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    How two people, steadfastly composed in the stillness of Quaker faith, could traverse oceans and cultures, balance conjugal intimacy with public witness, hold modest means against vast human need, and translate inward conviction into outward service without forfeiting conscience’s quiet center is the sustaining tension of Rufus M. Jones’s Eli and Sibyl Jones, Their Life and Work, a narrative in which a partnership of listening becomes a vocation of action, the domestic hearth converses with the road of ministry, and the integrity that first called them is tested by distance, difference, and the ceaseless summons of a suffering world.

Rufus M. Jones’s Eli and Sibyl Jones, Their Life and Work is a religious biography situated in nineteenth-century Quaker ministry, following a couple from rural Maine into engagements with communities beyond the United States. First published in the late nineteenth century by a leading Quaker historian and spiritual writer, it combines devotional portraiture with measured historical narrative. The settings move from the textures of New England life to the wider geographies their calling required, yet the work remains firmly biographical, privileging formation, character, and purposeful labor over spectacle. Its pages reveal a careful, reflective guide whose aim is illumination rather than display, edification rather than controversy.

The premise is straightforward and spoiler-safe: Jones traces how Eli and Sibyl, shaped by the practices of their faith, discern their path, join in marriage, and undertake sustained ministry that carries them well beyond their first home. The reading experience is lucid and composed, marked by unhurried chapters, clear transitions, and episodes arranged to emphasize inward growth as much as outward movement. Jones writes in a calm, observant voice that balances reverence with judicious restraint. The tone is earnest yet never agitated, inviting readers to inhabit an atmosphere of listening, mutual care, and disciplined responsiveness to what conscience requires.

Across the narrative, certain themes recur with clarifying force. Vocation emerges as a lived response, not a private possession: a way of attending to others that keeps returning to the wellspring of prayer. Partnership is treated as a creative solidarity, where distinct gifts converge in shared purpose without erasing difference. Hospitality becomes a practice of recognition across boundaries, and courage appears in the patient endurance of ordinary hardships rather than in dramatic feats. Above all, the book explores how spiritual integrity travels—how to meet unfamiliar customs respectfully, speak plainly without coercion, and preserve tenderness in the midst of demanding work.

For contemporary readers, these concerns remain urgent. The book models service that refuses domination, humility that does not abdicate responsibility, and cross-cultural engagement grounded in careful listening. In an era of global mobility, it offers a counterimage to hurried activism: steadiness, accountability to community, and attention to the persons directly before us. Those engaged in humanitarian work, interfaith encounter, education, or local organizing can find here a practical ethic: move with patience, speak with clarity, act without spectacle, and measure success by the dignity strengthened in others rather than by metrics of reach or renown.

Jones’s craft also deserves notice. He situates the couple within the practices of the Society of Friends—silent worship, discernment, and ministry tested in community—while placing their labors amid the social currents of the nineteenth century. Without resorting to sensational detail, he attends to the textures of travel and the cadences of daily service, linking the seemingly small decision to the larger moral horizon. The author’s restraint is purposeful: it keeps attention on character, motive, and the slow work of trust-building. The result is a biography that honors both privacy and witness, interiority and public action.

To enter this book is to accompany Eli and Sibyl Jones as fellow travelers, learning how constancy can meet contingency and how fidelity finds language in simple, durable deeds. Readers need not share their tradition to recognize the human questions at stake: how to commit without hardening, to persevere without presumption, and to love amid limits. As a portrait of disciplined hope, the work endures as guidance and provocation, asking us to consider what it would mean to carry our own convictions into the world with the same steadiness, candor, and care that mark these lives.
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    Eli and Sibyl Jones, Their Life and Work, by Rufus M. Jones, presents a measured biographical portrait of two nineteenth-century Quaker ministers from Maine whose partnership shaped a wide field of ministry. The author frames their lives within the rhythms of Friends practice, tracing how calling, community discipline, and conscience directed their choices. Without polemic, he follows their movements and the relationships that sustained them, keeping the narrative attentive to setting and character. The book balances personal detail with historical context, showing how the couple's labors intersected with broader religious awakenings and humanitarian impulses that marked an expanding transatlantic world.

Jones begins with the rural upbringing that shaped both Eli and Sibyl, emphasizing the simplicity, discipline, and worship practices of New England Friends. He sketches family influences and the modest schooling available, then charts the emergence of gifts for ministry recognized by their meetings. The narrative conveys how inward conviction matured into public service, not as sudden spectacle but as tested fitness. Local travels, small gatherings, and pastoral visits provide the first stage for their voices. Care is taken to situate their early steps within Quaker structures of discernment, suggesting a pattern of accountability that would continue as their horizon widened.

After their marriage, the two emerge as a complementary team, their gifts differing yet mutually reinforcing in meetings large and small. Jones traces how domestic responsibilities and itinerant calling were braided together, with seasons at home alternating with extended circuits among Friends in New England and farther afield. He notes the pastoral tone of their labors, including encouragement, counsel, and careful listening, while also registering their concern for suffering beyond Quaker circles. The narrative situates their witness among reform currents characteristic of the era, without reducing them to any single cause, and shows how trust networks enabled wider invitations and sustained momentum.

