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Preface
For a number of years I have had a
fascination with several of the old-time evangelists,
especially Gipsy Rodney Smith. As you will note
from the Bibliography, there are numerous
resources available on the life and ministry of this
humbly born preacher of the Gospel.
I have in my library as many of his books as
I have been able to find – at reasonable prices! I
found it interesting to discover that some of his
books of sermons were printed and made available
to the public by the local committees who
sponsored his meetings. His sermons were always
in great demand and, fortunately for us today, many
of them have been preserved in book form. I am
personally aware of at least five books of his
sermons, though there may be more.
There are also at least three biographies
about Rodney as well as two autobiographies and a
book of memoirs entitled The Beauty of Jesus.
Rodney also had a younger cousin by fifteen years
(named Simon) who was also greatly used of God
on both sides of the Atlantic. Both were excellent
singers as well. For more about Simon, see my book
entitled The Forgotten Gipsy.
I sincerely hope that these pages will be a
blessing and a challenge to you as you read about
the life and legacy of one of the greatest evangelists
of modern times.
5
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PART ONE:
GIPSY RODNEY
SMITH
(1860-1947)
The story of
The
“Original” Gipsy Smith

7

Young Rodney at age 18
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“GIPSY” RODNEY1 SMITH
(1860-1947)
(Part One: 1860-1889)
Born in a Gipsy tent near Epping Forest (a
parish not far from London), England, on March 31,
1860, Rodney Smith, later affectionately known as
“Gipsy” Smith, was the fourth of six children born
to Cornelius and Mary Smith.2
Cornelius was the eldest of three boys, his
younger brothers being Bartholomew and
Woodlock. His brother, Bartholomew, had twelve
children, each of whom had a Bible name. It is sad
to realize that, while the giving of Bible names was
a common practice among the gipsies3 of that day,
scarcely any of them had a Bible or could much less
read one if they had a copy. One of Bartholomew
son’s, Simon, also became a well-known evangelist
here in America as well as in England.
Rodney’s mother died of small pox when he
was just a lad. He grieved for her for many years.
1

Since Gipsy “Rodney” Smith had a cousin named Gipsy
“Simon” Smith who was also a well-known evangelist, I will
refer to each of them, in respective articles, by their given
names in order to prevent confusion.
2
GIPSY SMITH: An Autobiography, Fleming H. Revell,
Chicago, 1908, p. 2.
3
While some prefer to spell “gypsy” with a “Y”, the spelling
used here is that of the Gipsy himself.
9

Even as an adult there were those times when he
longed for his mother. Just two short weeks after his
mother’s death his infant sister, just a few weeks
old, also died. It was a difficult time for Cornelius,
now having lost his beloved wife and infant
daughter and left with five children to raise.
Rodney’s father made clothes pegs (or pins
as we call them today) which the young gipsy boy
would sell. And he was quite the salesman, too.
When a woman of the house seemed reluctant to
make a purchase, he would sometimes say, “Come
now, madame, here you have the best pegs in the
market. They will not eat and will not wear your
clothes out; they will not cry, and they will not wake
you up in the middle of the night!” Then, while they
laughed, he would tell them who he was and that his
mother was dead. That seemed to do the trick as he
cinched the deal.4 He would often sell as many as
five or six gross of pegs in a single day. Years later
he would make references to his days as a Gipsy
youth and would delight audiences with such quips
as, “I used to be in the timber business – I sold
clothes pins!” Once, when he said that, a lady in
the audience was heard to quip back, “And good
clothes pins they were, Gipsy. I’ve still got those
you sold me!”

4

GIPSY SMITH: An Autobiography, p. 39.
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Even as a boy of ten or eleven, he had a
good sense of logic and reason as shown in his
response to the authorities of a police court where
he was on trial for selling without a license. In his
own defense (and these are his own words) he said,
“Gentlemen, it is true I have no license. You
will not let me have a license; I am too young. I am
engaged in an honest trade. I do not steal. I sell my
clothes pegs to help my father to make an honest
living for himself and us children. If you will give
me a license, my father is quite willing to pay for it,
but if you will not, I do not see why I should be
prevented from doing honest work for my living.”5
His reasoning and logic must have worked,
as all he received was a small fine.
He was also gifted with a good sense of
humor. He refers to a farmer who caught him in one
of his trees stealing fruit. When the young boy came
down out of the tree, he was given a stern lecture
and sent away. He says the man threw a boot at him
but forgot to take his foot out first!6
On another occasion, he was gathering wood
for his father’s fire. Now Cornelius was a man of
strict discipline who spared neither the rod nor
5

Gipsy Smith: An Autobiography, Fleming H. Revell,
Chicago, IL, 1908, p. 39.
6
ibid. p. 41.
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spoiled the child. Rodney recalls how his father
seemed “fond of taking me on his knee with my
face downward.”7 And we all know what that
meant!
On rare occasions he was actually able to wiggle
out of what his father called a “thrashing.” For
instance, sometimes, when he brought in a bundle
of sticks for the fire, he would give one of the sticks
to his father who asked what it was for. To which
Rodney replied, “Why, that is for my thrashing.”
More than once he reminded his father of his
mother’s watchful eye with these words of caution,
“I know mother is not far beyond the clouds and she
is looking down on you and she will see if you hit
me very hard.”8 Sometimes it worked, but, alas, it
did not always work.
Young Rodney’s father Cornelius and his
Uncle Bartholomew were the first family members
to come to know Christ as their personal Saviour.
Rodney remembers the change that had been
evidenced in the home through his father’s life and
he longed to have that same inner peace that he saw
in his father. Somehow he had the mistaken idea
that religion, as he said, was a thing which first took
hold of the head of the house, and then stepped
down in order of ages.” He lamented that his heart
7
8

ibid. p. 42.
ibid. p. 42.
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was “heavy because [he] felt that [he] was standing
in the way [his] sister Tilly who was younger than
[he was].”9

Young Rodney with his father, Cornelius and one of his
sisters.
9

ibid. p. 79.
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One evening in 1876, while sitting near his
father’s gipsy tent and wagon, he finally made the
determination to become a Christian by the grace of
God. While Rodney believes that he was as much
saved that evening as he was later in his life, still he
did not have a complete peace. That wonderful
assurance of his salvation still seemed to elude him.
A few days later he attended a small
Primitive Methodist Church in Cambridge, England
and listened to the sermon. He recalls not
remembering a thing the preacher said until the
invitation to come forward was given. He responded
and knelt at the rail. Then, an old man came and
knelt with Rodney and prayed both with and for
him. But let Rodney tell you himself the rest of the
story.
“I told [the old man] that I had given myself
to Jesus for time and eternity – to be His boy
forever. [The man] said, ‘You must believe that He
has saved you. ‘To as many as received Him, to
them gave He power to be the sons of God; even to
them that believe on His name.’”
“’Well,’ I said to my dear old friend, ‘I
cannot trust myself, for I am nothing; I cannot trust
in what I have, for I have nothing; and I cannot
trust in what I know, for I know nothing; and so far
as I can see my friends are as badly off as I am.’”

14

“So then and there I placed myself by simple
trust and committal to Jesus Christ. I knew He died
for me; I knew He was able to save me, and is word.
And thus the light broke and assurance came. I
knew that if I was not what I ought to be, I never
should be again what I had been.”10 The date
Rodney says he was saved was November 17,1876.
He was sixteen at the time.
Rodney recalls that, at the time of his
conversion, he could “only spell and understand
words of one syllable.” Sensing a call to preach he
began to undertake the task of learning to read and
speak well. When he heard or read a word he did
not know he went right to the dictionary to find out
its meaning.11
Soon after he began preaching, even if it
was only to a patch of turnips! He also spoke of the
times when he and his family were the guests of the
Prince of Wales; that is, when they would park their
gipsy wagons on the land belonging to the Prince!
It was in the spring of 1877 that Rodney first
came in contact with a man now known as General
William Booth of the Christian Mission, later
known as the Salvation Army. At that time there
were only thirty-five missionaries in the
10
11

ibid. p. 81.
See Chapter IX of his autobiography.
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organization. His uncle had arranged to take
Rodney with him to the meeting. Mr. Booth was
already acquainted with his father and uncle, the
“gipsy brothers” and had used them in his ministry
on occasion. Mr. Booth had seen the Smiths in the
meeting and after several people had spoken to the
gathering, he announced, “The next speaker will be
the gipsy boy.” Seeing Rodney’s fear and
nervousness as he approached the platform in front
of nearly a thousand people, the General asked
Rodney to sing for the folks. That helped to ease
him into the situation that now lay in front of him.
As he got ready to sing, an Army officer standing
nearby said to him, “Keep your heart up,
youngster!” To which Rodney quipped back, “Well,
it’s in my mouth. How high do you want it?!”12 His
“sermon” was brief and to the point.
"I am only a gipsy boy. I do not know what
you know about many things, but I know Jesus. I
know that He has saved me. I cannot read as you
can. I do not live in a house as you do; I live in a
tent. But I have got a great house up yonder, and
some day I am going to live in it. My great desire is
to live for Christ and the whole of my life to be
useful in His service."

12

Sixty Years an Evangelist: An Intimate Study of Gipsy
Smith: by Harold Murray; Marshall, Morgan & Scott, LTD,
London and Edinburgh, 1937, p. 9. Also made mention of in
Gipsy Smith’s Autobiography, pages 93-95.
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Gipsy continued in his book relaying his
own reaction to that first public address before the
large audience. He writes, “My discourse was very
brief, and I was very glad when it was done. I had
sense enough to sit down immediately I had finished
what I had to say. I do not know that I have been
equally wise on every occasion since then.” 13
On June 25, 1877, he officially became the
thirty-sixth missionary with the Christian Mission.
He had a lot to learn but was always open, teachable
and eager to learn. One of his earliest assignments
was to the town of Whitby where he saw a number
of converts, among them a young lady by the name
of Miss Annie Pennock. The two of them began to
see each other and a romance began to bud. But
before it could blossom into full bloom, General
Booth got wind of it and had Rodney removed from
the town to another assignment. While Rodney
cooperated fully, the romance continued its budding
process until, on December 17, 1879, it finally
blossomed into the full bloom of marriage. The
Lord blessed their marriage with three children,
Albany Rodney, Alfred Hanley and Rhoda Zillah.14
One of his most fruitful, and at the same
time most difficult, ministries was in the town of
Hanley. It seems that the people were most
disinterested and wanted nothing to do with the
meetings. The meeting place had been vacated by a
13
14

GIPSY SMITH: an Autobiography: Chapter X.
ibid. p. 115.
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circus and was cold and damp. Two other men from
the Salvation Army were there to assist, but with
little to show for their efforts. On their first Sunday,
not one person showed up for the service in a
building that would seat up to 2,500. Another
service without people was held in the afternoon.
But the evening service saw an amazing crowd of
nearly eighty people in attendance trying their best
to keep warm!15 It almost seemed hopeless but
Rodney would not give up.
Little by little improvements were made to
the building including some seats. Meanwhile he
continued the open-air meetings that were finally
beginning to draw some people. The work was
finally off the ground and it continued to grow. By
the end of six months of ministry huge crowds of
between seven and eight thousand would gather
every Saturday and Sunday for a total of nine
services, some inside and some outside.16
Then came a bombshell. General Booth
wanted Rodney to be reassigned to another place of
ministry. After all, he was the General and it was
his prerogative to place his workers where he
deemed them to be needed the most. When the folks
in Hanley learned that Rodney was to be reassigned
they formed a committee to let Rodney, his wife
and his sister who had worked with them know of
their love and esteem. Rodney was given a gold
15

ibid. pp. 126-127.
See Chapter XIV of his autobiography for more details of
the work in Hanley.
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watch with the following inscription: “Presented to
Gipsy Rodney Smith, as a memento of high esteem
and in recognition of his valuable services in
Hanley and district, July, 1882.” A small gift of five
pounds each was given to his wife, Annie, and his
sister. They were given in a public meeting and
came from the hearts of the people among whom he
had labored so tirelessly. Incidentally,
silver
watches were also given to each of the two
Salvation Army workers that assisted Rodney as a
token of appreciation for their labors.
The General was not pleased when he
learned of the gifts. The two officers who received
the silver watches were explicitly told either to
return their watches or leave the army. A day later,
Rodney received a letter from General Booth’s son
informing him that he had received a gift in “
premeditated defiance of the rules and regulations
of the army…” and was hereby being dismissed.
The committee that had arranged for the
gifts wrote to General Booth saying “how sorry they
were that [Rodney’s] dismissal had arisen out of
their act, an act which was one of good-will and in
loving appreciation of his services.”17 But the
General’s decision was final. Gipsy Rodney Smith
was no longer a part of the Salvation Army. In spite
of what appeared to be a setback, God was not
finished with Gipsy Rodney Smith.

