but inactivity to him
was death,
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I am compelled to be here more
unsatisfactory than I even thought I
should be, but I find it is with others
as it is with me: they remember the
effect, they forget the sermon.



CHAPTER VIIL

WHAT MEN SAY.

WoE be unto you when all men speak
well of you. Popularity is dangerous
and often fatal, but he lived too long
for it to affect him. Perhaps few men
had warmer friends. They were ten-
der and partial, and he loved them
all. Ihave quoted from Bishop Pierce’s
letter; I give it now entire.

From Bisuor G. I'. Piercer.

I saw John W. Knight for the first
time in 1835. I was stationed that year
in Augusta, and found him then a mem-
ber of the church. Ie had been recent-
ly converted. Previously he had been
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wild, dissipated, desperately wicked. Ile
was intense by nature; his passions
strong. All the elements of character
in him were under high pressure. Left
to his own nature, he would have been
a very bad and dangerous man. Re-
newed by grace, he was a very devout
and consecrated man, renouncing all
sin, resisting all evil, aspiring after all
that was good, holy, and useful. My
first observations of him impressed me
very unfavorably. Ile was gawky,
awkward, slouchy; the only tailor I
ever knew who was not inclined to be
dressy—advertising his business by his
own well-fitting apparel. Jolhn was a
sloven ; he never reformed. Indeed
this defect barred his rising in the con-
ference, by his indifference to the pro-
prieties of person, manner, and dress.
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Before I had ever spoken to him I
noticed him at every service. Ile would
come into the pew, fall down on his
knees in a sort of limber, irreverent
way, and then he would whisper or puff
and blow, and rub his hands for a long
time ; rising at last, he seemed ready
for the work of the occasion. Ile was
a good listener. I set him down in my
mind as a simple-hearted, half-witted
young convert, full of zeal, but lacking
in knowledge. After a month or two
Lie surprised and embarrassed me by
telling me that he wanted license to
preach. I advised to wait and pray for
Divine direction, promising him another
interview upon the subject. During the
cpring I got up a meeting at the old

lichmond camp-ground. Dut few
preachers were present. Knight was
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there. I put him up one day to con-
clude the service with an exhortation.
He Lad never spoken in public before.
It was his début, and in my mind his
license hung upon the outcome. lle as-
tonished me and all his hearers. It was
the unstudied outburst of a full mind
and a glowing heart. Ilis sentences
were well-constructed, his language
fine, well-chosen. Not a blemish in his
grammar; his thoughts showed that he
was well-read. Ile enforced a heavy
assault upon infidelity by the relation
of his own experience. The effect was
wonderful. No more trouble about li-
cense now. I hurried him up as fast
as the law allowed.

John Knight was a real genius; his
native mind of a high order, if not of
the highest. If the surroundings of his
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boyhood had been favorable to right
development, and his training and edu-
cation equal to his capacity, he would
hiave stood in the front rank of preach-
ers; but his early associations were bad,
his schooling meagre, and his taste for
reading without instructor or guide.
Ile read much, but not judiciously ;
Shakespeare, Scott, Byron, and Burns
were his favorites; he knew them by
heart. . The life of Napoleon and his
marshals he could recite from memory.
After he entered upon the ministry his
rcading was all theological; his mind
was active, inquisitive, aud independ-
ent. Ile read much, but he called no
man master; he thought for himself,
and he spoke what he thought. Ilis
preaching was very unequal. Ileranged
from a cipher to a hundred—poor,
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middling, fine, extra good. I have
heard him in all his moods, and in his
poorest and his best efforts there were
scintillations of his originality. Like no-
body, nobody like him. I have heard
three or four sermons from him that
would have done credit to any man in
the Church. For range of thought,
power of expression, pathos, I never
hicard them excelled. Sometimes bold,
daring, even rude in his style, he would
give out thonghts and images, tender,
the most exquisite, beautiful exceed-
ingly.

Ilis prayers were wonderful in their
variety, compass, and power. Simple,
child-like, face to face talks with God.
ITe prayed more than any man I ever
knew. I have known him often to
pray all night. 'When he came out of
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one of these struggles into the pulpit,
he burned like fire, or fell as the rain
upon the tender grass.