With recognition came broader journeys. Jones follows the couple across the Atlantic to the British Isles and onto the continent, and then into regions around the Mediterranean. He is attentive to the texture of travel, including ships, roads, and uncertain lodgings, as well as the moral imagination that sent them. Encounters with different languages, Christian traditions, and civic authorities test their adaptability while deepening their patience. The portrayal stresses quiet perseverance rather than dramatic triumph, highlighting meetings for worship, visits of encouragement, and conversations that crossed confessional lines. The book keeps the focus on process, relationship, and steadily earned trust.

Hardship is integral to the account. Jones records the physical toll of repeated voyages, the precariousness of health, and the demands of constant public engagement. Financial realities appear as background pressure, mitigated by careful stewardship and the backing of Friends' structures. The narrative explores gendered expectations surrounding public ministry, showing how the pair negotiated roles without losing mutual respect. It also illustrates the discipline of oversight and counsel that surrounded them, through meetings that tested leadings and received reports. Across setbacks and delays, their patience and courtesy become recurring themes, as does the quiet help of hosts who made extended travel possible.

In later chapters, the biography turns to seasons of consolidation and return, as the couple revisited communities, renewed friendships, and guided younger workers. Jones places these activities against evolving debates within nineteenth-century Quakerism, noting shifts in patterns of worship, outreach, and doctrinal emphasis. Rather than taking sides, he uses the pair's practice to illustrate a balanced piety: earnest proclamation tempered by humility, and conscience joined to communal order. This framework allows the narrative to show continuity amid change, tracing how established habits of discernment helped them sustain focus while responding to new opportunities and unsettled conditions at home and abroad.

Without courting hagiography, Jones closes by weighing influence and example. The significance he assigns to Eli and Sibyl Jones lies less in singular exploits than in a durable pattern of faithfulness, hospitality, and cross-cultural regard. Their story, as he tells it, shows how ordinary discipline, when sustained over a lifetime and shared in partnership, can travel far and quietly transform expectations. The book thus serves as both record and invitation, illuminating a strand of Quaker history while raising questions about vocation, courage, and care that remain current. It leaves readers with a sense of tested hope rather than dramatic finale.
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    Rufus M. Jones’s biography of Eli and Sibyl Jones is rooted in nineteenth-century New England Quaker life, especially the rural communities of Maine under the care of the New England Yearly Meeting. Friends there emphasized plain living, disciplined worship, and education, sustaining academies and meeting schools that nurtured ministers and public servants. The period saw robust local organizing through monthly and quarterly meetings, which supervised public ministry and community welfare. Against this steady communal backdrop, itinerant ministry flourished. Eli and Sibyl emerged within this milieu, their call to travel and exhort shaped by a culture that valued tested spiritual gifts and corporate oversight of religious labor.

The couple’s careers unfolded amid major realignments within American Quakerism after the Hicksite–Orthodox division (1827–1828) and, in New England, the later Wilburite–Gurneyite controversy. These disputes sharpened questions about Scripture, authority, and engagement with wider evangelical currents. Out of the turmoil grew a renewed emphasis on gospel ministry, discipline, and outreach. Traveling under minutes from their meetings, ministers like the Joneses represented a Quaker synthesis of inward spirituality and outward witness. Their work was facilitated by well-established networks of hospitality and endorsement that linked scattered meetings, making it possible to traverse regions while maintaining accountability to the Society of Friends.

Mid-century technological change—regular steamship lines and expanding rail networks—opened transatlantic and continental circuits of religious exchange. American and British Friends increasingly visited one another’s yearly meetings, coordinated relief, and participated in broader evangelical gatherings. Within this movement, the Joneses’ tours in the British Isles and on the European continent exemplified Quaker participation in a pan-Protestant culture of missions and reform. London Yearly Meeting served as a pivotal hub, receiving American visitors and strengthening ties that carried literature, funds, and personnel across borders. The biography situates their activity within this coordinated, international framework of Quaker witness.

The Ottoman Empire’s Tanzimat reforms created limited but real spaces for Western philanthropic and educational ventures, including Protestant initiatives. Friends responded by establishing modest schools and meetings in the Levant. In Palestine, 1869 marked the beginning of a lasting Quaker educational presence in Ramallah, with a girls’ school that became a cornerstone of local Friends work. Eli and Sibyl Jones were closely associated with the encouragement and early organization of this effort, which aligned education with spiritual nurture. This initiative, documented by Rufus M. Jones, illustrates how Quakers pursued durable institutions rather than only episodic preaching, leaving legacies embedded in local communities.

In the United States, the Civil War tested Quaker pacifism while opening avenues for humanitarian service. Friends organized relief, visited military hospitals, and cared for the wounded and displaced, particularly around Washington, D.C., and Alexandria, Virginia. Sybil Jones became known for ministry among soldiers in hospitals, where prayer, comfort, and practical aid complemented Friends’ noncombatant stance. Such work reflected a broader Quaker strategy: bearing witness to peace through compassionate service during national crisis. The biography presents this ministry as integral to the Joneses’ public vocation and to the Society’s evolving engagement with state and society under wartime pressures.