17

GIPSY SMITH: an Autobiography; pp. 136-137.
19

When he later returned to Hanley at the
invitation of his many friends there he promised to
stay but for a month. By the time that month was up
he felt that the work had reached a point where he
dare not leave. He finally stayed on for a total of
four years! For nearly two years nightly meetings
were conducted with three services on Sundays. The
crowds were reported to have been the largest
outside of London and many hundreds came to
Christ.18

18

ibid., p. 143.
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Rodney, as a handsome young evangelist. Date unknown.
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Photo, circa 1886, three years before his first mission to
America.
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Gipsy Smith’s First Visit to America,
1889
Rodney’s first trip to the United States
developed in a rather unusual way. No one could
deny that God was in it, working out all the
necessary details. As it happened, a close personal
friend of his, a Mr. B.F. Byrom, had traveled to
what was called at that time Palestine in early 1887.
While there, he met and befriended, among others,
two American pastors. He told them about his gipsy
preacher friend, whereupon the Americans
suggested that this gipsy preacher friend should
visit America and preach. Without ever consulting
Rodney, his friend unofficially offered his own
assurances that such a trip would be undertaken in
due time.
At that time, Rodney was only twenty-six
years of age and had no personal interest or
inclination to go to America. He was content to
remain in England. But God was still working
behind the scenes. Letters passed between the two
American pastors and Mr. Byrom, who continued to
urge Rodney to go. Assurances were made that he
would be taken care of and in the fall of 1888, more
than a year after the initial contact was made,
Rodney somewhat reluctantly decided he would go
after all. He would leave England for America in
January 1889.
23

Barely had the necessary arrangements been
made and his passage secured when the Devil set to
work. Things, at least to the human eye, appeared to
fall apart. First, one of the American pastors who so
wanted him to come to America had suddenly gone
Home to be with the Lord. The other pastor began
to experience problems that made it impossible for
him to keep his obligations to Rodney. Now what to
do? Well, by now, Rodney was determined to go
anyway.
At once he set about obtaining several letters
endorsing both his character and his ministry. That
being done he was able to keep his departure date
and set sail on January 19, 1889 for what would be
the first of more than thirty such trips to America.
When he arrived in New York City, it was a
cold, wet Sunday morning and he knew not a single
soul. He rented a room at the Astor House (funds
having been provided him by his friend, Mr.
Byrom), settled in and pondered his predicament.
The next morning he attended a weekly
meeting of New York pastors and presented a letter
of introduction to the president by whom he was
warmly received. Two days later he attempted to
visit the editor of The Christian Advocate, a
Christian publication. Unfortunately, the editor was
out of town at the time and he was only able to meet
24

with the acting editor, Dr. Clark, who was not
known for having a fondness for “professional”
evangelists.19
After reading a few of Rodney’s letters, Dr.
Clark referred him to Dr. Prince who pastured the
second largest congregation in New York City at
that time. It seems that Dr. Prince had inquired
about the possibility of finding someone who would
be able to assist in special meetings. However, upon
meeting Rodney, and without reading any of his
introductory letters (save a very brief note from Dr.
Clark), Dr. Prince rather flatly said to Rodney,
“Well, brother, I guess I don’t want you.” But let
Rodney tell you the rest of the story in his own
words:20
“I returned his gaze calmly and replied,
‘Well, Doctor, I think you do.’
“He smiled, pleased rather than offended at
my ‘cheek,’ and I went on. ‘I am no adventurer. I
ask you to read these before I leave you,’ handing
him my letters of introduction. Finally he promised
to talk to some of his official brethren that night
about the matter at the close of the service which
was to be held.

19
20

Ibid., p. 167.
Ibid., Chapter XVII, esp. pages 167-168.
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“That service was attended by from two to
three hundred people (of whom I was one),
gathered in the lecture hall. I was told that this was
the third week of nightly prayer meetings, that a
great spirit of supplication had taken possession of
the church, and that neither the pastor nor the
officials felt that they dare close the meetings. They
were praying for a revival. The service that night
was most earnest, solemn, and impressive. Dr.
Prince came in towards the close of the meeting and
spied me among the congregation. Without
speaking to me or giving me any warning he said,
‘Friends, we have a real live gipsy in the house
tonight.’ The people at once looked around in
search of this presumably desperate character, and
Dr. Prince continued, ‘But he is a converted gipsy. I
will ask him to talk to you.’ I addressed the people
very briefly, just long enough to know that they
were thoroughly interested and anxious for me to go
on. While they were bowing their heads for the
benediction I slipped out. They sought for me, but I
could not be found.
“While at breakfast the following morning
the colored waiter informed me that Dr. Prince and
two gentlemen desired to speak to me. They told me
they wanted my help, and I must go forthwith and
stay with Dr. Prince in the parsonage, for they
26

believed that God had sent me across the seas
‘specially for their church. And I believe with all my
heart that it was so. The prayer meetings had
started before I left England, and by supplication
and consecration the people had been getting ready
for my coming. They did not know it, and I did not
know it. But God, who brought us together, did.”
Several
paragraphs
later,
Rodney
commented on the success of the meetings which
lasted every night for three weeks.
“The mission was successful from the
beginning. The Nostrand Avenue Church, which
seated fifteen hundred people, was crowded at the
first service and at every service during the three
weeks. Between four and five hundred people
professed to have found the Lord.”
Thus began a love affair with America that
lasted for nearly six decades during which time he
made more than thirty such preaching tours. He was
just twenty-nine years old when he made his first
trip to America. His life would never be the same
again.

27

Photo circa 1932 at age 72.
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(Part Two: 1890-1947)
After a very successful tour of the United
States, during which time he was offered the
pastorates of two wonderful churches,21 Rodney
returned to his beloved homeland in England and
was welcomed warmly by his friends in Hanley.
During his absence, his preacher friend, who
later became his own pastor, Rev. S.F. Collier, had
started a new mission work22 in Manchester. This
new ministry became known as the Manchester
Wesleyan Mission. Its purpose was to start
“chapels” throughout England where the gospel
would be preached and souls reached for the
Kingdom of God. It began with a single group of
forty-two people and by 1902 (the year that
Rodney’s Autobiography was published) had
swelled to more than fourteen thousand people
gathering every Sunday at the various chapels
scattered throughout the country.
Initially, Rodney accepted the call to work
with the Mission for one year and moved his home
to the city of Manchester. However, in the end, he
stayed for two full years from 1889 to 1891.
21

GIPSY SMITH: an Autobiography, Fleming H. Revell, NY,
1902, p. 183.
22
Rev. Collier was already the pastor of the largest Methodist
congregation in the world when he started this new work.
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During one special ten-day meeting at the
Mission in Manchester, forty service were held;
four a day. In Rodney’s own words, the services
included “a meeting for businessmen; an afternoon
Bible-reading, conducted by the Rev. F.B. Meyer,
Rev. G. Campbell Morgan, or other eminent
minister; an eight o’clock service, and a midnight
service conducted by Mr. Collier. At ten o’clock two
hundred and fifty workers, accompanied by two
brass bands, proceeded from the Central Hall to
visit every beer-shop in that neighborhood of
Manchester, every music-hall, and every theatre. At
the doors of these places bills were distributed
announcing the midnight service and as many
persons as possible were given a personal invitation
to attend. The congregation, numbering from three
hundred to six hundred people, consisted of
bookmakers, gamblers, drunkards, harlots, and
thieves. Many of them had been found walking the
streets after the beer-shops and theatres were
closed. Not a few were drunk or half drunk.”23 Mr.
Collier conducted this midnight service in brilliant
manner using what was referred to as a lantern
lecture using pictures on a screen.

23

GIPSY SMITH: an Autobiography, p. 186-187.
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Rodney continues, “The service was so
impressive that it actually sobered not a few of
them, at least to the extent of making them
understand what was being said. During that
mission six hundred persons passed through the
inquiry-room.” [Emphasis mine] Several of those
who were saved during that campaign later entered
the ministry.

31

Rodney with his first wife, Annie to whom he was
married for nearly sixty years.

32

GISPY SMITH’S SECOND VISIT TO
AMERICA, 1891
In August of 1891, Rodney embarked on his
second visit to America, which lasted seven months.
He arrived in time to visit the great Methodist
conference at Ocean Grove, New Jersey. The main
auditorium on the conference grounds seats
upwards of ten thousand people. During the time he
was there he was introduced to a number of pastors
who, learning who he was and why he had come to
America, gave him numerous invitations to come
and minister with them. Before he left the
conference he had enough meetings to fill his
schedule through the winter months. While there he
also had the opportunity to speak twice to the young
people.
During his first series of meetings in the city
of New York, a young couple entered the church
and asked if the pastor would marry them. After
doing so, the pastor invited them to stay for the
evening service and hear Gipsy Smith preach. They
agreed to stay and were among those found at the
altar trusting Christ as their Savior. What a
wonderful way to begin a marriage!
While in New York he attended, as a guest
of Dr. Day with whom he was ministering, the
33

Monday morning meeting of a group of local
pastors. Some of them did not look favorably upon
Rodney’s work. Before the meeting was over, he
found himself in confrontation with an outspoken
pastor who had no time for evangelists in general.
Here’s how the story goes, in Rodney’s own words.
“Dr. Day told his brethren something of the
revival at his church, saying that it was a revival on
old-fashioned Methodist lines. Whereupon a certain
Dr. Hamilton rose and said, ‘I do not believe in
evangelists. I have been in the ministry many years,
and I have never had an evangelist in my church,
and I never shall have. When the wind blows the
dust blows, and when the wind settles the dust
settles. I believe in handpicked fruit, in conversions,
which result from the ordinary work of the ministry.
But I am glad to see Gipsy Smith present this
morning, and I shall be glad to hear him.’ The
brethren called out loudly for ‘Gipsy Smith! Gipsy
Smith!’ I had no desire to address the ministers,
and, unless called upon by the president, I had no
right to do so, but the cries were persistent, and I
was invited to have my say. I began, ‘Mr.
Chairman, gentlemen and brethren, - If I were at
home in England, among my brethren and the
ministers who know me, who have watched me, and
who know my manner of work, I would venture to
reply to Dr. Hamilton. But as I am a stranger in a
strange land, and your guest, I prefer to be silent. If
I am only a gipsy boy, I know what belongs to good
breeding.’ Then I sat down.

34

“The brethren present shouted in American
fashion, ‘Good, Brother Smith! Good, good, good!’
and urged me to go on. ‘Very well,’ I said, ‘very
well, if you will hear me you shall. It may be a very
smart thing to say that when the wind blows the
dust blows, and when the wind settles the dust
settles, but it is not a Christ-like thing to say of a
brother and his work,” and turning to Dr.
Hamilton, ‘if God has given to the church
evangelists it is because you need them. What God
has called clean, do not you call common.’ There
was a cry of ‘Good, good, that’s so, Brother Smith!’
‘Well,’ I added, ‘you say you believe in hand-picked
fruit; so do I. It fetches the highest price in the
market; but what are you to do when the fruit is too
high for you to reach it, and you have no ladder?
Everybody knows, too, that some of the best fruit is
on the top of the tree. Are you going to lose that
fruit because you are not tall enough or strong
enough to get it? I won’t! I will ask the first godly
brother who comes along to help me shake that tree
and we will get the fruit though we bruise it in the
getting. I would rather not have said this. I do not
believe in defending myself, or setting myself
against my brethren in the ministry. I have tried
always to be the pastor’s help, and I never allow
myself in public or in private to say one disparaging
word of my brethren. It hurts and grieves me when I
hear a pastor speaking disdainfully of the work of
35

the evangelist, remembering as I do that God has
given to the church some apostles, some prophets,
some evangelists, as well as pastors and
teachers.’”24
During one of his meetings while in New
York, he had the joy of seeing a Roman Catholic
priest come to know the Savior. The priest, in
speaking with Rodney, expressed his utter
dissatisfaction with the church saying that it had
“failed to give him what he was hungry for.” Gipsy
called for another converted priest to come and
speak with the man and had the joy of leading him
to Christ! To Rodney’s recollection, this was the
only priest ever to be saved in one of his meetings.25

SCOTLAND, 1893
Between September 1893 and the end of
January 1894, Rodney preached a series of meetings
in the great city of Glasgow, Scotland. Though
things seemed to go rather slowly, before it was
over some three thousand people had gone to the
inquiry-room for counsel and prayer.

24
25

Ibid., pp. 200-202.
Ibid., p. 203
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Gipsy Smith has been described as a simple,
straightforward man who spoke from the heart. He
was warm, friendly and, sometimes, quite
humorous. Yet, at the same time, he took his work
as an evangelist very seriously. He was extremely
sensitive to the Lord’s leading in his meetings and
was not so structured that he “had” to preach.
Referring to one of his services while in Glasgow,
author David Lazell writes,
“In one service the Gipsy did not even
preach because the people began to go into the
inquiry room after
the singing of the hymn. The Gipsy thought that
many of the people had made up their minds to
come forward before even coming to church. His
comments on the service are certainly appropriate to
today’s evangelistic endeavors. ‘We are so apt to
think that this must be done, and that that must be
done, and that a certain fixed course of procedure
must be followed, or else we must not look for
results. Too often, I fear, our rules and regulations
and orders of service simply intrude between men
and their God. We all need to be taught when to
stand aside.’” 26
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One aspect of Rodney’s life that none of his three
biographers write about in any detail is his
involvement as an evangelist in World War I. In his
book, The Beauty of Jesus, he writes of his being
in France and Flanders for three and a half years.27
We also know that he conducted meetings there in
1916 since he makes reference to some of the
converts from that meeting.28 In fact, he devotes an
entire chapter in that same book to what he calls
“The Tragic Years of the War.”29 He shares
numerous stories of how God was at work right on
the very edge of the front lines. He writes, “I once
went to a hut just behind the line, within the sound
of the guns. Buildings all around us had been blown
to pieces.”30 He later refers to a time when, again
just behind the lines, he spoke to between five and
six hundred men, all of whom would be on the front
lines and in the trenches as soon as the service was
over. He says, “It wasn’t easy to talk. All I said was
accompanied by the roar of guns and the crack of
rifles and the rattle of the machine guns, and once
in a while our faces were lit up by the flashes. It
was a weird sight. I looked at those boys. I couldn’t
preach to them in the ordinary way. I knew, and
they knew, that for many it was the last service they
27
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would attend on earth.” 31 During that awful period
of horror and bloodshed, Rodney had the joy of
seeing “thousands and thousands of boys turn their
hearts to God.”32

Four generations of Smiths: Cornelius, Rodney, daughter
Zillah and her two sons. Date unknown.
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Rodney lost his beloved father in the early
1920’s. There seems to be some discrepancy as to
when he died and just how old he was. Harold
Murray, who was a close personal friend of Rodney
and who also participated in more than three
thousand services with him as his accompanist,
wrote in his biography of Gipsy that Cornelius lived
to be ninety-one years of age.33 Yet, in his cousin
Simon’s autobiography, there is a photograph of
Cornelius with his brother, Bartholomew, and a
notation that Cornelius lived to the age of 94.34
In a rare autographed autobiography of the
Gipsy published in 1902, the noted English Bible
expositor, Dr. Alexander McLaren, writes the
following in the Introduction: “He [the Gipsy] is not
an orator, nor a scholar, nor a theologian. He is not
a genius. But, not withstanding these deficiencies in
his equipment, he can reach men’s hearts, and turn
them from darkness to light in a degree which many
of us ministers cannot do.”
In his more than seventy years of
evangelistic work, he made more than forty trips
overseas, including at least thirty-five visits to
America alone, where he was much loved and
33
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respected. During his final ministry tour of the
United States he conducted between fifty and sixty
campaigns – while in his eighties! At age seventyseven, he could still stand straight, and keeping his
knees straight, could touch his toes twenty-five
times!35
1937 was a sad year for Rodney for, while he was
on a preaching tour of America, he received word
that his beloved Annie had died in March at the
age of seventy- nine. She had been his mainstay and
his dearest companion. Biographer David Lazell
writes that Rodney would read his sermons to her to
see if they were all right.36 She would offer her
comments and suggestions, realizing the greatness
of the work he had been called to do.
Just fifteen months later, the Lord graciously
filled the gap in Rodney’s life, left by the death of
his wife, by bringing into his life another helpmeet,
Mary Alice. At the time of their marriage on July 2,
1938, Rodney was seventy-seven and his bride was
only twenty-seven! While many were surprised by
this rather unusual union, some even objecting to
and criticizing him for it, it was, as they say, a
“match made in heaven!”
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Rodney with his second wife, Mary Shaw.