Always moody, swinging like a pen-
dulumn between gloom and sunshine,
never long in any one mental condition,
his last days were very sad. Illis ner-
vous organization wrecked, broken
down by age, and disease, and sorrow,
his mind was unhinged, and a pall of
darkness settled upon his soul. Ille
was haunted with the idea that his
friends had forsaken him, that God
had cast him off, and that he was a
ruined sinner, hopelessly lost. This
shadow, deep and dark, rested upon
him to the last. 'Who can conceive of
his surprise and rapture when he passed
out of a lunatic asylum into the celes-
tial city. I have often, since his death,
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imagined I could see him re-enacting,
among the angels and the redeemed,
the scenes in which I have often seen
himn when he was in his raptures here
below. Tutting everything together,
I doubt if there is a happier man in
heaven than John W. Knight.

From Rev. W. R. Brantan, Sr.
pd

My acquaintance with Rev. John W,
Knight began January, 1838. Of his
character before, and of his remarkable
conversion in Clinton, Ga., in 1835,
under the ministry of Rev. James B.
Payne, you will learn from other
sources. I found him at Augusta, a
journeyman tailor, holding either an
exhorter’s license or that of a local
preacher of very recent date. Ile was
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frequently in my room at the parson-
age, and my companion when the claims
of daily business justified. Ilis rela-
tions with me were more intimate than
with any other man at that tine, and
yet I rarely saw him except at church,
or during calls which he would make
going and returning. I think that he
preferred to give every spare moment
to the companionship of the parsonage.
ITis tendency to gloominess and ex-
treme self-abnegation was not so mani-
fest during this year, as he had but
his daily secular business to employ
him, and such preparation for his ex-
pected ministry as opportunity served ;
and he was, no doubt, sustained by the
hope, so frequently indulged, that when
once “separated unto the Gospel,” he
would have nothing to vex or disturb,



LIFE OF JOIN W. KNIGHT. 93

and enjoy, without intermission, the
luxury of doing good. This end of
care and end of painful toils, to which
so many of the uninitiated of our
preachers look, is seldom realized.
During this year I may say that Brother
Knight was emphatically a man of one
aim and of one book. To know and ob-
tain grace to do, was his single, con-
stant, steady purpose.

I never met a man who literally
came 80 near to never-ceasing prayer.
He would never leave the room with-
out, if practicable, kneeling in prayer,
and never without evident fervency,
frequently with the wrestling spirit of
the patriarch.

His mind seemed ever on the doc-
trines and experiences of grace; he
seemed to have but little thought or
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care, and but few words for anything
else. Ile lived with his mother, who
had for him the deep affection usually
felt for an only child, and Lis love for
her was tender and thoughtful. Oc-
casionally his appreciation for the hu-
morous would crop out, but his aspect
was generally that of profound thought-
fulness, if not of rather disquieted ab-
straction.

At the close of tha year he went
with me to Eatonton, was a guest (to-
gether with Bishops Soule and An-
drews) of my father’s, at which time
he was admitted on trial to the travel-
ling connection, and was returned with
Brother Day to Sandersville circuit.
The fact that Day and Knight were upon
the same circuit was the source of con-
giderable amusement, especially when
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Brother K. announced that brother D.
would preach in Sandersville on that
day two weeks.

I met him regularly at the annual
conferences, and frequently at other
meetings, and thirty years after our
first acquaingance we were associated,
he being returned to Zebulon circuit
and I to Griffin distriet.

When I met him on the circuit he
was full of troubles, having buried his
first wife, and fallen into very poor
health. Although frequently too feeble
to preach, he visited his churches, and
would substitute one of his inimita-
ble prayers for the sermon, and few
prayers were go rich, so simple, so com-
prehensive, so edifying. I heard him
once pray for all his stewards, one after
another, and as he named them, the
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petition was strikingly characteristic of
each, referring to some trait for which
each was particularly noted.

During the war Lheard him pray that
the Federal army might be baffled in
their attempts to subdue us—*that
their powder might not bwrn, their bul-
lets not hit.”

I have leen present when that ex-
traordinary spiritual power seemed to
rest upon him of which you will hear
from others.