Quaker practice had long authorized women to preach and exercise leadership in meetings, distinguishing Friends from many contemporaneous denominations. Sybil Jones’s international ministry drew on this tradition, demonstrating women’s capacity for public religious work across languages and cultures. Her activities coincided with the growth of women’s voluntary societies, temperance advocacy, and expanded roles in philanthropy, which reinforced the credibility of female religious leadership. By documenting Sybil’s recognized gift, Rufus M. Jones preserves evidence of a well-established Quaker norm: spiritual authority grounded in experiential discernment rather than gender, and deployed in settings from village meetings to royal courts and rural hospitals.

Rufus M. Jones, born in Maine in 1863 and educated at Haverford College, became the leading historian of the Society of Friends in the early twentieth century. His biography of Eli and Sibyl Jones appeared early in his career, drawing on diaries, correspondence, and minutes accessible through New England and transatlantic Quaker networks. The work reflects conventions of Victorian religious biography—devotional tone, exemplary narrative, and copious quotation—while anchoring episodes in verifiable records. As a scholar steeped in Quaker history and spirituality, Jones framed the couple’s story to illustrate characteristic Friends themes: inward guidance, corporate oversight, and service-oriented outreach.

Eli and Sibyl Jones’s life work coincided with an era of evangelical energy, organizational consolidation, and expanding global horizons for Western Protestants. Their ministry, as presented by Rufus M. Jones, mirrors the confidence of nineteenth-century reformers who combined piety with institution-building and international travel. The book implicitly critiques sectarian rigidity by highlighting fellowship across yearly meetings and denominations, while affirming Quaker distinctives such as the peace testimony and women’s ministry. It preserves the documentary trail of a transatlantic religious culture and points to enduring fruits—most notably educational enterprises in the Middle East—that continued to shape Quaker witness beyond the century’s end.
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In our busy and material lives we all need to be reminded at times that there have been and still are among us those who have deadened love of self, whose struggle on earth, far from being to amass any kind of treasures, is to bring before as many human beings as possible the great plan of salvation, the means of elevation from degradation to lofty Christian individuality, and the source of a power and a love which are making all things new in proportion as submission is given thereto.

We are not always conscious of the strength exerted around us by seemingly trivial forces, but their work is no less important in the development of the globe than the violent upheavals which overawe us by their stupendous might. So, often, quiet lives extend a wider permanent influence for the welfare of man than do those of men and women who receive the unstinted praise of their contemporaries.

Eli and Sybil Jones have done valuable service, and have lived lives full of teaching to those who wish to enter upon a course of devoted obedience to the same Master. I have prepared this sketch of their lives and work from the love which I feel for them, and in the hope that it will interest and profit others. I am conscious that the stamp of youth is on the work, but I am certain that it has been undertaken and accomplished in the spirit of sincerity.

The visit to Liberia was wonderful in many ways, and should have been published after their return, so that their work might have brought forth more decided fruit. The letters from Palestine and Syria were written for the Friends' Review[1] by Eli Jones and Ellen Clare Miller (since Pearson). Extracts have been chosen to give their descriptions of the country and the nature of their work there.

The book has been prepared in the midst of other work, and that must in part be the apology for its imperfections. Having as a young man received invaluable help from these two Friends, and feeling that their words and lives have done much to throw light on the true path which broadens into the "highway of holiness," it is my hope that this simple recital may in a measure repay what I owe them and find a place of usefulness in the world.

3d mo. 13, 1889, Friends' School, Providence.
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"Man is the nobler growth our soil supplies[1q],

And souls are ripened 'neath our northern skies."





The man whose early life was passed in the isolation of primeval forests, and who grew to manhood carrying on an unceasing struggle to turn the rough, uncultivated soil into productive fields, gardens, and pasture-lands, has worked into his life something which no coming generation can inherit or acquire. He has missed the broad culture of the schools and universities, he cannot gain the intellectual skill which long study gives, but he has had a training which lays a foundation for the keenest judgment and for prompt decision in complicated circumstances, and his soul in solitude has taken in truths of God which often escape men lost in the tumultuous world of business and pleasure. The men who were born during the first quarter of a century after our national life began have nearly all been characterized by special traits which will perhaps not appear again in the more developed growth of the nation. It has not astonished us to see a man leave his little cottage after twenty-five years of toil and go through all the grades of honor, reach a position from which he could hardly go higher, and finally depart from a life unspotted, respected by mankind.

But in this development there is no chance: he mounts by a law which, if we knew it, is as unvariable as that of gravitation. The powers of the mind and soul seek a field in which they may be put to work at profit[2q]. It cannot be uninteresting to follow the course of a man who has shown—at least to those who have known him well—that there was something in him of value to the world. In measuring the worth of any man, we must not be dazzled by the glare of earthly glory, but calmly inquire what he has done that has built itself into other lives, and we must look beyond outward things to see in how far he has been the honored tool of the Supreme Worker.

