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FIRST OF ALL
And Awakenings
Chapter 9, Awakening in New England 




Chapter 9
[bookmark: _GoBack]
Awakening in New England


John Pollock, Whitefield’s biographer, clearly saw George’s God-given vision for America. He wrote, “On his first landing in 1738 Whitefield had longed to set ‘all America in a blaze for God.’ ...He dared to trust that his preaching might help create one nation under God — thirteen scattered colonies united with each other, and with the Mother Country, by an Atlantic Ocean which should be a highway of exchange for gospel preachers.”[endnoteRef:1]  [1:  GEORGE WHITEFIELD, The Evangelist, John Pollock, Christian Focus Publications, Ltd., Geanies House, Fearn, Ross-shire, IV20 ITW, Great Britain. pp. 227 and 122.] 

	At the age of 23, George first arrived on American soil May 7, 1738. On the long crossing that began in January, he preached, prayed, ministered to the sick, and he himself survived sickness and its so-called treatment. 
 
Monday, May 1. This morning went out upon deck, after being confined to my bed for a week by a violent fever, with which all except three or four in the ship have been visited. I was blooded thrice, and blistered and vomited once... Satan desired to have me to sift me as wheat; but Jesus Christ prayed for me, and my faith failed not.[endnoteRef:2] [2:  George Whitefield’s Journals, The Banner of Truth Trust, P. O. Box 621, Carlisle, PA 10713.] 


In September he sailed back to England for two reasons set forth in the Table of Contents of his journals: “Whitefield’s speedy return to England, despite his success in Georgia, is to be explained by the following reasons: (1) He wished to collect funds for the erection of an orphanage in Georgia. (2) It was necessary to return to England to be ordained a priest.”[endnoteRef:3] [3:  Ibid. p. 23.] 


New England

George Whitefield set sail to return to America in August of 1739. The long, storm-wracked crossing landed in October. 
	He had decided to postpone his settlement in Georgia and headed to Philadelphia. He knew that for his divine call to come to fruition he had to reach New England. He would face the rigors of travelling overland through New England’s colonies before heading south, also overland, to Georgia.

Old William Tennent pricked up his ears when one of his students at the Log College told him the news: George Whitefield had ridden into Philadelphia. The City of Brotherly Love had received him with open arms; the Governor, Penn the younger, had invited him to dine and other Quakers honoured him; the Presbyterian minister and the Baptist teacher had called. The Anglican clergyman had treated him as a brother...
	William Tennent saddled his horse and rode off through the woods for the twenty-mile journey to the city, and rejoiced as he rode...
	A mutual affection sprang up spontaneously at the moment of greeting because William Tennent saw young Whitefield as the prophet he had awaited, one who should stir the embers of fires he himself had lit long ago in his prime, while George saw in Tennent the aged standard-bearer who had been through the battle and had more to teach...
	That night Tennent stood beside George as he preached from the Court House steps to a crowd which stretched away down Market Street and Second Street, as still as the stars above. Nearly every house showed lights in its upper storey. From windows open to the cool air, Philadelphians leaned out to listen.
	“Father Abraham,” cried Whitefield. “Whom have you in Heaven? Any Episcopalians?”
	“No!”
	“Any Presbyterians?”
	“No!”
	“Any Independents or Seceders, New Sides or Old Sides, any Methodists?”
	“No! No! No!”
	“Whom have you there, then, Father Abraham?”
	“We don’t know those names here! All who are here are Christians — believers in Christ, men who have overcome by the blood of the Lamb and the word of his testimony.”
	“Oh is that the case? Then God help me, God help us all, to forget having names and to become Christians in deed and in truth.”[endnoteRef:4] [4:  Ibid. pp. 123-125.] 


George always saw the body of Christ as one, and mankind as equals. His view found its way into colonial hearts and pulpits. 

New York

In New York Whitefield was angrily denied the use of the Episcopal Church... 

“We don’t want your help,” said the Bishop of London’s Commissary, Dr. Vesey.
	Then I wish you all good luck in the name of the Lord,” replied George, “I’ll preach in the fields. All places are alike to me.”
	“Yes,” sneered Vesey, “I find you are used to that.”
	George was disturbed nevertheless, for a mid-November evening would be no season, even for New Yorkers, to stand listening to sermons out of doors...
	As if reading such thoughts the Commissary turned to George Whitefield’s host, who was one of his own parishioners, and sneered again, “Mr. Noble, as you sent for this gentlemen, so I desire you will find him a pulpit.” He walked out of his rectory murmuring that he had business.
	Thomas Noble chose a pasture on a rise of ground in Manhattan between houses and the Hudson, and sent word round the city that Whitefield would preach at three.
	A prominent New Yorker who went to hear him with considerable mental reservations found a good crowd (Whitefield was told two thousand) drawn from all denominations...and some who might never expect to enter any church. 
	Whitefield took his stand on a little hillock...and beckoned to the crowd to close round... He held up his hand and prayed. Whitefield began his sermon. 
	The New Yorker studied the twenty-four-year-old preacher: “of middle height, slender, fair and good-looking”— he was too far off for the squint! “He is of sprightly cheerful temper and acts and moves with great agility.”
	...This New Yorker who never had heard an extempore sermon...was amazed at Whitefield’s memory. No notes, yet the discourse flowed logically and reasonably and with a delightful simplicity: no long words. Scriptures quoted copiously and explained with a marvelous faculty; “he strikes out of them such lights, and unveils those excellencies which surprise his hearers.” 	And that voice! “He has a clear musical voice and a wonderful command of it...”
	The observer turned his attention to the listeners. He noticed that though a most-attentive serious audience stood immediately round the preacher, the fringes of the crowd included some who “spent most of their time in giggling, scoffing, talking, and laughing.” Whitefield soon spoke directly to these, his voice having that strange ability to sound as if he stood beside them, and they quietened. At his peroration all became hushed and still and the observer saw nothing but solemn awe and reverence as “a mighty energy attended the Word. I heard and felt something astonishing.”
	The anonymous New Yorker was still undecided about what to make of Whitefield and went in the evening to the Presbyterian church...
	The hesitations of...his anonymous observer died that night. 
	“I never in my life saw so attentive an audience. Mr. Whitefield spoke as ‘one having authority’ all he said was Demonstration, Life and Power. The people’s eyes and ears hung on his lips. They greedily devoured every word...Surely God is with this man of truth!”
	And when George, for his part, looked around at this hungry audience squeezed into every niche of the church, and saw Dutch and English and a few Negroes, he cried aloud that God would destroy all bigotry and party spirit: “Some of Christ’s flock are found in every denomination. My only aim is to bring men to Christ, to deliver you from false confidences, to raise you from your dead formularies, to revive primitive Christianity! If I can obtain this end, you may go to what church, and worship God in what form you like best.”
	...The Presbyterian minister wrote to him: “I found the next day that you had left the town under a deep and universal concern... Some who were before very loose and profligate now look back with shame on their past lives and conversations, and seem resolved upon a thorough reformation I mention these things to strengthen you in the blessed cause you are engaged in, and support you under your abundant labours.”[endnoteRef:5] [5:  Ibid. pp. 125-127. ] 
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