As he grew older he furnished a
striking and pleasing contrast with his
former self. By nature he had a
proud and fierce spirit. Any allusion
to his habits in his wild days was most
painful and trying to his feelings. If
anything could rouse the old Adam and
his former power over him, it was this.
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I sometimes hear brethren who, like
him, had been extremely wild and
wicked before conversion, allude to the
“things of which they ought to be
ashamed” in a manner quite painful
to me. Not so with Brother Knight;
he was sick and sore of them—so sorry
for them that the mention of them
was repellant to his feelings extremely,
if not morbidly so. I have often seen
him chafe and go beyond the limits of
ministerial propriety, especially when
his former doings and sayings were
mentioned in exaggerated termis.

But for years before his mind be-
came clouded, he manifested a meek-
ness, humility, and subduedness of spi-
rit which was a marvel to those who
knew him before.

The Christian life is a warfare. Ilis

7
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was a signal, brilliant victory realized
at the end of his responsible days.
11is probation ended on the day when
the dark curtain shrouded his intel-
lect. On that day he was victor. DBut
if any soldier ever fought his way to
trimmph—day by day, hour by lour
maintaining a continnous fierce combat
against spiritual foes of every kind,
besetting, besieging, assailing on every
side, in front, in rear, within, without—
that mnan was John W. Knight. Dut
he fought well, fought bravely and
successfully. Ile enjoyed temporary
trinmphs that placed him frequently
upon the mountain top. But anon he
was in the valley of humiliation, fight-
ing his way inch by inch with Satan
and all his d:reful forces.
Some aave had troubled thoughts
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about his end-—that one so laborious,
so prayerful, so consecrated, should
have closed his life in a lunatic asylum.
My theory is, that his life had levied
such a heavy contribution upon his ner-
vous system—his manner of life before
his conversion, combined with the dis-
advantages which accrued from all the
past—that when his natural force
abated, the accumulated load, which
lie bore with difficulty before, became
too heavy for his weakened strength.
And hence the physical system, be-
coming shattered, could no longer be
the instrument of sound mental func-
tions.

Place a heavy weight upon the roof
of a house ; when new and strong it can
bear it. DBut when the roof becomes
decayed and weakened, the same it
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had so long sustained comes crashing
through.

From Rev., II. McCorkLE.
TooMsoN, GA., August 11, 1881.

Dear DBroraer Swith— Below I
give a skeleton concerning Brother
Knight from old grandfather John C.
Smith of this place—recollections of
over forty years ago.

In the year 1837, Brother Knight
attended White Oak camp-meeting,
Samuel Anthony, Presiding Elder.
He at that time was a stranger among
us, and made headquarters at my tent.
1lis mother was with him. In the
morning Knight was first to rise, and
retired to the woods for prayer, would
return, wet to his knees, wading through
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the thick underbrush and grass. Fre-
quently during the meeting, at the in-
tervals between service when the crowds
of young people about our tent would be
full of levity, Brother Knight would un-
ceremoniously propose to me to have
prayer, and fall upon his knees and
lead in his peculiar style. About the
year 1842 or 1843, Knight was sent to
the old Columbia cireuit.

By some means I learned that at
his first appointment at White Oak
Church, he would be at my house. At
the time appointed much rain had
fallen, causing the streams to be much
swollen. I dreamed, the night that
Brother IKnight was to be at 1y house,
that he had gotten into a swollen
streamn and come near being drowned.

I attended church, however, next
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day, and Knight came to time. I told
him I expected him at my house the
evening before, and then related to
him my dream. Ilesaid that it was lit-
erally true, that he was making his
way to my house, and when he reached
the Big Iliokee Creek, he found it
much swollen, and not being familiar
with it, missed the ford, plunged his
horse into deep, swift water, and camne
near drowning self and horse. They
scrambled, and at last came out on the
same side he had entered, found a
house and friends, and lodged for the
night.

At the White Oak camp-meeting
that year there was a great awakening
among the people. Tierce, Danelly,
Anthony, and other giants of that day
were present.
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The door of the church was opened,
as well as I remember, but once.
Ninety-nine came forward and joined.
Brother Knight excitedly sprang to
his feet upon a bench and inquired
anxiously who would make the one
hundredth.