Mary Alice loved him and he loved her. She
jumped right into his ministry with both feet, and
without complaint! Harold Murray is quoted as
saying that she was a “capable, highly educated,
practical Christian.”37
When she was asked once just what it was
that she did for her husband, she replied, “Pray for
him.” In addition to caring for him in his final years
of life she served him as secretary and as occasional
soloist in his meetings. She traveled with him all
across America on what turned out to be his last
such ministry there. In the end, when the Lord
37
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called him Home to Heaven, she said of him, “He
belongs to the world.”38

Postcard advertising a city-wide meeting in Denver,
Colorado, postmarked 1909. Note the hand written note
around the edge of the card and the size of the crowd.
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The summer of 1947 was to be his final trip
to the America he had come to love so much. His
health had been deteriorating for some time and it
was suggested that he spend some time in the
warmth of the Florida sunshine. Hopefully, that
would improve his health. But it was not to be. He
and his wife Mary Alice took their places on board
the beautiful luxury liner, the Queen Mary, for the
ship’s first voyage to New York following the
horrors of World War II.
On August 4, 1947, as the Queen Mary was on its
final approach to New York’s harbor, Gipsy
Rodney Smith suffered a fatal heart attack 39 and
was quickly ushered into the presence of the Lord
and Master he had faithfully loved and served for so
many years. A plaque on the bulkhead outside the
“isolation ward” (which doubled as a morgue) on
the Queen Mary bears the names of each person
who died while on board. There you will find the
name of “Gipsy Rodney Smith.” Only eternity will
reveal the countless thousands who came to Christ
under his faithful preaching of the Gospel. Surely
the number would be staggering considering that
there were some eighty thousand professions of
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faith during his seven-month campaign in Australia
and Tasmania alone.40
A monument to his memory was erected
near the place of his birth at Mill Plain in Epping
Forest on July 2, 1949. Engraved on the granite
stone monument are these words:

GIPSY
RODNEY SMITH
M.B.E.,
WHO PREACHED THE GOSPEL OF
CHRIST TO THOUSANDS ON FIVE
CONTINENTS FOR SEVENTY YEARS
WAS BORN HERE ON 31 MARCH, 1860
AND CALLED HOME JOURNEYING
TO AMERICA ON 4 AUGUST, 1947

WHAT GOD HATH WROUGHT
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Marker erected in Epping Forest near the spot where
Gipsy Rodney Smith was born in 1860.
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THE WIT & WISDOM OF GIPSY
RODNEY SMITH41

On “fortune-telling”: “I can tell your fortune if
you want me to,” then reminding the people that “if
gipsies lie (and fortune-telling is a lie) it is because
professing Christians pay them to do it.” (p. 20)
On being received at Buckingham Palace: On at
least three occasions, Rodney and his wife Annie
had the privilege of being invited to attend the
Royal Garden Party at Buckingham Palace42 where
they were presented to the King and Queen. It is
said that Queen Mary also took quite an interest in
his work. He once commented on receiving a
message from the King, “I only mention this to
show how grace can take a beggar from a dunghill
and set him among princes.” (p. 13)
On evangelists: “It is quite impossible to expect a
revival of any sort if the evangelist is too
considerate, too polite, too diplomatic to run the
risk of offending anybody by pointing out what the
conditions of such a revival are.” (p. 42)
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On personal work: “Once, when he went into a
railway station refreshment room for a glass of milk
(he never touched alcohol in his life), he heard a
prepossessing girl behind the counter say, ‘Oh, C---- !’ As soon as he could do so without being
overheard, he said to her, ‘My dear, God never
meant your beautiful lips to be stained by such an
expression about the One Who died for you.’ Her
eyes filled with tears. He continued, ‘I am thinking
of your immortal soul.’ She said, I don’t know who
and what you are, but I’ve been here some years
and men have said all sorts of cheeky things to us
girls, but never before did any one of them think of
us as having souls.’” (p. 65)
On success: “Once, when Gipsy was waiting in the
vestry for a few minutes before the service began, a
man crept up behind him and began to feel the back
of his head. ‘What’s the matter?’ said the
astonished evangelist. ‘Oh,’ said the man, ‘I am a
phrenologist and I am feeling for the secret of your
success.’ ‘Then you’ll have to come a bit lower
down,’ cried Gipsy, with his hand on his heart. ‘It is
interesting to know what a great preacher looks
like, but it is what he IS that matters.’” (p. 73)
On Billy Sunday (the famous American baseball
evangelist): “Gipsy knew the late Billy
Sunday…very well. Once he pointed out to Billy,
“You have preached one of my sermons, almost
48

word for word.’ ‘Well, Gipsy,’ he said, ‘after you
preached it you sang “Pass It On” and so I did!’”
(p. 132)
On the ministry: “The devil’s delight is a ministry
that is not consecrated.” (p. 129)
On the need for quick thinking: “I was once on a
platform preaching to six thousand people and, in
the middle of my sermon, a tall man sprang to the
platform and cried, ‘My friends, the Lord has given
me a message to give Gipsy Smith. I have to explain
to you the book of Revelation.’ I turned around and
propelled him into a chair and said, ‘My good
friend, the Lord has not told me to listen to you. So
just sit there until I am through.’ He was so
surprised that he never said another word.” (p. 75)
On retirement: “Retire?” he cried when he was
seventy-six. “Not I. I am no extinct volcano! I shall
retire when God tells me to by taking away my
equipment and not before.” (p. 141)
On his own personal lack of education: “I didn’t
go through your colleges and seminaries. They
wouldn’t have me…but I have been to the feet of
Jesus where the only true scholarship is learned.”43
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On those who oppose revivals: “I was once in a
company of friends, and overheard a young lady
saying, ‘I don’t believe in revival.’ I could not help
saying, ‘No, madam, the devil doesn’t either.”44
On fishing for men: “The fisher of men has not to
waste time in whining about the fish that slip
through [the net]. He is to fish – and leave the
ultimate results to God.”45
On being a “real” Christian: “It is my evergrowing conviction that the man in the street can
never be brought in [to the church] until the man in
the pew is so truly converted, so thoroughly revived,
so spiritually awake that he sets the example.”46
On the Holy Ghost: “Without the Holy Ghost we
might as well burn our churches and tear to pieces
our Bibles. You might as well try to bore a hole
through a granite wall with a candle as expect to
get converts without the Holy Spirit.”47
On laughter: “I cannot understand people who
seem to think that it is a sin to laugh in church.
There is as much religion in a happy laugh as in a
teardrop. A happy laugh is the blossom of a
44
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thought, and a smile is the perfume. God wants us
to be happy.” 48
On being a Methodist: ‘I AM PROUD TO BE A
Methodist, but I have no use for the ‘ist’ without the
‘method.’”49
On the Lindbergh baby kidnapping: “All
America was talking about the disappearance of the
Lindbergh’s baby. When I was broadcasting I said,
‘God is speaking from an empty cradle. Once He
spoke from a full cradle. Now He is speaking again.
Will you listen?’”50
On prayer: “You can preach until you are blue in
the face, you can sing like angels, and have all the
culture of Oxford and Cambridge, but if you don’t
pray, it will all be sounding brass.”51
On “faith healers”: “A man came to me one day at
a hotel, and said emphatically, ‘I’m a faith-healer
and I’ve come to tell you things you ought to know.’
I said, ‘Well, first of all you might take off those
spectacles, and heal yourself. And you have gold
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teeth in your mouth Couldn’t you have had new
ones?’ He said, ‘Good morning.’”52
On multiple wives: “To this very day I have
experienced difficulty in getting through the crowd
to some of my own meetings. Once…a policeman at
the door asked Rev. George McNeal, ‘How many
wives has this preacher got? There’s six Mrs.
Smiths got in already. I reckon,’ he added, ‘they
need converting, so it don’t matter.”53
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The original Gipsy Brothers: (L) Bartholomew, father of
evangelist Gipsy Simon Smith; (C) Cornelius, father of
Gipsy Rodney Smith and (R) Woodlock. Date unknown.
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A SERMON BY GIPSY RODNEY
SMITH
This was the final message preached by Mr.
Smith at his Brooklyn, New York “Mission” in 1907
held in the Central Congregational Church. At the
close of the service, more than one hundred people
were converted. Taken from the book Gipsy Smith’s
Best Sermons as Delivered in Brooklyn by
arrangement with the Brooklyn Daily Eagle and
published by the J.S. Oglive Publishing Co, in New
York, 1907.

“NOT SAVED”
school scholars. Prodigals have been brought to their
Father’s home and are sitting down to the banquet of love.
Backsliders have been restored. The worry and the sin and the
broken heart have felt the The lesson is in Jeremiah

viii:20: “the harvest is past, the summer is ended,
and we are not saved.” I shall take as my text the
last two words, “not saved.” I will not ask you to
follow me through the textual windings of these
words, or to wend through their historical setting,
but to think for a few minutes of some things they
suggest, coming as they do at the close of one of the
most remarkable campaigns which in any twentyone days – or I should say, sixteen days – it has
been my privilege to conduct; days in which
thousands of people have intelligently moved
toward God; days full of opportunity, full of
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possibility, full of conviction, of awakening, of
regeneration, full of holy resolves and consecration;
days full of new joys and aspirations; days that will
never be forgotten. Thousands of Christian people
will remember these days as times of refreshing
from the presence of the Lord. Ministers are
thanking God for these days because in them they
have seen gathered the fruit of their days of toiling,
weeping and hard work. Tears of joy have coursed
down their faces as they have seen young and old
for whom they have labored and prayed coming into
the Kingdom. Sunday school teachers and
superintendents have had the same joy over their
Sunday healing touch of the world’s Redeemer, and
the life for many wears a different face. Golden
sunbeams are playing around us, our night has been
turned to day, and heaven seems nearer and Christ
dearer because of these days of blessing. And
coming, as the meetings are, to a close, while there
is much to cheer and encourage and hearten and
gladden, and so much to give hope and make us
rejoice, to me – to me there are some things which
make my heart sad.

Church Members Who Are Not
Christians
There’s something in the service to-night
that saddens me, and it’s the thought that there are
so many who haven’t missed a service who are
described by those two words, “not saved.” And I
want you to think of them; I want you Christians to
think, and to think of that awful fact. And I want
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you to pray that that thing may take place to-night
which we call conversion, salvation, deliverance
from sin and its guilt and its power over those
people whom you love so dearly.
So many love the church, the evangelist, the
service, the singing, and yet lack one thing. And
some of you would come up to-night and look me
frankly in the eye and say, “I’m not saved, and I
know I’m not saved; but you’ve hit me hard, and
I’ll be glad to see you back again. You’ve brought
me close, and I hope you’ll come back again, and
I’ll be glad to see.” That’s the sad part of it.
Beautiful people, talented people, attractive people,
but you don’t love my Lord, and you’re too good to
be on the other side! You weaken my hands, you
weaken your pastor’s hands, you weaken the hands
of Jesus all the time you stand in the ranks of the
enemy. You’re too good to be there! We want you,
the church wants you, Christ wants you, the world
needs you. Come over and come out of that and ally
yourselves with Jesus Christ. God help you to do it.
I say that that worries me, and I cannot help it.
Believe me, there are minutes when I get to bed that
I am in agony. Some face haunts me which I’ve
seen in a service, and God knows I’m speaking the
truth when I say it. When I want to sleep, for I’m
weary, I’m afraid, for some sad, weary face haunts
me, for I know the possessor of it didn’t yield to
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Christ in the service when he ought to have done so.
And I think I know quite a little about it. It isn’t
much, but sometimes it seems more than I can bear.
It is quite enough. It is about as much as I can bear.
It is enough to kill; just enough. I know it is just
enough to make me understand the sad, bitter
disappointment of the Son of God when He wept
over Jerusalem and said, “How oft would I have
gathered thee but ye would not.” O, unsaved men
and women in this house, I pray God you may never
meet with a disappointed Christ. It will be an awful
moment for you if you do.. Here you sit in Brooklyn
– in Brooklyn, the City of Churches. You people of
Brooklyn have heard its preachers, and here you sit,
and on your poor, withered soul is written my text,
“not saved.”