The family of Jones is a large one, and its genealogical table would make a long story. Welsh John succeeded Welsh John, and was called John's son until time wore the name down to Jones. Generation after generation they held their place and did their work among the Welsh hills, until one of them was called upon to steer the Mayflower with its precious load to Plymouth. Eli Jones writes in a letter dated 1st mo. 9th, 1888: "I have been reading Bonvard's Plymouth and the Pilgrims, from which I learn that Isaac Robinson, son of the Rev. John Robinson, pastor of the Pilgrim Fathers, was an early settler at Plymouth, and that he became a Quaker. Our grandmother Jepson was a Robinson, and, for aught I know, great-great-great-grandniece of this very Isaac Robinson. The captain of the Mayflower was a Jones. With him we claim kindred, and that claim is readily allowed. Now, if our great-great-great-grandsire was the venerable patriarch who led in prayer and gave the memorable parting charge[1] to the Pilgrims, and if his son, our great-great-greatuncle, was, as history relates, a trading man in the colony and a 'convinced Friend,' it is certainly fitting that we should take a lively interest in what occurred among our kin in 1620."

Much later, after many settlements in different parts of New England had failed, and the Pilgrim and Puritan colonies were in prosperous growth, three brothers bearing the name of Jones came to this continent. One of them found a forest home on the bank of the Androscoggin River, six miles from Brunswick, in the township of Durham and District of Maine. Quite a large number of friends collected here, and a meeting-house was built not far away. There was a large Friends' meeting at Deering, near Portland, and the name of Jones was common among its members. The monthly and quarterly meetings at each place were frequently visited by Friends from the other, necessitating a foot-journey of fully forty miles through almost pathless woods. The house is still standing in which Abel Jones was born. He determined to leave his home and go farther north. He travelled on horseback up the Kennebec River as far as Vassalboro', and then rode ten miles east to the north-eastern end of what is now China Lake, in earlier times often called the "Twelve-mile Pond," because it is twelve miles from Augusta, the State capital. His young bride, Susannah Jepson, rode on horseback from North Berwick, a distance of one hundred and fifteen miles. She was attended by her brother alone, and brought only what a pair of saddlebags could hold. Here in a little house, in the year 1807, their first child was born and named Eli. A letter was at once sent to the young child's grandfather and grandmother at Durham. The letter came to the nearest post-station, twelve miles away, and was taken in charge by an elderly Friend who lived there. He volunteered to start out at once to carry the letter to its destination, thinking it might contain valuable information. As he listened to its contents at the end of his journey he made the significant remark, "Is that all there is in it?" and jogged back home.

One's first thought would be that if a child was to be brought up in the Maine woods, it would make very little difference in what part of the State the spot happened to be; but it is not at all so. As a young life is very susceptible to outward scenes and every-day events, we can hardly estimate the moulding influence of little things.

The life of the few families in the early history of China would be exceedingly interesting if we only had a graphic sketch from the pen of one of its settlers. Owning the acres they cleared and tilled and the houses in which they dwelt, they called no man master, but they bowed in reverence before their heavenly King and obeyed His commandments. They did their day's work week after week, little thinking that a generation would come which would wish to follow the story of their trials and triumphs, their joys and sorrows; and now almost all that is left us is the inherited strength from their sturdy lives and a few stories of their sufferings.

Without doubt, nothing in nature had more influence on the bent of Eli Jones's mind than China Lake and its beautiful shores. A boy placed on the bank of a lake stretching off seven miles becomes inheritor to a domain more vast than the acres of water it contains. He feels that he owns so much of this world's glory, and this feeling of ownership lifts him out of the common, dull round of life. Year by year he owns more in proportion as his soul expands and he sees more of God's work and God's love in the painted sunsets beyond the western shore and in the forests above and below the placid waters. No one who has not experienced it can appreciate the worth of a lake to a boy. It is not simply because he can fish there, or can swim there, or can make a rude boat and so float on its surface. That is its chief worth to the thoughtless boy, but it was not all to the keenly perceptive child who was father to the man Eli Jones. It was his great playmate whom he loved. It was at the same time his teacher, whose "various language" spoke a Father's presence and His love.

It is very monotonous toil changing a rough forest to a productive farm, but a youth becomes a familiar friend to stumps, hillocks, and rocks; to him the mounds are Indian graves, the tall stones mark the final resting-places of mighty chiefs, and his imagination fills the round of work with marvellous scenes. Very many, doubtless, see only their work and the fruit of it, but there are a few who see mysteries and learn lessons wherever they are placed, so that monotony is changed to endless variety. Eli Jones was one of those boys who make gain from ethereal things.

The spot which Abel Jones chose for his home had many of the characteristics of a scene in Maine. Hills were backed by other hills, and not far in from the lake was a mile-long "horseback."[2] The trees were not pigmies in those days, but giant oaks and pines,



"Whose living towers the years conspired to build,

Whose giddy tops the morning loved to gild."





There were dense forests of cedar, and the scattered bass-woods made the whole place fragrant in the spring. Never had an axe swung in these solitudes, and the mighty power of the ages was felt as these stout pines met the breeze. It was no small privilege to be canopied with such a tent as their meeting tops made.