Truly yours,
1I. McCorkLE.

From Rev. Dr. James E. Evans, of
Lome, Ga.

RoMe, Ga., July 20, 1881.
Drar Brorurr Smiti — Yours re-
questing my recollections of Brother J.
W. Knight is at hand. I only write
in brief, and that, too, what you and
all who knew DBrother Knight will tes-

tify.
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As a man, he had a very humble
view of his ability, and also of his
piety. lle was the most prayerful
man I ever knew. Me read his bible
much upon his knees, and was familiar
with its truths from Genesis to Reve-
lation. Ile wus very dependent, as a
preacher, upon the inspiration of the
loly Ghost, but was divinely grand
and overwhelming when baptized with
the spirit. Ile was most conscientious
in all things, especially in the pulpit,
uncovering sin in all its enormity, and
showing the house of Israel their trans-
gressions. It was an expression with
him that he Joved preaching that was
“jagged.” Ile was simple and teach-
able as a child. No disciplinarian, but
little executive talent. No financier.
Studied the world only to correct its
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sins. Ile had many seals to his minis-
try. Despondency, a constitutional
trait, gained the ascendency over him
when reason failed, and he labored un-
der the hallucination that he was going
to hell. But the law of his renewed na-
ture held him true to God, and in all
his fits of derangement he was never
heard to use an obscene or sinful ex-
pression. And often after his fits of
wildness, he would ask, ¢ Did I say any-
thing wrong ¢”  And when told he did
not, he would seemn thankful. Ile was
a good man. What a transition, from
expecting to land in hell, to wake up in
heaven. Let us meet him there.

Yours affectionately,
J. E. Evans.
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From AN OLD PARISHIONER.
AMERICUS, Ga., August 30, 1881,
Rev. G. G. Sarru—Dear brother: 1

learn you invite facts, anecdotes, ete.,
for a life of that good man deceased,
Rev. John W. Knight. Ile was my
much loved pastor at Eatonton, about
the year 1856, and 1 will write you a
few anecdotes for use or not, as you
prefer.

As you know, Brother Knight was a
man of much prayer. At Katonton, it
was his wont to arise early, walk out of
town and meditate and pray. There
dwelt in Eatonton at the timme an un-
fortunate drunkard, an inveterate wag—
of an old, respected family—Washing-
ton Rose by name. TIle used to tell that
at daylight one Monday morning he
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was sitting on the bench in front of
I'loyd’s grocery, anxious for an early
drink, when he saw Mr. Knight coming
down the street. Turning his back to
him, he sang:
‘¢ A charge to keep I have,
A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.”

As Washington finished the stanza,
he says he felt himself seized by the
shoulders as if in a vice, and heard the
preacher say: “ Sing another line of i,
you blasphemous wretch, and I'll shake
every bone out of your body.” Wash-
ington says he was as silent as the grave,
for he knew Mr. Knight would do it.

Brother Knight and Rev. John P.
Duncan were at the Putnam camp
meeting in 1858. I think Drother
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Duncan was leading in prayer. Ile
was praying, after his peculiar manner,
for the old fathers of the Church—
Rodgers, Glaze, Arnold, Adams, and
was culminating on the oldest of them
all, Father Thomas Johnson —when
Brother Knight exclaimed aloud, with
great concern, ¢ Don’t forget Bushrod!”
Bushrod was the son of Thomas John-
son, and a most lovely and worthy
Christian.

You recollect Brother Knight some-
times became very happy on confer-
ence or other large occasions, and went
around from brother to brother, exhort-
ing. On one occasion in this happy
mood, he exclaimed, “I see you, Rosser,
hiding your head from me! I will
never be satisfied until I see you Gov-
ernor of the State!” Rosser Adams,
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of Eatonton, and himself were as dif-
ferent as you can imagine two men to
be. The latter, a diamnond in the rough.
The former, a diamond showing the
highest skill of the lapidary. Of him
a writer lately published: ¢Ile was
a Chesterfield Christian in graces of
person, mind, and heart, the peer of
any man that ever trod the earth.”
Yet between these men, so dissimilar,
was a love like that of David and Jona-
than.