An Appeal to Non-Christians
Think of it! And God has brought a gypsy
boy from his tent, one who never had your
opportunities and advantages, to shame you, to
humble you, and he has been trying these days,
pleading with you, coaxing you, striving with you,
warning you. He has not spared you, he has used all
his best powers to win you for Christ, and yet here
you sit after all these appeals, and one of the
reporters told me to-day, accidentally, that I had
spoken something like 60,000 words to the people
of Brooklyn in these past few days, pleading,
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praying, beseeching, wooing, warning words to
bring you to Christ; and yet, yet, the heartbreak of
it! Some of you are unmoved. You have never shed
a tear or felt like it. You have never been moved,
really moved. It seems as though God cannot get at
you. He calls, but you have so hardened your soul
and conscience and heart by sin and worldly
pleasures that it seems as if your souls has lost its
fine feeling – lost it. And this great big hammer of
the Word of God, instead of softening, now when
you hear it, hardens and you are “not saved.” And
oh, the love of it! Oh, the height and depth of it!
Oh, the length and breadth of it! Oh, the pity and
tenderness of it! Oh, the compassion and the
heartbreak of Jesus Christ, the Masterpiece of the
Eternities, the Wonder of the Ages, the Warmth of
Heaven and the Redemption of Earth, the Song of
the Angels and the Hope of Man, the Light of the
Eternities and the Deliverance from Sin! Is it
nothing to you? You will bolt the door when you
get home, you will see that the windows are
fastened if it is a cold night. You will not leave a
five dollar bill exposed if you think anybody will
steal it, you will lock up your treasures and jewels,
you will slip them under your pillow. If you have
got anything that is worth a few dollars, you will
take care of it, and yet expose your soul, and expose
your eternal interests and go to sleep without a
thought, without a care, and won’t give it five
minutes consideration. May God open your eyes
that you may see. Love, did I say? The love of it!
Ah,
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None of the ransomed ever knew
How deep were the waters crossed,
Nor how dark the night that the Lord passed
through
Ere He found His sheep that was lost.
Out in the desert, He heard its cry,
Sick and helpless and ready to die.
Love, did I say? Well might that other poet
sing:
Oh, Christ, what burdens bowed Thy head?
Our load was laid on Thee,
Thou stoodest in the sinner’s stead,
Didst bear all ill for me?
A victim led, Thy blood was shed,
Now there’s no load for me.
Love, did I say? Well might that other poet
sing:
O, ‘twas love, ‘twas wondrous love,
The love of God to me,
That brought my Savior from above
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To die on Calvary’s tree.
Love, did I say?
See! From His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingling down.
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

No Room For Christ.
Love! Why, when God made the world He
did it with words. Words were worlds when He
willed. Planets from His fingertips! But when He
had to save one world that had got overboard it
meant death – it meant Christ’s death, and there is
nothing some treat with greater contempt. You have
not a thought for Jesus. You have room for a dog
and you will nurse that, but you have no room for
Jesus. You have room for everything else but none
for Jesus, and that is the agony of it! Why, if some
of you were to fall down fainting and somebody
were to rush and help you up, if you were breathless
you would say, “Thank you, thank you,” but Jesus
flew from the highest heights in glory to the depths
of the depravity of man to lift us up, and some have
never said, “Thank you.” And some of you have
gone so far as to say, “Why, I am all right. I am
good enough.” It is looking up in Jesus’ face and
saying, “Jesus Christ, Your death on Calvary was
superfluous. You have made a mistake. I do not
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need You, it is superfluous.” That is like taking a
pen and striking out the word atonement and taking
an ax and cutting down the Cross and telling Him
you don’t need it. And some of you are guilty of
that; you don’t need it. And some of you are guilty
of that; you are self-righteous. “Not the righteous,
sinners Jesus came to save.” Oh, the love of Christ
for you and you are “not saved.” Born in another
man’s stable, buried in another man’s grave; His
first companions cattle, and His last thieves; His
first resting place a manger and His last somebody
else’s cross, and that somebody else should have
been this poor creature, for I deserve it. You may
feel that you do not need a Saviour, but I do, and I
had rather be Gipsy Smith this side of Christ than I
would be Adam the other. For if I sin I have an
advocate with the Father. I am not afraid of the
cross. I know they used to come there to die, but
since He died they come to live. “There is life for a
look at the Crucified One.”

Being Prepared For Death
It used to be a sin for anybody save the high
priest to go into the holy of holies, and he only once
a year, but since He died it is a sin for anybody to
stop out. It is “whosoever.” Blessed cross, blessed
Christ, my Saviour, who would not love Thee, who
would not serve Thee? Can you bear to think that
you are outside? Listen! “Not saved,” and your
chances passing? And you have less now than you
had two weeks ago. You are two weeks nearer the
grave. You are two weeks nearer the cemetery. And
some of you are in mourning already. You have
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been out to Greenwood. You went out in that
procession that came back with one less than you
took, and some of you are still feeling the dew of
the cemetery upon your cheeks. There will be
another funeral in your street, there will be another
coffin in your house. It will have a name upon it and
as sure as you sit there and God is on His Throne, it
will be thy name. You had better get ready. Your
chances are passing. Gray hairs are upon you. You
do not get younger. Time is passing. You may not
be prepared to admit it or think about it, but it is
passing. Death is coming, and while I never tried to
frighten you in this mission, for I think if any man
in this world tried to appeal to justice and
conscience and judgment I have tried to do it – but
death is coming and there are people here who will
be dead before I shall come to Brooklyn again.
Somebody will be gone. The Lord make us ready.
Your chances are passing and the great “Amen” of
these services may close forever your day of grace.
Such things have happened, you know. Such things
do happen. And such things will happen. It is no
good to say, “But I am strong.” A young lady the
other day in the land where I live, went to a dance
and took cold, because she was half dressed, until
the small hours of the morning. She lived in a
lovely home, but the cold gripped her and the doctor
was called in, and then the specialist, and she
overheard the two talking and she said, “Doctor,
you’re deceived. I am going to be well; I am quite
well now, in fact. Look, I can get up!” And she
began to move, but she fell back in a stupor and
from that stupor she was carried to her grave. You
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may think you are well and strong. You may be
gone tomorrow, and so may I. O, Jesus Christ, let
my hands be in Thine when I go through the gate of
death. Let my hands be in Thine. Your chances are
passing. Supposing you knew you were going to
live six months; would you take five to serve sin
and self and give the other one to Jesus? If I knew I
was going to live a thousand years I would not turn
back, I would keep my face to the Light. O, God
help you this night to say, “Lord, I wander, but I am
coming home; I will grieve Thee no longer. No
longer these words shall describe my condition, for
I will come to Thee, I will seek the grace He
supplies, the love which forgives, the blood which
cleanses. I will be Thy child.” If you will, you will
be saved. If you won’t you will not be saved, for
God saves nobody against his will, God cannot do
that and God will not do that.

Surrender Must Be Deliberate
“Whosoever will, let him come.” One of the
things God cannot do is force you against your
choice into surrender. Your surrender must be
deliberate. It must be your own. It must be. God can
open the blind eye or unstop the deaf ear, or paint a
lily bell, or form a dewdrop or create the trill of the
bird song, or open the gates of the morning without
the creak of their hinges, or set an atom swinging in
the sunshine, with all its rhythm and poetry, as
much as in the movement of a constellation; but He
can save no man against his will. The will must
surrender. And if some of you do not mind God you
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will have to hear Him say, “I wanted to save you,
but you would not let me; I wanted to.” He said that
to Jerusalem, remember. Just before He hung on the
nails He said, “I would, but you would not. I wanted
to, but you said, ‘No.’ I spread forth my hand to
you, but you would not take hold of it. I would have
lifted you to joys ineffable, but you said, ‘No.’ I
came to deck your brow with heaven’s richest
diadem, but you played the fool and you just went
down in the dirt and said, ‘I am satisfied with the
perishable, the earthly.’ I offered you heaven, but
you said, ‘Earth is good enough.’ I offered you
glory, but you were satisfied with self. I wanted to
but you would not. I tried, but you said, ‘No.’ I
offered you my heart, but you refused it.” Are you
going to do this thing forever? Will you end this
madness? Will you end this moral and spiritual
suicide? Will you end it? Aye, and mental suicide,
too. You may turn your nose up at it, and think you
have outgrown it, but you know nothing about it,
for you have not touched it, you have not handled it;
you are not a judge, a competent authority. You
have never tasted these things, or thought about
these things consecutively for five minutes. You
don’t understand the genius of them. Who are you,
to turn your nose up? If you lift your hand to strike
at God, it will rot. So it ought. You go out and try to
fight the ocean and see how long you will be boss.
Ah, why don’t you trouble about your soul? Your
soul is not a trinket that you can but for five cents
and replace when you have lost it. When it is gone it
is gone forever. May God Almighty help you to see!
Believe me, men and women of Brooklyn, if I could
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settle this matter for you I would in less time than it
takes to say so. If these arms were strong enough I
would put them around this house and I would lift
you all to Jesus Christ. You should have no more
sorrow nor tears, nor pain, nor disappointment. I
would lift you right up to the presence of the King,
and say, “Lord Jesus, here is one armful. Will you
give me a little more strength and let me go down
for another, for I think I can find another?” But that
would not do it. Every man must come for himself,
every woman must come for herself.
Listen! We are saved by grace through faith
in Christ, and you will be saved by Christ through
faith in Jesus. Won’t you have the sense to
surrender and believe? You should have seen that
glad sight today, when nearly two hundred men in
the crowded theater came down to those front seats
to say “Christ for me.” I would to God that we
could have an inspiration that would move this
audience like that and leave nobody outside. My
brother, my sister, my heart is very tender tonight. I
feel as though I want to say nothing but the
beseeching word, the coaxing word, the beautiful
word, the attractive word, the all-dominating word,
the word of golden capitals, the word with all the
music of heaven wrapped up in it, because it has the
heart of the Eternal in it. Listen! Here it is – “Come,
come, come, for all things are now ready.” Why
perish of hunger? Why die in sight of home? Come!
Let us pray.
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Introduction
Previously, I wrote about the life of Gipsy
Rodney Smith who was a world-renowned
evangelist in his own lifetime. Fascinatingly, more
than sixty years after his death, his name is still
almost a household word among many Biblebelieving Christians. What is not so well known is
the fact that he had a first cousin, Gipsy Simon
Smith, who also was an internationally known
evangelist during his own lifetime. It is truly sad
that Simon has been virtually forgotten today. I
confess that, until I was given a copy Gipsy
Simon’s book entitled Adventures of a Gipsy Boy, I,
too, had never heard of him. The friend who gave
me the book knew only that I was interested in
“Gipsy Smith” and thought that this was just
another book by or about the “Gipsy.” I did, too,
until I noticed that the name was different. As I
started to read, I became fascinated by this man who
had been so greatly used of God and yet was so
unknown today.
When I started this biographical project, I
thought it would be interesting to write about both
of the “Smith Brothers.” However, when it came to
writing about Simon, I was at the outset confronted
by a problem; how and where to get information.
There is much material available about Rodney,
including at least three published biographies, two
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autobiographies (an earlier55 one and a later one)56,
a collection of memoirs,57 and several books of
sermons. There are, alas, no such gold mines about
his cousin Simon and his worldwide ministry. There
are no published biographies and only two sermons
in print58. When he died in 1943, a family member
gathered all of his files, letters, and other
information and threw it all away thinking that no
one would be interested in that material. All that is
known to exist are two books59 of stories written by
him. A third book was written about him by his
daughter entitled SIMON the Gipsy Boy. However,
while it was copyrighted, it was never published. In
fact, there are only three copies in manuscript form
known to exist, two of them in the possession of
family members. The third copy was very
graciously given to me by Simon’s grandson, giving
me access to material of which most is unknown
outside of the immediate family.
Then, with the help of a pastor friend in
Canada, we discovered a website containing
hundreds of thousands of old newspaper pages from
55

Gipsy Smith: An Autobiography: by Gipsy Rodney Smith,
Fleming H. Revell Company, New York, NY, 1906.
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40 Years an Evangelist: by Gipsy Rodney Smith, George
Doran Co., New York, NY, 1923.
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as far back as the early 1900’s. We entered the
name of Gipsy Simon Smith and were thrilled when
127 different newspaper pages came up. Most were
very brief announcements of upcoming meetings
with him but there were several in-depth articles
from which I will later quote.
During my research, I would ask people, and
especially pastors, if they had ever heard of Gipsy
Smith. The response almost unanimously would be
a resounding, “Yes.” But when I would follow up
with, “Which one?” a puzzled, almost startled, look
would come over their faces, as they would say,
“You mean there’s more than one?”
I still have yet to find even one person,
including college presidents, college professors,
church history professors, well-known pastors and
authors, who had ever even heard the name, much
less knew anything about his ministry. Then I
stumbled onto a genealogical website where the
name of his great granddaughter, Liana Brennan,
came up. Through a personal friend, who is a genius
with the Internet, I now had a way to correspond
with both the great granddaughter and her father,
Larry Jopson, the grandson of the famous evangelist.
Suddenly my research took on a whole new
light. What had been somewhat dusty and elusive,
although intriguing, history now became exciting and
vibrant research. My wife and I finally were able to
make arrangements to meet someone who not only
knew the evangelist, but who was actually related to
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him. (See photo on page 8.) We met with Mr. and
Mrs. Jopson during the summer of 2010 at a
campground in London, Ontario, along the Thames
River (sounds a lot like England, doesn’t it?).