"Whoso walks in solitude

And inhabiteth the wood,

Choosing light, wave, rock, and bird

Before the money-loving herd,—

Into that forester shall pass,

From these companions, power and grace.

On him the light of star and moon

Shall fall with purer radiance down;

All constellations of the sky

Shed their virtue through his eye.

Him Nature giveth for defence

His formidable innocence.

The mounting sap, the shells, the sea,

All spheres, all stones, his helpers be."





China had first been settled in 1774 by a family of Clarks. There were four brothers, two of whom were Friends. They cut the first tree that a white man's axe had ever felled in the township, and began to survey the land for homes. The two Friends chose the eastern and the others the western side of the lake. Life in the midst of the Maine forest implied struggle, and these families were courageous. No report of possible gold-mines or other hidden wealth drew them and those who followed them, but the desire to seek out quiet homes for themselves and their children where the temptations to a life of uselessness would be few. Trials they expected, and they were not spared. It was a hand-to-hand contest with want. At one time a cow was nearly the only valuable possession of the little company, and this was accidentally shot for a deer. The men went often ten miles through the woods, by the aid of "spotted" or "blazed" trees, to get their corn ground. We are told that in one case the mother was forced to put stones, in lieu of potatoes, in the hot ashes to induce her crying hungry children to go to bed until they should be called, and often the potatoes which had been planted were dug up to be eaten. Indians and the wild animals were around them, continually causing fear. In a cove at the south-western shore of the lake is a large heart, called the "Indian's heart," cut in a huge boulder, and in spring nearly covered by water. This marks the encampment of a tribe of Indians naturally friendly to their white neighbors, but exceedingly treacherous. On one occasion they visited the settlers in a body, and while the latter were unsuspiciously entertaining them they threw water on the guns of the white men, and only the darkness of the night saved these from destruction.

Gradually one family after another was added to the community, and as they all came for the same purpose, the settlement was composed of strong characters. These farmers had the idea that it should not be the chief aim of those who till the soil to grow rich, or to fill the market with choice vegetables, or to gain an easy livelihood, but rather to send out from their households sons and daughters marked by strength of character and able to do manly and womanly work in the various spheres of the world. Their visible workfield may have seemed narrow and roughly hedged in, but they felt the needs of the future, and did their best to raise a tower of strength in the land by properly training their successors. The horizon which shuts in their real domain expands as the times grow riper.

The first Friends' meeting in China was held about 1803, in a private house two and a half miles from the south end of the lake. Abel Jones was married to Susannah Jepson in this house in 1806, and about seven years later a meeting-house was built, to which Eli was taken even before it was wholly finished. This building was heated by a wood-fire under an iron kettle, and in every particular it was plain and rough; but no more sincere praises to the Lord have risen through the arches of marvellously wrought cathedrals than in this forest meeting-house. Eli Jones's grandfather on his mother's side was the first acknowledged minister in this meeting. Eli first heard the gospel preached in this house, and here he saw the occasional visitors from afar. Each year, which added its natural increase to the boy's stature, was marking a no less evident growth of mind and vigor of spirit. His mother taught him that "serving God and keeping His commandments was the whole duty of man." He was shown by the quiet example of both parents that honest work in the right spirit is an essential part of pure and undefiled religion, while the lives of Joseph, Samuel, David, and Daniel were put before him, showing him the justness of God's dealing in the different ages, both in rewarding righteousness and in punishing unrighteousness. Those heroes of faith of the Old Testament made a deep impression on him, as they must on every young person whose mind is not corrupted by the unnatural and impossible fictions of the present day; but the pages which told of Christ's work and words, His life and death, were so fixed in his mind and heart that the great Master early began to shape and strengthen the character of His chosen disciple.
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"My mind, aspire to higher things—

Grow rich in that which never taketh rust."

Philip Sidney.





The opportunities for study in China were not enough to satisfy a boy with even a moderately strong desire for knowledge. Books were as rare as in the days before John Gutenberg, and Eli Jones has often said that if he had been asked ten times a day what he most wished for, he would have answered each time, Books. The fact that he longed so to read, and that he was almost entirely confined to the Bible, resulted in his becoming thoroughly familiar with the different parts of that great Book. It furnished him his poetry, his history, and his ethics; it was his reading-book and his spelling-book. Joseph in his coat of many colors and David with his sling were as much acquaintances of his as were the few boys he played with. David's lament for Jonathan and Deborah's song of triumph, the spiritual melody of the Psalms and Isaiah's rapt words, made him feel the power of Hebrew poetry, while the New Testament was helping him to know the manliness and divinity of Christ. What boys acquired in those days was well acquired, and if they did not have as much learning, they often were imbued with a better learning than at the end of the same century. It is certain that Eli had the spirit to learn, and did what he could to lay a proper foundation.

While he was still very young he came with his father and mother to live at the south end of the lake, and there was built the house which has been the birthplace and home of so many of the Jones family. During the years of political excitement and fierce war against the mother-country—the years between 1812 and 1815—hardly a rumor of the outside strife had penetrated the long line of unbroken forests. While men were dying daily to force England to respect American rights, and while Europe was united to crush Napoleon, the citizens along China Lake were building brick-kilns to make material for the chimneys of their houses, doing their every-day work without knowing, perhaps, that Bonaparte was in the world, and having no fear that a war-cloud might break over them. Thus the future lover of peace dwelt in peace, and he did not need to learn the horrors of war by experience to hate it.