During Brother Knight’s pastorate
at Ilatonton, he preached, perhaps, one
of the most remarkable sermons of his
life, reconciling the foreknowledge of
God with this justice. The local pa-
per, edited by Mr. J. A. Turner, pub-
lished the next week a most compli-
mentary editorial, pronounced the ser-
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mon unanswerable as an argument, and
not surpassed as to eloquence by any
orator, ancient or modern. This edi-
torial I was reading to the preacher,
when he exclaimed, very excitedly,
“ Stop it, not another word ; the devil
himself is in it!” And off he hurried
to one of his retreats to fight another
pitched battle with his daily antagonist,
and by faith and prayer to win another
victory.

From Rev. H. MoCorxL,
THOMSON, GA., July 26, 1881,

Rev. G. G. Smru:

Dear Birother—I1 notice in the Wes-
leyan Charistian Adwocate, that you pur-
pose writing the life of John W, Knight,
and ask for any recollections of him,
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from friends, that you might use in
said work.

I remember the good man from my
childhood. About the year 1842, I
think, he was in charge of the Lincoln-
ton circuit. Married his first wife in
that county, and often since that time
he has visited and preached for that
people, especially at camp-meetings;
and at one of those camp-meeting
visits, since the war, occurred the lit-
tle story I would relate, showing one
of the peculiarities of the man and
preacher. DBishop Iierce was at the
meeting, and while bishop and preach-
ers were at the preacher’s tent, soon
after Knight’s arrival, his dress seem-
ing much soiled and worn, Brother
Tom DPierce presented him a neat,
black coat. Ileput it on,then turning
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to Bishop Pierce, he held up the old
dilapidated linen coat, of which the
black had taken the place, remarking
at the same time: * Bishop, I want to
tell you that I preached in that old coat
last Sunday, and was about half through
my sermon, when I found I had it on
wrong side out.”

At this same meeting, myself, with
other friends, took upon us the task to
raise some money for him. We soon
had a snug sum; almost everybody ap-
proached gave something. IIe had a
host of friends in Lincoln. Many
thought that he cared so little for
things of earth, that likely he would
lose any funds that might be given
him, I determined to ascertain, if
possible, how he was prepared to keep
his money. So, inviting himm to my
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father’s tent, after we were done col-
lecting, I took him to a private room,
and in the name of his friends pre-
sented him with the money. I shall
never forget his looks at the time, nor
the prayer, the following night, at the
stand, for these his Lincoln County
friends. It was as if he talked with
God face to face. After receiving the
money, he loosed his clothing from his
body, and around his waist he had se-.
curely fastened a strong cloth belt and
pocket attached ; here he stored the
money secure from thieves. When I
reported, all secemed to be satisfied on
that score,

Very truly,
I1. M. McCorgLE.

D s S LY
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From Ruv. Grorce W. YARBOROUGH.

It was at the Elbert camp-meeting,
in 1858, that I first met Rev. John W.
Knight. One of his exhortations at
that meeting 1is still fresh in my mem-
ory, and ranks above all the other efforts
that I heard on that occasion.

Ile was magnifying mercy, and de-
livered himself on this wise: “I have
been a great sufferer; have worked
hard in the Master’s vineyard ; have
spent the most of my time, since my
conversion, on my knees. Now, if
after all I have suffered and done I
shounld have to crawl my way along
life’s journey to the end, every burden
growing heavier all the time, the way
growing rougher every inch, my devo-
tion intensifying in every act; if I
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get to heaven I shall expect to see the
angels throw down their harps, hush
their songs, and ask in amazement,
“ Are you here ¢’ ”

PRAYER HABITS.

At this camp-meeting the preacher’s
tent caught on fire one morning.
Brother Iinight was on his knees by
his bedside, close to e, when the
alarm was raised. Ile turned on his
knee to look at Brother A. J. Deavour
rush out after water, and then went on
with his devotions.