Grandson Larry Jopson and Gipsy Simon Smith, circa,
1938
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Mr. & Mrs. Larry Jopson circa 2010

We had a lovely time together reminiscing
about the life of his grandfather. Larry shared with
us some fascinating stories about his grandfather
that are unknown outside of the immediate family. I
will share some of them later in the text. We also
77

visited Simon’s home in London where the photo
on page 7 was taken in 1938. After lunch we went
to the cemetery to visit the grave sites of the once
famous evangelist and his wife.
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The Early Years
Between the great city of London, England,
and the little town of Epping lies a twelve mile long
stretch of heavily wooded land known as Epping
Forest. This area was often used as a favorite
hunting ground by English royalty. But its real fame
seems to have arisen from the legend of “Robin
Hood” and his merry men who are said to have
roamed this area (along with Sherwood Forest) as
one of their favorite haunts. And so both fact and
fiction decorate the history of this relatively small,
insignificant, piece of ground used today by
Londoners for picnicking, hiking and relaxing.
More than a century and a half ago this same
forest was unprotected by park rangers and was
frequented by many gipsy caravans who would
temporarily set up camp along its winding roads.
From that small forest arose a virtual giant among
men, a man who was destined to become, possibly,
the most famous evangelist of his generation. Born
in 1860 to a gipsy tribe named Smith whose family
head was named Cornelius, the new baby boy was
named Rodney. His birth took place in a gipsy tent
near their caravan [horse-drawn wagon – see photo
on p. 18 for a similar caravan].
Within three decades, Rodney would
embark on a ministry as a world famous evangelist
that would later impact his entire generation. He
would be presented to the King and Queen of
England, be an invited guest at the Coronation of
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King Edward, and meet United States presidents as
well as many other world leaders. But his greatest
work was that of preaching the Gospel of Jesus
Christ and seeing tens of thousands of people
converted.
But that is not all that either Epping Forest
or the Smith clan would produce. For, on July 27th,
1875, just fifteen years after the birth of Rodney
Smith, another baby boy, Simon, was born60 to
Bartholomew and Susan (Lee) Smith.
However, unlike his cousin who was born in
a gipsy tent, Simon had the luxury of being born in
a gipsy van.61 Simon describes these gipsy wagons
“as a real house on wheels,” (something akin to the
modern day travel trailer or motorhome used by
many evangelists today, particularly in America,
only pulled by one horse). Simon continues, “Some
of them are works of art with beautifully carved
wood work and a stove decorated with brass and
copper.”62
Contrary to one old newspaper report63, the
two boys did not grow up together as Rodney was
fifteen years older than Simon. In fact, Rodney was
60

GIPSY SMITH:an Autobiography: by Himself, Fleming H.
Revell, New York, 1908, p. 19.
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saved the same year Simon was born and shortly
thereafter began serving the Lord.
It is interesting to note that, in spite of the
fact that the gipsies of that era rarely could read, it
was a common practice to give their children Bible
names. None of the immediate Smith clan could
read, yet all had a basic knowledge of Scripture.
Bartholomew and Susan knew enough about the
Bible to give each of their eleven children Bible
names.

The “Original” Gipsy Smith Brothers
At this point in our story we need to go back
a generation, so that we can be introduced to the
“Original Gipsy Smith Brothers” as they came to be
known. There were three of them: Cornelius, the
eldest, born in 1831, followed by Bartholomew who
was born in 1834 and Woodlock who was born in
1836. These three brothers were part of a gipsy clan
who lived and wandered throughout the countryside
of England.
Gipsies were not always welcomed in the
villages. They often were mistrusted and even
thought by some to be kidnappers of “gorgio”64
children. As Gipsy Simon notes in his book, the
idea of stealing children was a silly one. He writes,
“Most of them [the gipsies] have so many children
64

“gorgio” referred to those who lived in houses rather than
gipsy wagons known as caravans.
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of their own to provide for that they would not think
of taking others away.”65
Cornelius and his two brothers were well
known throughout the gipsy community as a rather
wild, rowdy bunch who, at times, drank heavily and
got themselves into occasional trouble with the
local authorities. Cornelius played the fiddle well
and often was found playing in local dancing
saloons as a means of earning money to help
support his family. That was, of course, in addition
to the hand carved clothespins he made and sold in
the villages they passed through. His son Rodney
was his chief “salesman” in the “lumber business!”
And he did well, too.
Cornelius came under deep conviction of sin
as a result of “saying” his prayers every night
without any sense of them being answered or of his
gaining any inner peace. Night after night he went
to bed spiritually troubled and would awake the
next morning with that lingering empty feeling. His
sister was one of the very few who was literate and
so she would read to him from the New Testament
about the sufferings of Christ. She would go on to
tell him that it was the sin of all people that nailed
Jesus to the Cross which, of course, included him.66
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Cornelius and his two brothers attended a
service at a Primitive Methodist church in
Cambridge where they heard the gospel once more.
When the preacher came to him and asked whether
or not he was saved, Cornelius cried, “No! That is
what I want.”67 Though the pastor tried to show
him the way of salvation, Cornelius seemed unable
to grasp its simplicity. He says of himself, “I went
from that house of prayer still a convicted sinner
but not a converted one.”68
Not long after, he and Bartholomew went to
another meeting in a small mission hall where a
prayer meeting was in session. While the
congregation sang that wonderful old gospel song,
“There is a fountain filled with blood drawn from
Emmanuel’s veins,” Cornelius finally found the
peace he had so long been seeking in the Prince of
Peace, Jesus Christ. That night in April of 1869,
both he and his brother, Bartholomew, were gloriously
saved.
The very next morning Cornelius shared his
testimony with his youngest brother, Woodlock,
who was still somewhat skeptical. But
Bartholomew joined him in gathering around them
several of the gipsy families that were camped
nearby and shared with them their testimonies of
conversion. That morning two of Cornelius’s
children were saved! A few days later, on April
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Ibid, p. 38.
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11th, 1869, their youngest brother, Woodlock, was
finally converted.69
Once these men were converted to Christ
there was a complete change in their lives that was
evidenced to all who knew them. Cornelius gave up
his fiddle and all its worldly associations. He did
not merely stop playing the fiddle – he actually sold
it so as to avoid even the temptation to play in a
place with an atmosphere that he knew would
displease his Lord.
Not only did these men never touch the
drink again, they also formed an informal
evangelistic team and, though none of them could
read, began to preach the gospel as best they could
to other gipsies. The Lord blessed those efforts and
over the years many were won to Christ. As these
men matured in the faith, Cornelius reached a point
where he felt comfortable taking up the violin once
more. He purchased another violin and began to
play for the Lord. It became known as the
“Hallelujah Fiddle!”
Tragedy struck on March 7th, 1882 when
death suddenly and unexpectedly robbed Cornelius
and Bartholomew of their brother, Woodlock. The
meetings they were conducting had concluded and
the three brothers had to catch a train for Stratford.
Woodlock remained behind to counsel with an
“anxious” soul. The others went on and Woodlock
told them he would catch up with them. Running
69
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through the darkness attempting to catch the others,
he did not see a wooden post in the middle of the
lane and ran into it with such force that he suffered
critical internal injuries that would claim his life
during the early hours of March 9th, 1882. He was
only forty-six years of age.70 Bartholomew died just
two years later from heart trouble at the age of
forty-eight. Cornelius lived until the age of ninetyfour.71

Bartholomew (Left), Cornelius (Center), Woodlock (Right)

70

Ibid, p. 69-70.
Adventures of a Gipsy Boy: by Simon Smith, note at bottom
of photo opposite page 16.
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As mentioned earlier, Simon Smith was
born on July 27th, 1875 in Epping Forest just
outside London, England. Cousin Rodney, famous
as an adult for his
dark, wavy hair, dark
complexion and heavy mustache, was born to
parents both of whom were gipsies, giving their son
that real “Romany” look. On the other hand,
Simon’s father was a real gipsy but his mother,
Susan, was a “gorgio.” Simon’s blonde hair, blue
eyes and fair complexion gave him anything but
that “Romany” look. Because of that, on more than
one occasion, when his mother carried him on her
back in a sling while selling her wares, some folks
thought the baby might have been kidnapped.72
While his cousin Rodney was born in a
gipsy tent, Simon was born in a “caravan” much
like the one shown on page 18. Simon writes, “I
was born on wheels and have been going ever
since.”73 In fact, he was twelve years old before he
had his first opportunity to sleep in a real bed in a
regular house. That first night, he fell out of the bed
twice and concluded that it was safer to sleep on the
floor.74
72
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Young lives are very impressionable and
sometimes life’s experiences leave an indelible
mark that is never forgotten. Though its memory
may grow dim with the passing of time, the mark is
still there and every once in a while makes its way
to the surface. One such experience in the life of
young Simon involved his sister, Mary, who was
two years older than he. Let Simon tell us in his
own words about the tragic story that followed him
for the rest of his life.
“Our father had gone away for a few days
and Mary and I were watching for his return. My
sister had her first dolly. We left the camp and made
our way to the four corners. There stood a horse
and loaded wagon, and my sister, in order to obtain
a better view of the road, climbed onto the wheel.
The horse, hearing her feet scraping the wheel
thinking he was required to go, started off and, in a
moment, my sister lay crushed and dying before my
dazed vision. “They carried her back to the camp.
I followed, carrying a crushed dolly. My mother
was heart-broken, but as she wept over that
mangled form of her beloved, that gipsy child who
had not had the advantages of some, looked up into
her mother’s face and her last words were, ‘Don’t
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cry, Mother. The Good Shepherd has come for me;
He takes the lambs in His arms.’”75
Few gipsies ever had either the opportunity
or the inclination to go to school and get an
education for a number of reasons. For one, they
were almost constantly on the move from one place
to another and did not remain in one location for
very long. For another, they were not always
welcome. Many townspeople were suspicious of the
gipsies and had little to do with them.

75
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A typical gipsy “caravan.”

However, there came a time when
Bartholomew decided to settle in one place for his
family’s sake. At that point he built a house in
which they lived instead of the caravan they were
used to. It was then that he suggested that Simon
attend school and learn to read so that he could read
the Bible to him and help satisfy the deep hunger he
felt in his soul to understand the Bible. Since he
could not read, he had to hear it from the lips of his
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own son. Sadly, Simon did not have much time to
read the Bible to his father for Bartholomew died of
heart trouble when the lad was only eleven.
After his father’s death, young Simon was
determined to do whatever he could to help his
mother care for the needs of his three younger
brothers and a sister. Some time later he learned
about a place in the city of London called “Dr.
Barnardo’s Home.” Dr. Barnardo had developed
quite a reputation for taking in boys, many of them
orphans and sometimes street urchins who literally
lived in the alleys and streets of the city. He would
provide them with clean clothes, healthy food and
some basic training in how to work. These boys
would then be provided with transportation across
the great expanse of the Atlantic Ocean to an
assigned place of employment in Canada, usually
doing some type of farm work.
Simon pleaded his case and was accepted to
become one of “Barnardo’s Boys.” His assignment
took him to a farm in Ontario where he arrived in
April of 1887, shortly before his thirteenth birthday.
It turned out to be a less than pleasant experience
for him as the farmer for whom he worked, and
with whom he stayed, was an ill-tempered, profane
man who was given to drink.76
76
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Homesick and lonely, he often would find
comfort in a solitary place where he would sing for
his own pleasure some of the hymns he had learned
in the Sunday School he had been attending.
Unbeknownst to him, someone else received great
pleasure and comfort from his singing as well; a
sick and dying relative of the farmer. Little did
Simon realize then, that though he was not even a
Christian as yet, his singing would touch and
comfort the hearts of thousands in his future
evangelistic meetings. Simon had to endure the
abuse of his employer for only one year. After that
he was employed by another farmer who treated
him with kindness and respect. He remained in
Canada for only two years before returning to
England.

