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SCENE IV. 

 

 

A freezing, bright, cold afternoon. "Cold as Christmas!" say cheery 

voices, as the crowds rush to and fro into shops and stores, and come out 

with hands full of presents. 

 

"Yes, cold as Christmas," says John Morley. "I should think so! Cold 

enough for a fellow that can't get in anywhere--that nobody wants and 

nobody helps! I should think so." 

 

John had been trudging all day from point to point, only to hear the old 

story: times were hard, work was dull, nobody wanted him, and he felt 

morose and surly--out of humor with himself and with everybody else. 

 

It is true that his misfortunes were from his own fault; but that 

consideration never makes a man a particle more patient or good-natured-- 

indeed, it is an additional bitterness in his cup. John was an 

Englishman. When he first landed in New York from the old country, he had 

been wild and dissipated and given to drinking. But by his wife's earnest 

entreaties he had been persuaded to sign the temperance pledge, and had 

gone on prosperously keeping it for a year. He had a good place and good 

wages, and all went well with him till in an evil hour he met some of his 

former boon-companions, and was induced to have a social evening with 

them. 

 

In the first half hour of that evening were lost the fruits of the whole 
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year's self-denial and self-control. He was not only drunk that night, 

but he went off for a fortnight, and was drunk night after night, and 

came back to find that his master had discharged him in indignation. John 

thinks this over bitterly, as he thuds about in the cold and calls 

himself a fool. 

 

Yet, if the truth must be confessed, John had not much "sense of sin," so 

called. He looked on himself as an unfortunate and rather ill-used man, 

for had he not tried very hard to be good, and gone a great while against 

the stream of evil inclination? and now, just for one yielding, he was 

pitched out of place, and everybody was turned against him! He thought 

this was hard measure. Didn't everybody hit wrong sometimes? Didn't rich 

fellows have their wine, and drink a little too much now and then? Yet 

nobody was down on them. 

 

"It's only because I'm poor," said John. "Poor folks' sins are never 

pardoned. There's my good wife--poor girl!" and John's heart felt as if 

it were breaking, for he was an affectionate creature, and loved his wife 

and babies, and in his deepest consciousness he knew that he was the one 

at fault. We have heard much about the sufferings of the wives and 

children of men who are overtaken with drink; but what is not so well 

understood is the sufferings of the men themselves in their sober 

moments, when they feel that they are becoming a curse to all that are 

dearest to them. John's very soul was wrung within him to think of the 

misery he had brought on his wife and children--the greater miseries that 

might be in store for them. He was faint of heart; he was tired; he had 

eaten nothing for hours, and on ahead he saw a drinking saloon. Why 
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shouldn't he go and take one good drink, and then pitch off a ferry-boat 

into the East River, and so end the whole miserable muddle of life 

altogether? 

 

John's steps were turning that way, when one of the Shining Ones, who had 

watched him all day, came nearer and took his hand. He felt no touch; but 

at that moment there darted into his soul a thought of his mother, long 

dead, and he stopped irresolute, then turned to walk another way. The 

hand that was guiding him led him to turn a corner, and his curiosity was 

excited by a stream of people who seemed to be pressing into a building. 

A distant sound of singing was heard as he drew nearer, and soon he found 

himself passing with the multitude into a great prayer-meeting. The music 

grew more distinct as he went in. A man was singing in clear, penetrating 

tones: 

 

"What means this eager, anxious throng, 

Which moves with busy haste along; 

These wondrous gatherings day by day; 

What means this strange commotion, say? 

In accents hushed the throng reply, 

'Jesus of Nazareth passeth by!'" 

 

John had but a vague idea of religion, yet something in the singing 

affected him; and, weary and footsore and heartsore as he was, he sank 

into a seat and listened with absorbed attention: 

 

"Jesus! 'tis he who once below 
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Man's pathway trod in toil and woe; 

And burdened ones where'er he came 

Brought out their sick and deaf and lame. 

The blind rejoiced to hear the cry, 

'Jesus of Nazareth passeth by!' 

 

"Ho, all ye heavy-laden, come! 

Here's pardon, comfort, rest, and home. 

Ye wanderers from a Father's face, 

Return, accept his proffered grace. 

Ye tempted ones, there's refuge nigh-- 

'Jesus of Nazareth passeth by!'" 