A Dbrother broke down at a certain
hour’s service at this meeting, was
strangely bewildered, and stated to the
congregation that he could not tell
what was the matter with him, but
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that he could not preach. “ Yes,” said
Knight, who was sitting behind him in
the pulpit, “you can preach. I know
what’s the matter with you: the devil
is after you.” Then  he eried out
earnestly to the brethren: ¢ DBrethren,
pray for Brother Dunn;” and down
upon his knees he went in the pulpit.
The answer did not come at that hour,
but the next time the brother preached
we were satisfied that Brother Knight
had been heard in his behalf, for we
had from him a grand sermon on the
life of Abraham.

He told me that he once owed a
large store acconnt, and had but a small
amount of money. Ile prayed to God
that he would so order that what he
had on hand would settle the account
without any compromise of his honor
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as a gentleman (I will say here I never
met a gentleman of higher tone than
John W. Kunight).

He went to the store, called for his
account, was ready with what he had.
e uttered no hint as to his condition.
The merchant stopped his pen at a cer-
tain point in the long column of figures,
and struck out all from there to the
top, remarking : ¢ Pay me, Mr. Knight,
what remains below, and that will do.”
He just had the money to a cent.

A couple of young brethren gave
him an elegant overcoat, at the last
Griffin Conference. After trying it
on, he turned to the brethren and re-
marked : “I asked God to give me an
overcoat at Conference, before I left
home, and he has done it.”
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PLAYFULNESS.

I have seen him when his humor was
irresistible. Ile had to be among those
whom he knew well, and who knew
him well to uncover this vein. In
painting a character or a scene, his
strokes were few, but you saw the man
and you were there. It was a joy to
behold his face all aglow with glee, his
teeth in their pearly whiteness, and his
gray eyes mirroring his great soul in
these moments of innocent exuberance
of spirits.

At the Elbert camp-meeting already
alluded to, during the Quarterly Con-
ference, Brother A, J. Deavours was re-
ceiving his pay as missionary on the
Broad River mission. Zhere was not
a great deal of . Brother Knight
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came along in one of those bright,
gleeful moods, while Brother D. was
counting it over. Running his hands
deep down in his pockets, and clothing
his eye with a merry twinkle, he re-
marked, “Jack, you will die a rich
man yet.”

He seldom indulged in satire, but
when he did it was felt.

I passed him during a conference ses-
sion sitting on the outskirts of the body,
where he was always found. The
presiding elders were reporting and
eulogizing I had not more than looked
into his face before I was ready for a
jest of something on this order. Said
Lie, “1 want one question in the dis-
cipline blotted out.” And, drawing his
mouth into a knot on one side, he re-
plied, when I asked him what it was,
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“ Are there any complaints 2” Tle had
~no patience with a farce, and he had
found farce enough along there, with-
out making any fuse about it.

For the ludicrous he had a keen
sense, but he knew how to govern it.

A8 A DOCTRINAL PREACHER

~ he was unique, but always true to the
record. I never saw him affect wisdom
in the pulpit, above what was written.
At a district meeting held in Greens-
boro several years ago he preached the
introductory sermon on “ Faith.” The
most intelligent man in that circuit
told me that he never listened to a more
satisfactory exposition of that subject.
For controversy, his capacity far out-
- went his disposition. Ile was a man
of peace in the pulpit; but occasionally
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he would make a sally into another’s
territory and fire a shot or two, just
about enough to let those from whom
he differed in some things know that
everybody did not agree with them.
On these occasions he moulded his own
bullets. ~The mode of baptism was
giving a charge, he served some trouble.
The game was not large, but he con-
cluded to draw a bead on it.

On a certain Sunday morning he had
a large and mixed -congregation—a
great many of the Daptist brethren
were out.  When he reached the part
of his sermon that related to immersion
as the exclusive mode of baptism en-
joined by Jesus Christ, he addressed
the congregation as follows: “I am
going to tell you to-day more about iy
baptism than the bible tells you about
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John the Daptist’s, and when I am
through, I want any brother in the
house to tell me how I was baptized.
I was baptized in a creek (naming it) in
Georgia by a Methodist preacher still
living and preaching in our confer-
ence. Ile and I walked arm-in-arm
down to the river, walked into the
river, and when he baptized me we
walked together up out of the water to
the shore. Now, tell me, any of you,
how 1 was baptized ?” After pausing
a while, 2 brother spoke to the ques-
tion on this wise: “I suppose, Brother
Knight, as you went to the trouble of
going to the river, you were immersed
of course.” * But, brother, we do not
ask you to suppose about it—we want
you to tell us Aow ¢ was done,” said
the preacher.,
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Another brother observed, ¢ Brother .
Knight, perhaps you knelt down in the
water and had it poured on you.”