Simon Returns to England
Simon found employment the very night he
arrived back in London, though the pay was scanty.
It was about this time that he found himself working
with horses which he thoroughly enjoyed. He
eventually became an expert in horse dealing and
trading. Over the next few years in his work with
horses he made some forty-one trips to the United
States, the first time via Holland. He would buy
horses in America and sell them in different
countries. He became quite an expert in the horse
trading business and traveled extensively.
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Simon’s grandson related an interesting
story about Simon’s horse trading that took place
after he became a Christian and was married with
children. This incident demonstrates the good sense
of humor that gipsies have, even when one thinks
his neighbor has gotten the best of him.
Every year Simon would go to the county
fair to buy and sell horses. He knew that two other
gipsies were trying to cheat him into thinking that
he was buying two healthy “pinto” horses. Two
tired and sickly looking horses had been bleached
and dyed to look like the smaller pintos. But Simon
saw through the deception and recognized enough
potential in each horse for him to be able to nurture
them back to good health. Once the transaction was
finalized, the two gipsies spoke to each other in
their unique language and were quite pleased with
themselves in “pulling the wool over” Simon’s
eyes. Of course, Simon never mentioned to them
that he was himself a gipsy and knew the Romany
language well!
The following year, after nurturing them
back to good health, he returned to that fair with
these same two horses. He had, of course, removed
the bleach and dye so that they didn’t even resemble
the ones he purchased earlier. He took them to the
fair and put them up for sale. It was then that he saw
coming toward him the same two “horse traders”
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from the previous year who thought they had taken
advantage of Simon by selling him those two sickly
beasts. He instructed his son Billy, who had
accompanied him, to sell the horses at a particular
price and to take no less. Then he went and hid
around the other side of the horse trailer.
The two men approached and offered a price
that was immediately rejected. They were told by
Billy that he was only representing the owner of the
horses and that the price was fixed. Finally, the two
men agreed. All the while, Simon hid behind the
wagon listening to their conversation as they
attempted to barter. When the deal was finalized,
Simon stepped out from behind the wagon to the
amazement of the two buyers. He looked both men
right in the eye and it was then that they all burst
into laughter as they realized that poetic justice had
just been served. They had just bought back their
own horses and at a much greater price than they
had sold them for the previous year!
Simon’s love of horses and his horse trading
business meant a great deal of international travel to
places like Texas, Mexico, even Guatemala and
Honduras in Central America. It also nearly cost
him his life. While in Honduras waiting for a boat
that would take him back to New Orleans, he
became deathly ill with malaria. He was so sick he
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thought he was surely going to die.77 It was during
that time of crisis that he began to think about God
and even found himself praying to the God for
Whom he had had so little time.
In 1895, Simon took a fairly large load of
horses from the United States to London, England,
to be auctioned off. A young lady from Scotland
and two of her friends heard about these horses
from the “west”, and out of curiosity came to the
auction to see them. In so doing they also saw this
fine looking young man who later escorted them
around. Simon fell in love with one of the girls and
two years later, in 1897, that young Scottish lassie,
Blanch Louise MacKenzie, became his wife when
he was twenty-two years old. The Lord blessed their
marriage with eight children, not the fourteen that
some supposed. Simon took some delight in telling
folks that he had seven daughters and that each one
had a brother. Indeed, they all enjoyed the same
brother! Later, a second son was born. One wonders
if he then told folks that each of his daughters had
two brothers!
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His Conversion
About a year after arriving back in England
following his trips throughout North and Central
America, he obtained a job as a London hansom cab
driver. Unlike the “cabs” of our day, these “cabs”
were drawn by one horse. Eventually he was able to
purchase his own cab and go into business for
himself. Because he had to work seven days a week,
there was no time for church, not that he had ever
been that interested in church anyway. After seeing
how other cab drivers fell into sin and debauchery,
often due to the tremendous temptations placed
before them due to the destinations of their
customers, Simon decided that it was time to
change his way of life.
He continued to work as a cab driver, even
though he was increasingly becoming aware that he
needed to spend more time with his family.
However, he felt that he needed to work on
Sundays, when business was “brisk”, since his
expenses were increasing as his family grew. Then
the Lord began to move in his life. It began on a
Sunday morning as he was preparing his horse for
the day’s work.
In his own words, Simon reflects, “On this
particular morning there seemed to be a peculiar
stillness, when clear on the morning air I heard
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someone singing,78 ‘Jesus, Lover of my Soul, let me
to Thy bosom fly.’ Evidently a few people were
having an open air service before the usual church
service hour, and as I heard those words they
seemed to pierce my very soul. Jesus loves my soul!
Jesus loves my soul! I could not shake it off.”79
Thoughts filled his soul that, in spite of a “careless,
indifferent and rebellious life,” Jesus loved his soul
none the less. It was at that point that he put his
horse back in the stable and determined that he
would never again work on Sundays.
The spiritual war had begun. Though Satan
and his minions waged an all out attack on the soul
of Simon Smith, desiring to see him condemned
eternally with themselves, the Holy Spirit of God
was also at work in his life. Simon’s life now
became one of spiritual misery as he sought for
days the peace that he knew was there, but
somehow, seemed just beyond his reach. This part
of the battle is called conviction.
During these days of spiritual struggle,
Simon’s cousin, the famous Gipsy Rodney Smith,
was conducting a series of meetings in a nearby
78
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town. Simon attended one of the Sunday evening
services and, when the invitation was given, was
one of the first to respond. Though he went forward
during the invitation, he left the service that night
still groping in spiritual darkness, yet with a deep
yearning in his heart for that elusive peace that
could be found only in a personal relationship with
God through the Lord Jesus Christ.
The following Sunday found him once more
in a church near his home, again seeking earnestly
his soul’s salvation. Simon describes that service for
us: “I was not used to a place of worship and felt
uncomfortable. Everybody seemed to be looking at
me.80 I chose the nearest empty seat to the door …
As we were bowing in that place of worship [during
the invitation] I cried unto God, ‘Oh God, give me
light, give me the assurance of salvation, give it to
me now before I leave this church!’ As I silently
agonized the answer came. I felt that I had received
what I had so long craved. Just then I felt a touch
upon my shoulder. Looking up I saw the minister.
He had left the pulpit and was coming straight to
me. Said he, ‘Are you converted?’ ‘Yes,’ said I.
‘How long?’ was the next question. ‘Just this
moment,’ I answered. Yes, that night the light came
80
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unto my soul. I was indeed turned from darkness to
light, and from the power of Satan unto God.”81
Going home that night, Simon told his wife about
his conversion and commenced having both a time
of daily prayer and a time to read and study his
Bible. At the time of his conversion he was twentyfive years old.82
Satan, in spite of having lost the battle for
Simon’s soul for eternity, began a second assault on
him, hoping to destroy his testimony and render him
useless as a servant of the Lord. This part of
Simon’s spiritual struggle began as soon as he was
saved. As has been previously stated, he drove a
hansom cab in the city of London. He would spend
his time between customers reading his Bible and
trying to live for the Lord. Other cabbies mocked
and laughed at him. It was during this spiritual
battle that Simon began to realize that he could not
work after midnight on Saturdays or on Sundays in
order to honor the Lord and the Lord’s Day.
Business began to fall off sharply, as did his
income. A verse of Scripture that became very real
to him during this time encouraged him with this
question, “What shall it profit a man, if he shall
gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?” (Mark
8:36)
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Simon and the Ministry
Shortly after his conversion in 1900, he was
invited to speak at a London Mission Hall. He
simply gave his personal testimony of what God
had done in his life. It wasn’t long before an
insatiable appetite began to grow within him to
preach at every opportunity. It did not matter
whether it was speaking at midnight to a group of
cab drivers, or in some small mission or an open air
meeting. He soon attached himself to a group called
“The Christian Crusader’s Band” in order to better
develop his abilities for the ministry.
As Simon became involved in his work with
the mission, he continued working as a cab driver,
mostly in the evenings. He began to receive more
and more invitations to speak. Then, it happened.
His inner desire to become an evangelist some day
was beginning to become a reality. He received an
invitation to preach an eight-day meeting. During
that very first meeting a few people were
converted.83
The work of the mission began to occupy
much of his time. However, he was unable to
participate in many of the evening meetings due to
his work as a cab driver. The Lord spoke to his
83
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heart and he gave up the cab business. Now how
was he to provide for his family? God answered that
prayer and provided him a daytime job working
with horses, especially the rough ones who did not
seem to want to co-operate. He had a way of
calming them down to the point where they became
useful to their owners.
The Lord then led him to do some further
study at a London college preparing him to be
accepted as an official part of “The London
Missionary Society.” Once accepted, he had to go
through two years of theological training which
included a number of studies in the various
doctrines of Scripture with the goal of instilling in
each student a passion for souls coupled with the
knowledge of how to lead a soul to Christ.
His work with the mission took him to the
slums of Somerstown.84 There he was exposed to
the dregs of society with its drunkenness, filth, and
debauchery of every kind. But in the life of every
drunkard, harlot, thief or murderer was a soul for
whom Christ had died. Simon puts it this way:
“The vilest man or woman has a soul, and that soul
is as precious to God as the soul which is encircled
by a Royal Body.”85 Once these slum dwellers
realized that Simon was not a tax collector or some
84
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other government official, they began to trust him
and many doors were opened to him to come in and
share the good news of the Gospel. That Gospel
alone has the power to change lives for all eternity.
The words of the prophet Isaiah shed a fresh light
on his ministry to these dear people. To those
people whose lives were full of grief and sorrow,
transgressions and iniquities of the worst kind, he
was able to share this message of Christ: “Surely
He [Jesus Christ] hath borne our griefs and carried
our sorrows: yet we did esteem him stricken,
smitten of God and afflicted. But He was wounded
for our transgressions, He was bruised for our
iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon
Him; and with His stripes we are healed.” (Isaiah
53:4-5) That wonderful message was carried into
the New Testament as well, where we are told that
He “His own self bare our sins in His own body on
the tree” [Calvary’s cross]. (I Peter 3:24a)
While working for the mission, he had the
unique opportunity of speaking to a group of some
two hundred people gathered at the mansion of Mr.
Waldorf Astor, whose brother John Astor died when
the Titanic sank after striking an iceberg in the
North Atlantic in 1912. Among those attending that
meeting were their Highnesses, the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught and the Princess Patricia. He
also had a message entitled, “A Gipsy Boy before
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the King and Queen of England.”86 According to
one newspaper report, Simon, on at least one
occasion, was privileged to preach to the royal
family in Buckingham Palace.87

Mission work can be not only hard work but
also dangerous work, by its very nature. Simon
relates how he received an award from Scotland
Yard for “catching and handing over to the police a
noted dangerous criminal who, as a kind souvenir,
left his teeth marks in my leg!” On one occasion,
while on my missionary rounds, I wrestled with a
madman in his room who tried to commit suicide. I
spent another night with a drink [liquor] fiend who,
armed with an axe, threatened to kill his two
children and would have done so had I not thrown
him on the floor and sat on him. Even a missionary
gets his share of excitement.”88

86

The Piqua Daily Call (OH): March 20, 1929, page 9, Col. 2.
Burlingfton [NC] Daily Times-News; February 6, 1942, p. 8.
88
The Adventures of a Rolling Stone, p.33.
87

102

Simon, the Evangelist
After working with the mission for six years,
Simon resigned at the age of thirty-one to allow
himself to be able to accept any invitations that
would come to him for evangelistic work. He
specifically asked the Lord for six invitations to
conduct meetings. The Lord answered that prayer
and he received six requests to hold meetings. The
Lord kept him busy from that point on.
Being known as “Gipsy” Smith became a
cause for some confusion because his cousin,
Rodney, was also known as “Gipsy” Smith. In fact,
a lady once met Simon in the lobby of a church
where he was scheduled to speak. Addressing him,
she asked, “Who is this gipsy? Is it the one I have
read so much about?” Simon responded, “No. This
man is first cousin to a better known evangelist.”
The lady continued, “Oh, you seem to know him.
What do you think of his preaching?” Simon
simply said, “Not much,” barely able to keep from
laughing. Imagine her surprise when he mounted
the pulpit later in the service!89
His invitations to preach took him
throughout
England,
Wales and
Ireland.
Everywhere he went people crowded the meeting
89
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places. Several times he would arrange for a
“midnight march with meetings being arranged to
reach those who frequented the drink shops.” Simon
writes that he “rode a horse at the head of the
procession, and, with advance scouts distributing
invitations, we paraded the streets. I have seen
hundreds of drunkards and low characters at those
meetings, and many of those [who] entered the
church drunk would go out sober.”90 As he sang
hymns and gospel songs, many a soul’s heart strings
were touched and brought to the point of weeping.
Of course, there was always a gospel message for
“faith cometh by hearing and hearing by the Word
of God.” (Romans 10:17)

Describing his preaching, the Rev. Dr. J.M.
Lewis, pastor of a church where Simon was holding
meetings, said of him, “He writes and sings many of
his own songs. Gypsy Simon Smith is not a
sensationalist. His manners are quiet, unsensational
and he does not use high pressure methods at all.
He does not use stunts. His singing is a feature of
the meetings.”
On his preaching, one newspaper article
reported, “Dry sermons will not be characteristic of
Gipsy Simon Smith’s meetings. … A fund of humor
90
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radiates from the man which attracts and appeals at
once.”91
A Kokomo, Indiana news article speaks of
Simon as “being a most able speaker. ... He is
hailed by many as having the best command of pure
English of any public speaker. Several of his friends
in Kokomo who have heard him speak declare that
his diction is an unusually fine example of good
English but, at the same time, his thoughts are
easily grasped by all his hearers. …He avoids all
the methods of the average evangelist. He shuns
anything suggestive of sensationalism, his
discourses taking the form of wholesome
philosophical discussions.”92
Speaking at the Camp Meeting in Lena, IL,
the local newspaper said that Simon “held his vast
audience spellbound as he told the story of his own
life and of his conversion. The narrative, told in a
simple, straight-forward way, was an absorbingly
interesting one.”93
One never knew just how these midnight
meetings would go. One never knew just what to
expect. Often there were disturbances though most
were minor in nature. However, just before the start
91
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of one of these services, Simon was informed that
there was a man in the audience who was known for
his fist fighting. Apparently, he intended to cause
trouble along with members of his gang. Simon
handled the situation in a bold and unusual way.
He went directly to the man and told him
that they were expecting some possible trouble in
the service and needed his help keeping order. He
said to the man, “You are the cleverest man with
your fists around these parts. I want you to come
and sit with me on the platform and between the two
of us I think we shall be able to keep order.”94
Needless to say, no one in the audience dared to
cause a disturbance. Imagine what the members of
his gang must have thought!