A schoolhouse was built just over the hill north of his home, and thither he went to be taught; but the terms were very short, and the teachers only knew a few first principles, though they faithfully labored to fix these in the minds of their pupils. One teacher, after working two days on a problem in long division, gave the result to Eli Jones, saying, "I know that is right now, but I can't explain it to you or tell you why it is done that way." Eli had an exalted opinion of one of the teachers who held sway in this little house, and has often spoken of him with affection. He spent a whole winter teaching his older pupils to spell ordinary English words correctly, and took Eli through the spelling-book until all the words in it were fixed visibly in his brain, where they have since remained; and in all his teaching since spelling has been one of the branches which was not elective in the course.

During the winter of 1827 he had the benefit of the charitable fund at the Friends' School in Providence, R. I. He divided the half year with another scholar, so that he had only three months, but he was prepared to make the most of this opportunity. He took ship-passage from Bath to Providence. The first night after his departure from home his mother passed in walking the floor and worrying for her boy tossed on the sea, as she supposed, but he was quietly sleeping all the while in his berth on the ship, which had anchored in the harbor on account of fog, and sailed the next morning.

Friends' School, which had been opened at Portsmouth in 1784, was in its second organization less than ten years old when he came to it, but it was firmly established, and was often visited by its foster-father, the venerable Moses Brown[2]. The institution consisted of one tall, massive brick building looking toward the south, and two lower transverse wings, to which successive additions have been made to meet the needs of the times. In front and rear of the buildings were extensive grounds divided into yards, lawns, and groves of oak and chestnut trees, then in their youth, now majestic with the increase of half a century. Beyond the boundary of the school property, toward the river which Roger Williams had crossed in his search for a peaceful abode, were great forests of ancient maples, oaks, and chestnuts, with hillsides of towering hemlocks, and swamps where the boys, who did not study botany, sought for little beyond the extermination of a marvellous race of black snakes. From the cupola of the middle building was a prospect of wide extent, showing to the new-comers the whole State at a glance, and placing before their eyes the waters of Narragansett Bay.

Enoch Breed—called universally "Cousin Enoch"—was at the head of the school as superintendent, while his wife, "Cousin Lydia," was the matron. She was a sweet, lovely lady, and her presence was felt by all in the school. "Cousin Enoch" was not an educator, but he was a kind, fatherly man, a shrewd manager, a good farmer, and an exemplary character. He always wore his broad-brimmed hat, and was never seen outside of his private room with it off; the boys looked upon him as their patriarch, and, indeed, it is said that on one occasion he was asked if he were Methuselah, and dryly answered, "No, I am Enoch."

Isaiah Jones taught the mathematics, and was considered a very successful teacher. The other instructors were David Daniels, who taught what Latin was then required; George Jones, Moses Mitchel, Abigail Pierce, and Mary Almy.

Reading, spelling, and grammar were the only classes which recited; all the other work of the school was done privately, each student being independent and going as slowly or rapidly as his brain-power and ambition prescribed. Mathematics was the important branch, and each boy copied problems and their solutions into interminable copy-books. The school-room was small and lighted by tin oil lamps on the desks. In this room there were often one hundred and fifty boys: a number of these were appointed as monitors to report all disorderly conduct to the teachers.

The meetings were held in the building in an upper chamber, where boys and girls and teachers sat in the same room. These were generally silent meetings, but occasionally William Almy or Doctor Tobey came to give them counsel.

Among the schoolmates of Eli Jones were James N. Buffum, since ex-mayor of Lynn, Mass., and Peter Neal, also since ex-mayor of the same city, now on the committee of the school. The latter relates that Eli Jones received the "christening" always given new boys in those days, and his remark on that occasion was characteristic of him. The old students were put in line at night on the play-ground, and among them stood the newcomer. A "dummy" with swollen cheeks came to each boy in turn, and was answered by all, "Um!" until he reached Eli, who, as instructed beforehand, said, "Squirt," when suddenly his face was filled with water. Instead of the attack which the boys expected, Eli quietly remarked, "That was cleverly done." Peter Neal remarks that if he had been known as he was a month later, he would have received no christening.

His schoolmates relate that he was a good boy, and that he was generally liked. In his youth he was much troubled by an impediment in his speech, and he early resolved to remedy it as much as possible. He was the only one of scholars or teachers in the boarding-school who was accustomed to speak in the Friends' meeting. He had already begun to speak at home, and, notwithstanding the trial which it was to him as a young man, he stood up among the boys and forced his voice to say what was in his heart. Few who heard him on those occasions are alive now, but these few remember how it impressed them to see one who played with them on the campus and sat with them in classes speak so earnestly before them and all the rows of solemn Friends. They respected his message, for his life was pure.