“No perhaps, my brother, if you
please,” said the preacher, ¢ we ask you
to tell us how it was done.”

Ile left the subject with them, just
Liere, and went on with his sermon.

Said hLe to me, after relating this,
“(George, I never did tell them how I
was baptized, and they do not know to
this day; and yet they know all about
Christ’s baptism by John the Baptist.”

He preached doctrinally, but not-con-
troversially. Ie never embittered
those who differed from him, nor was
he ever known to speak cruelly or un-
kindly of a sister church ; yet still he
was a thorough-bred Methodist.

In executive matters he made no pre-
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tensions whatever. Ile never once im-
pressed me as ever having given that
part of his education as a preacher a
thought ; and yet he was always at the
quarterly couference ready to answer
any question relating to his work, and
his work did not run down.

The main-wheel—the gospel, regular-
Ly preached with power sent down from
heaven—he kept well-banded. We
were together during his last year’s work
in the Griffin district, he serving the
Clinton circuit. Ile was at his post at
the first quarterly meeting. The
weather was terrible, but I found Lim
as cheerful as a May morning.

IIe was there as a supply. A young
brother had been moved from another
charge since the conference session, and
in the adjusting of some matters the
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Bishop thought proper to relieve Bro-
ther Xnight and put the young brother
in his place. Ile was a capital young
man, and the people of the circuit
could raise no objection to him what-
ever, but as soon as they found out
what his presence there meant, they
began to come out very plainly, and
say, ¢ Grive us Uncle John in preference
to anybody,” and there “ Uncle John”
remained, notwithstanding a prompt
and most cheerful surrender of the
charge to the young brother.

BREAD-BATTLES.

Brother Knight's bread-battles were
Liis most prostrating battles. e could
not beg, neither could he whine ; o hLe
bled. 1 have seen him during some of
those terrible seasons, when his anxiety
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about his family wounld take the form
of paroxysms. The yoke would have
pressed less heavily upon the old man’s
neck ; but it is all over now as far as
he is concerned.

A love-feast was to Brother Knight
almost invariably a mount of trans-
figuration.

Shall I never see that old white
head rise in a love-feast again? Shall
I never geo that hand reaching out
after me, and hear those heavenly
benedictions warm from his overflow
ing soul ¢

The angels are *looking into” some-
thing like this right now, and the
glorified are understanding and enjoy-
ing it.



CHAPTER IX.

THE LESSONS OF THE LIFE.

I mave not thought it best to encum-
ber the narrative given in this book with
reflections of my own. Ihave generally
myself in biographies read the facts
and skipped the reflections; but yet
my end would not be secured if 1 did
not draw some of those lessons from
Knight’s life, lessons which it so abund-
antly teaches.

The power of Christian love is one
which stands prominently on the page.
A young desperado, an avowed infidel,
a daring blasphemer, is conquered, not
by argument, but by love. For hate
and scorn, for argument and denuncia-
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tion, he was ready. These were the
foes he expected to encounter, but for
love he did not look, and when love
came the man broke down. We de-
spair of men too soon. Jerry M‘Auley,
the prison conviet, and the hosts who
have been converted under his teach-
ing, have taught us at least one great
lesson, and that is that the most de-
graded may be saved, and love is the
means of salvation.