On another occasion, Simon was preaching
to a black congregation in the Deep South when,
without warning, the doors opened and in walked a
group of men wearing the white cloaks and white
hoods of the Klu Klux Klan. The congregation
froze, wondering what would happen next. Those
were the days of segregation and white and blacks
just did not mingle socially, especially in the Deep
South. The men walked down the center aisle to the
front and stood before the pulpit, facing the
94
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evangelist before a hushed audience. In his
inimitable quiet and confident manner he asked,
“Can I help you?”
These men must have heard Gipsy Simon
Smith preach in some other meeting where God
pricked their hearts and consciences, for the
spokesman proceeded to say that they appreciated
the honest way he [Simon] presented the
degradation of everyone’s human nature and that he
presented an honest view of what the world was
really like. He further stated that they recognized
that God does say that we are all equal in His sight.
Then, to everyone’s surprise, thirty pieces of
silver were placed on the communion table and the
group walked out. One can only assume that these
men were feeling some sense of guilt even as Judas
who, recognizing that he had betrayed innocent
blood, took the thirty pieces of silver, the price of
betrayal, back to the high priest.
One can only hope that they did not follow
the example of Judas who, though sorry for what he
had done, never really repented in his heart, but
went out and hanged himself. The Apostle Paul
wrote in II Corinthians 7:10 that there is a “godly
sorrow [that] worketh repentance to salvation not to
be repented of: but the sorrow of the world worketh
death.”
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Simon kept those thirty pieces of silver for
the rest of his life. However, he never wanted that
story to appear in the press because he felt that too
much of the attention and glory would have gone to
him and not to his Lord. Another example of his
genuine sense of humility as a servant of the Lord.95
No one knows what happened to those pieces of
silver upon his death. They were never found,
though his grandson remembers seeing them often
as a young man.
In April, 1922, near the end of a meeting he
conducted at the First Methodist Church in Alton,
Illinois, a fire broke out in the church destroying the
newly decorated auditorium and causing some
$60,000 in damages. However, that did not stop the
final meeting; they simply moved the service to the
First Baptist Church, just a block away. A surprise
ending to a great meeting.
By now, Simon’s reputation was spreading
and he received his first invitation to preach
overseas in 1912. It would be his first trip to foreign
soil since his conversion. But the Lord had prepared
him well for his expanding ministry. The services
were held in a large tent in early July and, in spite
of the oppressive heat, crowds were estimated to be

95

From a personal interview with Simon’s grandson, Larry
Jopson, July, 2010.
108

between seven hundred and a thousand crowded the
tent for the three-week meeting.
A year later he was invited to the eastern
maritime provinces of Canada for three months of
meetings. He made it his policy not to charge for his
services. The local churches would cover the
expenses of his travel and accommodations and
then receive a “love offering” on the last night of
each meeting, much the way most fundamental
evangelists work today. His ministry was one of
faith as he trusted the Lord to meet his needs; and
God always did.
His meetings in the eastern Maritimes were
well attended to the point that hundreds were turned
away, there being no room to allow them entrance.
Even at the Academy of Music in New Glasgow,
Nova Scotia, a building that seats twelve hundred,
hundreds more were turned away. He believed
enough in the sovereignty of God to know that he
could not save a single soul. That was God’s work.
He sang and preached in a non-boisterous manner
and left the results to the Lord. He wrote, I consider
that when I have delivered the message, that is all I
can do. I cannot save the people and, if after
hearing that message, they still refuse to surrender
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to God, the responsibility rests with them, not
me.”96
Pastor Bunyon McLeod wrote of the
meeting that Simon held at the First Presbyterian
Church in Lexington, Kentucky, “During the
meeting we literally turned hundreds away. Every
Sabbath we turned as many as two thousand away
morning and evening. It took the police to control
the traffic at times. … Many signed decision cards
and hundreds professed consecration.”97
Another pastor said of his meetings, “The
two weeks meetings conducted by Gipsy Simon
Smith were the most successful ever known in this
town. The church and school room were crowded,
people came long before the appointed time, and
even crowded the vestibule. Seventy-five young men
and women came and knelt at the altar and
surrendered their lives to God. Even at the Sunday
morning service, six young men came to the altar.
The evangelist’s quiet scriptural methods appealed
to all, and his singing as well as preaching reached
our hearts.”98
All through his evangelistic ministry he
never forgot his own people, the gipsies of England.
96

The Adventures of a Rolling Stone, p.36.
Adventures of a Gipsy Boy, p. 154.
98
Ibid, p. 154.
97

110

Each year he would devote much of the summer
attempting to reach them with the gospel. As a
gipsy himself, he knew firsthand the great
disadvantages they had, spiritually speaking.
He was a frequent speaker at the
Chautauquas summer conference where the largest
building available would be packed out when he
spoke. As many as three thousand people actually
paid for admission to hear his famous lecture
“From Gipsy Camp to Pulpit.99
He continued to receive so many invitations
from pastors all over Canada that he decided to
relocate his residence to the town of Truro in the
Maritime province of Nova Scotia. He and his wife
sold all of their belongings with the exception of a
small piano. Their oldest son played quite well and
would often play while his father sang. Although
Simon never had voice lessons, he sang as though
he had. His daughter describes his voice as
“perfectly pitched and as true and clear as a
bell.”100 In 1913, Simon and his family boarded the
Scottish-built luxury liner, “Empress of Ireland”, for
the long journey across the Atlantic Ocean, the last
99
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voyage the Empress would make that year. The
wonderful Hand of God’s sovereignty was again
demonstrated in Simon’s life by protecting both him
and his family on that voyage. The very next
voyage of the Empress took place the following
June, in 1914, just about the time that World War I
broke out in Europe. On that first voyage of the new
season, she met with tragedy on the St. Lawrence
River when she was struck by another ship in heavy
fog and sank within fourteen minutes, taking more
than a thousand people to a watery grave. Sometime
later, though I am not sure just when, he again
moved his family, this time to London, Ontario
where he remained for the rest of his life.
On Sunday, November 23rd, 1941, Simon
began a two-week evangelistic campaign in the
York Methodist Church in Marysville, Ohio. His
meetings most often concluded on a Sunday. Little
did anyone realize what was going to transpire as
those meetings drew to a close. The world was
about to change forever. As usual, the meetings
went well and he was well received. Then, shortly
after the time when Simon would have been closing
the morning service on that last day of his meetings,
it happened. Honolulu was just beginning to stir on
that beautiful and peaceful morning of December
7th, 1941.
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The tranquility was shattered at 7:55 AM
Honolulu time (12:55 PM on the east coast) by a
vicious and unprovoked attack by the Imperial
Navy of Japan on the US Naval forces based at
Pearl Harbor. Suddenly the nation, and the world,
was at war. Again. A long and bloody conflict that
would claim the lives of hundreds of thousands had
just begun. Surely, one must think, by the time the
final evening service of that two week meeting was
to begin, both the preacher and the people would
have heard about the attack. If so, one also wonders
what must have gone through Simon’s mind as he
preached on that fateful night and what effect the
news may have had on his listeners.
Simon continued his preaching ministry all
across America and Canada for two more years. In
the summer of 1943, after a brief illness, he died of
heart trouble and went Home to be with the Lord on
August 12th at the age of sixty-eight. His wife,
Blanche, outlived him by more than twenty-eight
years. She went to be with the Lord on December
15th, 1961, more than six months past her ninetysecond birthday. As far as any personal legacy was
concerned, Simon simply said, “When life’s journey
is ended and the roll is called up yonder, look out
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for a sinner saved by Grace, who on earth was
known as ‘Gipsy’ Simon Smith.”101

Simon with his mother, Susan, at her cottage near London,
circa 1910.
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Vignettes from the Life and Ministry of
“Gipsy” Simon Smith
** Although Simon had a generous nature, he was
also very frugal and would often go to the
“unclaimed freight” auctions and make purchases
for his family. People would bid on crates of
various sizes, the contents of which were only
generally known. For example, one crate was
marked “Shoes.” Knowing he had a fairly large
family, he assumed that a crate of shoes would
surely have some his family could use. Well, he
won the bid and had a wonderful opportunity to
demonstrate his good sense of humor since all that
was in the crate were shoe salesman’s samples of
“right” shoes. (Someone else had a crate full of
“left” shoes.) There was not a complete pair of
shoes in the entire crate!
** Another instance, recalled by his grandson,
involved his winning a bid on a crate of “altar
furnishings.” Included were intricate crosses,
communion cups, candle holders, chalices, etc. for a
Greek Orthodox Church. Of course, Simon had no
idea what was in this crate until he opened it. To his
surprise, when he offered these items to the two
Greek Orthodox churches in his area, he was told
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that neither church could (or would) accept them
because they were defiled by infidel hands!102
** Simon and Blanche had seven daughters and two
sons. They also lost two daughters at a young age.
All of their children but one were blonde haired and
blue-eyed. Madge, however, was darker skinned (as
were all of her children) and looked more like an
Israeli.103
** One day, while playing near the Thames River,
which ran right behind Simon’s house in London,
Ontario, Simon’s grandson stepped into a mudwasp’s nest in his bare feet. Clad only in a pair of
shorts, he became the target of a full-fledged attack
by the whole colony; or so it seemed. He screeched
out in pain and began to run towards his grandfather
Simon who had been watering the lawn. When
Simon saw his young grandson come screeching
toward him, he turned the hose, with its cold stream
of water, on him and began to chuckle when he
realized that the cold water from the hose was more
startling that the sting of the wasps.
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Simon loved his children and grandchildren
and would often write letters of encouragement to
them, sometimes including a gift as well, if it was
needed. He always looked forward to
Christmastime when all of the family would be
together at his home.104
** From the Burlington, (NC) Daily Times-News,
on Friday, February 6th, 1942, page 8, is this
interesting tidbit:
“Intriguing isn’t it, that this converted
Gypsy who has preached to the heckling crowds of
Hyde Park, to the unemployed gathered within the
gloomy shadows of London’s famous tower, to
royalty within the splendor of Buckingham Palace,
to cockneys assembled in the slum missions of the
world’s largest metropolis [London], should be
preaching now at Bethlehem church in village and
rural Morton township, Alamance County? But he
is, and singing, too. Bethlehem church is large.
There will be room for you to hear Gypsy Simon tell
of his rare experiences and witness as an evangelist
for Christ.
“On Saturday night Gypsy Simon will
preach to the colored people, and while white
people will be welcomed, it is expected there will
not be much room for them.”
104
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** The following impressions of Gipsy Simon were
written by Frank Hopkins and appeared in the
Carbondale Free Press [IL] on September 6th,
1921. Approximately 3,000 people attended the
meeting.
“I expected to see a man of large build with
amplitude of proportions, and great stature, and a
wonderful voice and a great willingness to use it.
Not so. Instead, I saw a man about 45 years old, far
below the medium in stature, of light wiry build,
perfectly erect and head slightly thrown back. He is
perfectly at home before his audience. Never at a
loss for the right word. If he knows a word of three
syllables it is kept in the background. His
enunciation is perfect. He does not believe in
excitement, and never loses sight of the fact that it is
lightning that kills and not thunder. Every sentence
is rounded and complete. Many of them gems that
sparkle and scintillate. ‘Gypsy’ is a great
evangelist.”

118

“Sling Shots of Gipsy Simon Smith”105
1. “An optimist is the fellow, who borrows the
money to buy a pocketbook.” 106
2. "Some preachers suffer with PEWMONIA — too
much pew and not enough people.” 107

3. "If we preachers cast doubt on the scriptures, we
must expect people to grow careless and indifferent
and leave the churches.” 108
4. “Evangelism does not mean that we have to
shout, and rave, and tear our hair and perform a
few cheap stunts and try to drag people to the
altar.” 109
5. "Our Lord was quiet, yet forceful; forgiving not
condemning. That is why the common people
heard Him gladly.” 110
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6. “I am not here to talk of hell, but of heaven; not
of dying, but of living .” 111
7. "Some people misread the Scriptures. They do
not say: 'Come, let us get excited together,’ but
rather, 'Let us reason together.’” 112
8. “Don’t mistake perspiration for inspiration.” 113
9. "I was a gypsy born on wheels, and have been
going ever since. It does not matter how, or where
we started life; it does matter how we finish. God
will not hold us responsible for the first, but the
last.”114
10. “If you cannot preach, you can reach – and if
you cannot sing, you can bring.” 115
11. “It is not enough for us to be saved and kept for
Heaven, we should help others into the way. Play
the Good Samaritan! If we would lift up we must
stoop down, and think it not amiss to do so, for
Christ stooped the length from Heaven to earth to
lift up poor, sinful humanity.” 116
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12. “Lots of people say, ‘I will turn over a new
leaf.’ Some of you have turned over so many leaves
that there is nothing left but the covers.” 117
13. “The young man who sows wild oats will never
reap tame ones.” 118
14. “As a bird is known by its [song], so is a person
known by his conversation.” 119
15. [Regarding parenting] “We have…too many
won’ts from children and not enough don’ts from
parents.” 120
16. “I would rather be a poor man’s son than the
pampered, spoiled, selfish child of a millionaire.
The poor man’s son can climb up, but the rich
man’s son often climbs down.” 121
17. “Any preacher who considers himself too big to
go to a small place to preach is very small.” 122
18. “I was born on wheels and have been going
ever since. It doesn’t matter what I was; it’s what I
am that counts.” 123
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19. On the character of America: “We have too
much time to be gay [happy, carefree; not a
homosexual], not enough time to pray; too much
drug store complexion, not enough home
connection; an oversupply of good lookers, an
undersupply of good cookers; too much drinking,
not enough thinking. America needs to get on her
knees or maybe she will lose her glorious right to be
called the land of the free.” 124
20. Commenting on the fact that so many would
rather attend places of amusement on the Lord’s
Day instead of being in church he said, “The church
[is] to blame for this, and a long, dry, rock-me-tosleep sermon, and prayers by the yard, are the
cause in many cases.” 125
21. “Many break the laws of God and man to get
some glittering thing they want and then, when they
get it, they find it is a fraud. They are dissatisfied –
and we are dissatisfied – with worldly things after
being attracted by tinsel and veneer, for true
satisfaction comes only in the service of God.” 126
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This photograph of Simon and his wife was
taken in December, 1913 just before they left
England for Canada sailing on the Empress of
Ireland’s final voyage of the season. The following
spring the beautiful luxury liner set sail on her first
voyage of the season making it safely across the
great expanse of the Atlantic Ocean only to meet
with disaster in the St. Lawrence Seaway. On May
28, 1914, in a heavy fog, she was struck broadside
between her two funnels in a heavy fog and sank to
the bottom of the river within fifteen minutes taking
to a watery grave more than one thousand lives.
Praise God for His hand of protection on the Simon
Smith and his family.
123

The SS Empress of Ireland

The Smiths were blessed with the birth of
another son after they had settled in Canada giving
them a total of six girls and two boys. The boy in the
above photo is William, or “Billy,” the same son
involved in the sale of two horses written about
earlier on pages 21-22.
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A SERMON BY GIPSY SIMON SMITH
“A NEAR THING”