He had a dread of the nursery, and resolved to keep out of it, but he was taken with typhoid fever, and after vainly fighting it off at last succumbed to be doctored in the vigorous way of those times. He had a long, hard siege of it, and lost a number of weeks from his brief term; but this short break from his usual life and the intercourse with cultivated teachers and scholars could not fail to leave its impress. It lifted his aspirations and widened somewhat the course of his thoughts, giving an impulse to his future life more valuable than mere knowledge. While it is to be regretted that so short a time was given him for satisfying his longings for a higher education, we rejoice that he knew so well how to school himself and to be a teacher to himself. He was a good mathematician, and his copy-books show that he was no tyro at figures; but he affirms that his drill in the old spelling-book was of far greater worth to him than his higher mathematics.

When he reached home from Providence, he found a young brother twenty-one years younger than himself. This was Edwin, the youngest of the family of eleven, and to him fell the homestead and the care of the father, mother, and sister Peace.

There is still standing a little red building, about one mile from South China, called the Chadwick Schoolhouse, in which many a man has laid his ABC foundation. Its external and internal appearance would not lead one to suppose that this was a "temple of learning" or any other kind of a temple, but not a few successful men look back to it with a feeling of reverence, and the near presence of a yard where many others of its day tenants of earlier time lie under toppling stones, just carved enough to tell the names and some of the virtues of those beneath, gives somewhat of a sacredness to the little building. It was in this house that Eli first opened his mouth to speak in the assemblies of the people. He was quite young, less than fourteen, when he arose in a meeting in that house and said, "Behold the Bridegroom cometh; go ye out to meet him." On their way home his grandfather asked who had spoken in the "body of the meeting," but the grandmother checked her husband with a slight nudge and answered the question by a motion of her finger. A few years ago a very aged man came up to Eli Jones and said, "I remember the first time you ever spoke in meeting, and I know what you said." From this time on he was often heard briefly in religious assemblies, and he was encouraged by older Friends to be faithful in delivering his message when impressed.

After his return from Providence School, Eli Jones began to be a definite worker for the bettering of the world, and the seeds he then planted have brought forth the blade and the ear, and now the full corn is in the ear. He and a few others organized a temperance society of which he was the secretary; and many meetings were held in China and the adjoining town. Essays were written and speeches were delivered against the use of intoxicating drinks. This organization was made two years before the Washingtonian movement[3] was started, and its influence in the State was great, aiding undoubtedly the enactment of the "Maine Law[4]" which has made itself felt in all our States and in many of the other countries.

The same winter he was one of a small company which met to start a public library. They formed a successful library association. Books soon began to come in, and from that day Eli Jones has not wanted for reading matter. With few exceptions, when absent doing higher work, he has attended the meetings of this association and aided it by his zeal and counsel.

It is a matter of interest to notice a young man who had just barely become a full-fledged citizen turning his mind so strongly toward enlightening those near him, and that, too, in a community where he did not have the example of any predecessor to arouse him and spur him on. He was travelling a new road, and building as he went. The secret of it all was that there was something in him which forbade rest and inaction. In early years he saw fully that the part of man which ate and slept was not the important part, but that there was something within him which could span space and time, and which was spoken to by the whisperings of the Spirit of the eternal Ruler.

At the present time biographies are within the reach of all boys, and they can see how great men and good men have made their lives complete—how they shaped their course, what goal they set before them, and what lifted them to the mark. In his youth, Eli Jones had almost no possibility of knowing from the record of other lives how best to build in youth. His father was a righteous man, whose actions were living epistles, and his mother was a living, teaching Christian. From both he inherited much and learned much; but "there is a divinity that shapes our ends," and, once in the hands of the great Potter, there is a marvellous shaping of the clay. Biographies, all good books, and directions in the right way are helps, but submission to be trained and then used by the Master Builder, is infinitely more of a help in the making of a right man.

Great men of all ages have recognized a power, a daimon, an ecstasy—or, better, a Spirit—inspiring them, urging them to seek truth and beauty, to live lives of truth and beauty and goodness, and to shun as their greatest enemy everything that distorts and ties weights to their flying feet. Everything teaches the man who is to be wise; but most of all the Spirit teaches those who give ear unto Him; and if any one thing has made the life of Eli Jones a success, it is that he listened actively to the voice which said, "Give me thine heart."
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"I see in the world the intellect of man,

That sword, the energy his subtle spear,

The knowledge which defends him like a shield—

Everywhere; but they make not up, I think,

The marvel of a soul like thine."

Browning.





In 1833, Eli Jones was married to Sybil Jones, the daughter of Ephraim and Susannah Jones.

Susannah was the daughter of Micajah Dudley, son of Samuel Dudley, a great-grandson of Samuel Dudley of Exeter, N. H., the eldest son of Gov. Thomas Dudley, the pilgrim of Plymouth, said to have been descended from the lineage of the earls of Leicester. Both Sybil Jones's parents and grandparents were Friends, and her grandfather and great-grandfather Dudley were preachers of fine talents and high character.