The happiness and perfectness of
Christian life depends upon the com-
pleteness of one’s surrender to the
Lord. This man’s leonine temper,
this man’s wild appetites, were all con-
quered by the completeness of his sur-
render to Jesus Christ. The saddest
hour in one’s life is whén one begins to
debate about duty; when he hesitates
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to do all that God demands; when he
turns away sorrowing from any require-
ment he believes to be God’s. If he is
not a Christian, he will never become
one until there is unconditional submis-
sion. It he is a Christian, and he debates
as to whether he will subinit, he will
begin at once to recede, and will end at
Jast in sad and entire apostacy. What-
ever sins one may commit, whatever
defects one may find in his life, let at
least one virtue mark it, that of perfect
submission to God. Irom the day that
John Knight said ‘I gurrender,” to the
last, he recognized his great Com-
mander’s authority, and stood ready to
march, or fight, or work, or suffer, as
Lis Lord said. This spirit is the great
need of the Church to-day.

The fact of a sincere and consistent
9
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life does not secnre one against alterna-
tions and fluctnations of feeling which
are oftentimes exceedingly distressing.
To learn the true place of feeling in re-
ligion ; to 'make sensation our servant,
and not submit to it as master; to live
with - sensibilities more acute, while
sensation may be blunted; to live by
faith ; to walk by principle; to lecarn
Lhow to be cast down and not destroyed—
these are the great achievements of a
Christian life. John Knight had per-
haps greater fluctuations of feeling than
most men, because his sensibilities were
more acute than most men, and because
he allowed himself to distrust when-
ever his nerves gave back a discordant
sound.

I have said elsewhere that his humil-
ity was excessive, and his conscience was



LIFE OF JOHN W. KNIgHT., 131

oftentime morbid, and he whose feelings
often rose to so high a pitch when he felt
that God loved him, could not see that
his feelings might be depressed and yet
God might love him still. The cause
which produces a certain effect under
one physical condition may not produce
it under another. Knight was a man of
intense nervousness.© e never disci-
plined his nerves, he excited them con-
stantly—for years he used tobacco ex-
cessively—he prayed long and earnestly ;
he thought with a brain strung up to the
highest tension, and so his physical man
reacted, and depression followed eleva-
tion. I have known no one who resem-
bled Bunyan so much as Knight, and
Charistian, in the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,”
was his very counterpart. I could be-
lieve,” he said once, “ if God shounld say
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to me ¢ Blow out the sun,” my brethren,
I would puff at it.” DBut when the
nerves gave way, he who had a faith
that would have removed mountains,
found himself crying out in deep soul
agony for mercy on his poor soul. Itis
a woful thing for a man when he gets no
sweetness from his religiouslife; when
joys come to him from the beauties of
the sky and of the fields; from music’s
sweet tones, and from love’s tender
caress; but whose heart never glows
because of a consciousness of God’s
love to him, and while filled with the
Ioly Spirit, to whom there is no joyin
prayer, no delight in work; but it is
almost as woful for a man to be the
slave of fitful nerves and of a deranged
body. We are to live by faith: a
faith that believes when it cannot see,
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and a faith that believes when it can-
not feel.

11is life presents a touching picture
of the needlessness of careif the life be
right. e had many a trial, many an
attliction, but, after all, most of his anxi-
etics were anaieties. God had a way
for him, and God led him in it. As
simple as a child, as unworldly as an
angel, he needed to be fed and clothed
and sheltered by a good Iather, und ke
was. Our cares are largely, after all,
imaginary ; we have but to trust, and
trusting we shall be cared for.

The life of John Xnight teaches
londly of the power of Divine Grace.
ITe was an unpromising subject to make
a saint out of, and he felt it; he felt the
fire raging within him; he realized the
need of God’s grace to keep him. Ile
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walked in fear, but he never stained
his robe. For the forty-five years which
passed after that night in Tom DBray’s
shop—years of conflict, years of expos-
ure to temptation, years in which he
fought Apollyon, and went through the
Valley of the Shadow of Death, and was
more than once in Doubting Castle—he
was victor always; he was not con-
quered at the last. I have told of his
words to me in his lucid moments
among his last ; and while, after this, his
hope of heaven was obscured, his love
to God blazed Dbrightly to the end.
Such was the life of John Knight,
and such are some of the lessons it
taught.

Dear old man! Ileaven to him was
the glowing lLope of his weary years.
1Ie did not see the city as he neared
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it, nor hear the shouts of the redeemed.
Ie did not walk with the shining ones,
but we may be sure the angels met him,
and that he found at last a world for
which he was fitted, and there he abides.

FINIS.
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