 

A plain man, who spoke the language of plain working-men, now arose and 

read from his Bible the words which the angel of old spoke to the 

shepherds of Bethlehem: 

 

"Fear not, for behold, I bring you tidings of great joy, which shall be 

to all people, for unto you is born this day a Saviour, which is Christ 

the Lord." 

 

The man went on to speak of this with an intense practical earnestness 

that soon made John feel as if he, individually, were being talked to; 

and the purport of the speech was this: that God had sent to him, John 

Morley, a Saviour to save him from his sins, to lift him above his 

weakness, to help him overcome his bad habits; that His name was called 

Jesus, because he shall save his people from their sins. John listened 
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with a strange new thrill. This was what he needed--a Friend, all- 

powerful, all-pitiful, who would undertake for him and help him to 

overcome himself--for he sorely felt how weak he was. Here was a Friend 

that could have compassion on the ignorant and them that were out of the 

way. The thought brought tears to his eyes and a glow of hope to his 

heart. What if He would help him? for deep down in John's heart, worse 

than cold or hunger or weariness, was the dreadful conviction that he was 

a doomed man, that he should drink again as he had drunk, and never come 

to good, but fall lower and lower, and drag all who loved him down with 

him. 

 

And was this mighty Saviour given to him? 

 

"Yes," cried the man who was speaking; "to you; to you, who have lost 

name and place; to you, that nobody cares for; to you, who have been down 

in the gutter. God has sent you a Saviour to take you up out of the mud 

and mire, to wash you clean, to give you strength to overcome your sins, 

and lead you home to his blessed kingdom. This is the glad tidings of 

great joy that the angels brought on the first Christmas day. Christ was 

God's Christmas gift to a poor, lost world, and you may have him now, 

to-day. He may be your own Saviour--yours as much as if there were no 

other one on earth to be saved. He is looking for you to-day, coming 

after you, seeking you; he calls you by me. Oh, accept him now!" 

 

There was a deep breathing of suppressed emotion as the speaker sat down, 

a pause of solemn stillness. 
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A faint strain of music was heard, and the singer began singing a 

pathetic ballad of a lost sheep and of the Shepherd going forth to seek 

it: 

 

"There were ninety and nine that safely lay 

  In the shelter of the fold, 

But one was out on the hills away, 

  Far off from the gates of gold-- 

Away on the mountains wild and bare, 

Away from the tender Shepherd's care. 

 

"'Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety and nine; 

  Are they not enough for Thee?' 

But the Shepherd made answer: ''Tis of mine 

  Has wandered away from me; 

And although the road be rough and steep 

I go to the desert to find my sheep.'" 

 

John heard with an absorbed interest. All around him were eager 

listeners, breathless, leaning forward with intense attention. The song 

went on: 

 

"But none of the ransomed ever knew 

  How deep were the waters crossed; 

Nor how dark was the night that the Lord went through 

  Ere He found His sheep that was lost. 

Out in the desert He heard its cry-- 
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Sick and helpless, and ready to die." 

 

There was a throbbing pathos in the intonation, and the verse floated 

over the weeping throng; when, after a pause, the strain was taken up 

triumphantly: 

 

"But all through the mountains thunder-riven, 

  And up from the rocky steep, 

There rose a cry to the gates of heaven, 

  'Rejoice! I have found my sheep!' 

And the angels echoed around the throne, 

'Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own!'" 

 

All day long, poor John had felt so lonesome! Nobody cared for him; 

nobody wanted him; everything was against him; and, worst of all, he had 

no faith in himself. But here was this Friend, seeking him, following 

him through the cold alleys and crowded streets. In heaven they would be 

glad to hear that he had become a good man. The thought broke down all 

his pride, all his bitterness; he wept like a little child; and the 

Christmas gift of Christ--the sense of a real, present, loving, pitying 

Saviour--came into his very soul. 

 

He went homeward as one in a dream. He passed the drinking-saloon without 

a thought or wish of drinking. The expulsive force of a new emotion had 

for the time driven out all temptation. Raised above weakness, he thought 

only of this Jesus, this Saviour from sin, who he now believed had 

followed him and found him, and he longed to go home and tell his wife 



23 

 

what great things the Lord had done for him. 

 

 

 