Scripture: Acts 26:28 – “Then Agrippa said unto
Paul, almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian.”
It was a near thing for Agrippa. King Agrippa
came near to becoming a Christian. If he had obeyed
the heavenly vision, if as he sat there under conviction,
when he heard the Prince of Preachers, the great
Apostle Paul, if he had obeyed the dictates of his
conscience, we might have read something about
another apostle named Agrippa. He said, “Almost thou
persuadest me to be a Christian.” He was almost,
almost, a Christian and to me the saddest thing that I
have encountered as I go from place to place, from
country to country, is to learn that so many thousands
today are almost Christians; so near to the Kingdom of
and yet not altogether. Think I remarked in one of my
discourses, that it might be possible for a person to
regularly attend a place of worship, for a person to
read the Word of God regularly, it may be possible for
a man to have a prefix and an affix to his name,
denoting he is a theologian, and yet it may be possible
that one is not altogether Christian. It is a sad thing to
have to say, but the pity of it is that there are so many
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so near and yet so far. Only a step and that step would
turn them from darkness to light, and from the power
of Satan unto God, and yet they hesitate, hang back
and will not take the decisive step; and I find it harder,
much harder, to get a person who is “almost a
Christian” to take this decisive step, than to get one
who has wandered far in sin. One whom we call
“down and out,” that one will readily say, under
conviction, “I am a sinner. Lord, save me.” Very often
we can get such a one to make that confession and
with that confession, when it is truly sincere, there
comes forgiveness. For, “if we confess our sins He is
faithful and just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse
us from all unrighteousness.”
This, and another, are the most pathetic stories
I find in the Bible. I would call your attention to the
story of the young man who ran to Jesus and knelt at
His feet and clasped those hands that were afterwards
nailed to the tree; that young man who saw the lovelight in those wonderful eyes – for Jesus looking upon
him loved him – and that young man asks the
question, “Good Master, what shall I do to inherit
eternal life?” The Lord looking on him loved him and
said, “Keep the commandments.” “All these,” said he,
“have I observed from my youth up.” He was a model
young man, no flaw in his moral character and yet
when the Lord told him what he should do and the
surrender he should make, “One thing thou lackest,
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only one thing”; he went away sorrowful. To me the
story of King Agrippa’s refusal and the story of the
young man’s refusal are most pathetic. I sometimes
wish that I were an artist so that I might paint a pair of
pictures. The first, that scene I spoke of yesterday
morning, where we read that the Ethiopian, after
hearing Philip preach Jesus, went on his way rejoicing;
and the other of the young man who went away
sorrowful.
A picture of an acceptor, one who accepted
Jesus Christ as his Saviour, and a picture of the
rejecter. The one who accepted and went on his way
rejoicing was a colored man, an outsider, an Ethiopian,
you might call him a “low-down-fellow” but he went
on his way rejoicing. The other one the rejecter, the
ideal young man, very religious, who knelt at the feet
of Jesus and after having that blessed privilege which
some of us would give years of our life to have had, of
handling God manifest in the flesh, and seeing the
look of love in His eyes; after all that, the young man
went away sorrowful. Imagine, turning the back on the
Son of God, Who left the realms of glory to come to
this world and save fallen humanity. Can you imagine
a sadder scene than that? He missed his opportunity.
Almost a disciple. We have four Gospels but maybe, if
that young ruler had accepted Jesus Christ and obeyed
the command, “Come and follow Me,” as the
fisherman did, we should have had five Gospels. We
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might read in the Acts of the Apostles about that
disciple, but you never again read of that rich young
man. at rich young man. You never read that he
became a Christian. He MISSED HIS CHANCE! It
was a near thing with all of them. So near and yet so
far.
What a tragedy to think a man should be so
near and yet miss that Gospel-given opportunity.
“Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian.” Some
of you have been listening to your faithful ministers
for years; for some, months, perhaps some of you are
yet only “almost a Christian.” I know you may accuse
me of being personal, but I will risk offending you for
I must be faithful, and read that if we please
everybody we cannot please God. Paul did not pander
or bow to those in high places; he preached what he
proclaimed, the whole counsels of God, and if Paul did
not [pander], I dare not. It is a sad thing, people, if
after all you are only “almost a Christian.” If, after all
the hosts of invitations contained in this Book [the
Bible], where our Lord says, “Come”; after listening
to the appeals that have gone forth in these services;
after you have heard the songs inviting you; after
hearing your own loved ones praying for you; how sad
if you are only “almost persuaded to be a Christian.”
Then there are young folks here tonight, as in
all the services, and I want to be fair with you because
I still feel young myself and I can just about realize
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what some of you would say to me. You would say,
“Yes, I am almost a Christian and would have made
the decision long since only, only…” then you would
commence to make excuses and these are some of
them: and I want to try and meet you. There would be
no excuse, first of all: “Well, you know, I am just
light-hearted, I like a bit of fun, and if I become a
Christian I shall have to be sober and so sad. There is
“SO-and-SO” they look at you as though you were a
sinner when you laugh, and they give you lectures and
say, ‘Yes, you are frivolous.’ If I am going to be a
Christian I cannot be sad.” They seem to have the idea
that if they become a Christian they must say “Goodbye” to all earthly pleasures. NO SUCH THING! I
enjoyed life before I became a Christian, and I want
here to deny a statement that I have heard even
preachers make: “Before I became a Christian never
found any pleasure in the world” and I have heard
many in testimony meetings say the same thing. Well,
as the Scotsman says, “I hae my doots,” for I can
assure you I had plenty of pleasure before I became a
Christian. If you did not find pleasure there would be
nothing hard about giving up. Because we find so
much pleasure in the world it means a great sacrifice. I
loved the theatres, the music halls, the race course,
playing cards and I found it very hard to give them up.
But listen, the pleasure which I now have is a different
kind of pleasure altogether than the kind of pleasure I
had before conversion. That other pleasure – does it
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satisfy? It seems to lose its charm after a time; but this
pleasure, which I receive in the service of my Master,
is lasting, something substantial about it. It makes life
worth living. I used to laugh before conversion and I
do now. Perhaps I laughed at things I ought not to
before conversion. I used to have fun before
conversion and I have it now; it is clean fun, though. I
used to be fond of athletic sports before conversion
and I am now; but if I were playing football now,
which I have not the time to do, I would not kick the
other fellow’s shins. I believe in a manly Christianity.
Yes, don’t make that mistake. If you have the idea that
you have to say farewell to all earthly pleasures when
you become a Christian you never made a greater
mistake in your life.
Another one says – and I have had most of
these questions out to me – “Well now, you mention
theatres, music halls and such like. Of course you are
not troubled with many here, but in the great cities
they will come along, what do you think? Can the
Christian go to the theatre, the music hall, the dance or
a few other things? Can they?”
Well, you become a Christian first and then I
will guarantee you will know what you ought to do
and what you ought not. It is hardly fair to ask all
these questions before you become a Christian; for
when you become a Christian you become a new
creature and God will tell you, if you want to be told
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what you ought to surrender. If you are in doubt and
think, I would like to go to some place of amusement,
just before you go kneel down and ask God to bless
you. If you think you can kneel down and say, “Lord, I
am going to this dance or card party, and the Lord
bless me while I am there.” Well, if you can do that,
go; but, again, “I have me doots!”
When my cousin was preaching in South
Africa, a wealthy lady attended the services and she
became a Christian. That lady had a beautiful daughter
and the daughter was making preparations for a dance
and was having an elaborate dress made and her
mother said, “My dear, will you come along with me
and hear Gipsy Smith?”
She replied, “No, I do not want to be bothered
with those meetings. I am preparing for this dance. It
is the dance of the season.” The next night the mother
went again and, at last, the daughter’s curiosity was
aroused and she went. God spoke to her and she
became a Christian. Now that mother was a wise
woman. She did not say anything about the dance right
away; but just the day before it was to take place she
said to her daughter, “My dear, I have not heard you
say anything about the dance or your dress this last
day or two,” and the daughter, putting her arms around
her mother’s neck and weeping tears of joy said,
“Mother, do not talk about the dance, do not talk about
the dress. I found Jesus and He is sufficient.”
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Now some one might say, “Yes, that Smith is
very narrow, very bigoted; he has come to preach
against dancing.” I have not told you it was wrong to
go to dances, have I? But some one else has been
telling you. Some one, while I have been telling that
story [has been telling you] and I will leave it with
you. I am not a judge. I dare not condemn. I leave it to
you to discover whether you shall do this or that or the
other, for God will speak to you through your
conscience and if you are ready to surrender to Him,
you need not ask. If you are willing to be guided, God
will guide you. I like to be fair with you, for I know
you think these things even if you do not ask them.
“We would like to ask you,” you say, “do you
go to the music hall, the dance or the card party? Do
you smoke or drink?” I can say no to all of these but I
do not say because I do not do these things you must
not do them. Let God be your Judge, not Simon Smith.
Oh yes, I will admit that dancing in your drawing
room with people you are well acquainted with is
different to the public affair. But will it end there? I
have seen hundreds of young women dancing out at
Manhattan Beach far past midnight, and I would not
like to see my daughters there when they grow up.
These girls, no doubt, learned to dance at home. I
remember after my conversion I did not expect to have
all the light at first – I will try and illustrate – the child
does not become full grown at once and perhaps you
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will accuse me of being wrong in a theological sense,
but I do not think you become a full-grown Christian
in a moment; for I read, “Grow in grace.” It looks to
me as though it were a progressive race. Paul said,
“Press on toward the mark.”
When I became a Christian I did not see any
harm in going to a place of amusement, and I
remember very well, one night going into a music hall
in the city of London. I love music and I went in. I
thought, “There are a lot of people here not very good
but they need not affect me. I had not been in there
very long before I felt uncomfortable and I wondered
why, for I had not felt that way before. I seemed to be
turning hot and cold and I thought, “Perhaps I am
doing wrong but I will see it through now.” And then
there came that still, small voice making me to doubt –
and that should be the surest test. If you have doubts
about anything, drop it, let it go, turn your back on it. I
came out and I said, “”God helping me, I will never
enter another music hall,” and I never have. It was
hard; but I found I could not serve two masters. No
man can serve God and mammon.
The Christian must live a separate life, “Come
out from among them and be ye separate, saith the
Lord,” and I believe the trouble with the Church of
Christ today is that we have not been ready to be a
separate people and we have been trying to serve God
and mix it up with questionable things and people. If
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you ask me these questions, I have not said “Yes” or
“No;” I leave it with God and you. Let Him be your
guide. Take the first four words of the Bible, and you
will never find a better guide, no matter where you
search. “In the beginning God” and when you are
asked to go somewhere, think of that. “Can I put God
first? If it is not a sin, anything that comes before God
is wrong. He must be first.” “Our Captain requires
unquestionable allegiance.” I remember hearing that
phrase from the lips of Sir Ernest Tritton. I had been
studying with others to become a missionary and, after
the students had finished their course, that man of
God, Sir Ernest Tritton, presented each student with
their piece of parchment and said, “Remember this,
your Captain requires unquestionable allegiance.” I
have never forgotten that. Let God have your best. I
think of that wonderful little verse that was found in
the fly leaf of a Bible belonging to a student at
Cambridge University, who was studying for the
ministry. His parents and teachers predicted a brilliant
future for him but the godly young man was called
Home. Afterwards, in the leaf of his Bible were found
these words:
Just as I am, young, strong and free;
To be the best that I can be
For truth, for righteousness, for Thee;
Lord of my life, I come.
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We will not have time to bother about these
things if we put Him first in our lives. You will not ask
so many questions if you become fully persuaded to
follow the Lord. Do not be content to be outwardly a
Christian but let it sink deep into your hearts. Make a
full surrender and let God have the right of way in
your life and heart. Sometimes when we sing that
hymn, “Almost persuaded now to believe” I think of
that passage which says that the “Harvest is past;
summer is ended and we are not saved.” When I think
of the prayers that have gone up on behalf of some of
you and the anxiety of that father or mother who is
still praying for you and yet, you are only almost a
Christian. Some day we shall have to stand before the
Throne in the heavenly place. I am not imagining this,
you know it is true, for, “In such an hour as ye think
not, the Son of Man may come.” In our heart of hearts
some of us are hoping it will be a great way off, but,
“Behold, the hour is at hand.” It may be at midnight –
the Scriptures say so – the Lord will appear and then
there will come the great separation. I sometimes try
to imagine what it will be like. We have here and there
a little light on the subject, some on the left and some
on the right, and then the Judge of all the earth will
speak to those on the left – and perhaps even then they
will commence to make excuses. Some will say, “Yes,
I attended every one of those special services. I was
almost a Christian but I held back until it was too
late,” and then we shall hear “Almost cannot avail;
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almost, but lost!” They will be so near to the Kingdom
and yet just outside. You might just as well be a
thousand miles away. There is no need for me to
enlarge on this: you can only be saved or an unsaved
sinner. I do not know of any intermediate step or
opportunity or other chance. I wish I did, to encourage
some. Either I am right with God or wrong with God.
Either I am traveling heavenward or hellward. Either I
am serving God faithfully and doing His will and
growing in grace or I am surely drifting further on the
road to destruction.
These may seem very plain and perhaps rude
remarks but the Scripture informs us that there is no
other way.
Almost persuaded, harvest past!
Almost persuaded, doom comes at last!
Almost cannot avail;
Almost is but to fail;
Sad, sad, that bitter wail –
Almost, but lost!
This night, those of you who have been almost
persuaded to become a Christian – I pray that here and
now you will not be content with being “almost” but
altogether fully persuaded to make the great surrender
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Copy of songbook used by Simon Smith in his meetings.
Copyright 1934.
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Copy of one of Simon’s original songs set to music by
George C. Stebbins, composer of such greats as Saved By
Grace, Take Time To Be Holy and Jesus, I Come.
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