Ephraim Jones was a "noble man" and a strong character. He was often deeply lost in thought, to such an extent that many anecdotes are related of his absent-mindedness which are very amusing. He did not want in vigor of mind, and he was one of the marked men of the town. Some are still alive who remember him as he stood up at quarterly meeting and took his text, "If thou hast run with the footmen, and they have wearied thee, then how canst thou contend with horses? and if in the land of peace, wherein thou trustedst, they wearied thee, then how wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan?" He was a man who left a remembrance behind him, and the strength of his life has not been lost. His wife Susannah lived to the good old age of ninety-four, and was loved by all who saw her. "Grandmother Jewel" was her name in her old age. Eli's mother, who was nearly as old, was also named Susannah, and it was a memorable day for the grandchildren when these two grandmothers talked together of the olden time. "Grandmother Jewel" was very deaf, but otherwise she was a vigorous woman as long as she lived, and, ripe with years and blessed with the fruit of those years, she passed from this world a few months before her daughter.

It is told that when Eli Jones visited Sybil Jones with the purpose of asking her to become his life-companion, the latter, not suspecting the weight of his mission, took down the Bible to read a chapter, as was always customary in those days before visitors returned home. On this occasion Sybil Jones opened to the twentieth Psalm, beginning, "The Lord hear thee in the day of trouble; the name of the God of Jacob defend thee, send thee help from the sanctuary and strengthen thee out of Zion; remember all thy offerings and accept all thy burnt-sacrifices; grant thee according to thine own heart, and fulfil all thy counsel." The mission was accomplished successfully, and for forty years the lives of Eli and Sybil Jones were linked together by the bonds of deep and pure love, while their aims, longings, and desires were merged into the one purpose of showing to the world that there is a love which transcends all earthly affection, and that God's love is an unbroken canopy which shelters the races of the round globe. Herein was their love continually made more perfect. I may quote as applicable to them the beautiful words of Izaak Walton, written to express the regard between the saintly George Herbert and his wife: "For the eternal Lover of mankind made them happy in each other's mutual and equal affections and compliance; indeed, so happy that there never was any opposition betwixt them, unless it were a contest which should most incline to a compliance with the other's desires. And though this begot, and continued in them, such a mutual love and joy and content as was no way defective, yet this mutual content and love and joy did receive a daily augumentation by such daily obligingness to each other as still added such new affluences to the former fulness of these divine souls as was only improvable in heaven."

Sybil Jones was born at Brunswick, Me., in 1808. Her birthplace was very near the early home of Abel Jones. Only her youngest years were spent here, but she always had a love for her first home, and one of her early poems, written at about the age of twenty-one, speaks of it with fondness.

Her early life was spent at Augusta, "which was the birthplace of those deep religious impressions that formed the motive power of a life pre-eminently consecrated to the service of her Redeemer and the human race." She often felt that the sermons and exhortations to which she listened during her early years were not of such a nature as to bring her to a saving knowledge of the sacrifice and love of Christ. Perhaps too little care was taken in those days to fulfil the Lord's command, "Feed my lambs;" and it is possible that our Society would have been more strongly built up if those good men who preached zealously to edify the Church had done so more effectually by taking the little ones by the hand and pointing them to the Source of satisfying life.

A good Methodist minister at Augusta spoke kindly to Sybil Jones of her highest welfare, and she was very much helped and instructed by him in the way of life. She came to realize that she must be born again, and she accepted Christ, by whom alone she could become a child of God. Her love for the Methodists became very strong, and it was a most humiliating cross to her to obey her father's will that she should show her Quakerism by wearing a Friend's plain bonnet. There is a true anecdote which may properly be told, since it shows what her will was by nature, as we shall see later what power she had when it was in harmony with God's will. She was to attend China monthly meeting with her father, and he insisted that she should wear the "plain" bonnet. His request conflicted very much with her determination, but it was not possible to move him from his purpose. There was no course which could be taken to avoid wearing it, but she put it on bottom side up, and rode with it so from Augusta to China. But she fortunately saw and felt the simplicity and sincerity of Friends, as well as the spirituality of their faith, and she became firmly fixed in the belief that to be a true Quaker was to be a genuine Christian, a faithful follower of Jesus as he and his apostles marked out the road; and I must believe that if we all looked to the same source for light and guidance, and if we strove as earnestly to walk closely in His footsteps as she did, we should have little need of apologies and defences for our simple faith.

In 1824-25 she attended the Friends' School at Providence, and for the next eight years she was engaged in teaching. She felt a deep interest in all that concerned her pupils, and it was the beginning of her efforts to open to the eyes of the young a new world of knowledge, beauty, and truth. One who has taught with a heart in the work will never cease to look upon children with loving eyes; and they were always the especial objects of her regard irrespective of their race or color.

While still a teacher her father took her one day to attend Sidney monthly meeting, across the Kennebec River, about twelve miles from China. Lindley M. Hoag, then a young man, was at the meeting. He felt called to deliver a message to some one in the women's meeting, and an opportunity was given him to accomplish his purpose. He went to the women's side of the house and powerfully and clearly set forth the state of mind of some one present, and with prophetic words he pointed out the future course of this young Friend if she should be fully faithful to her inward promptings. Sybil Jones knew that he was laying open her heart, and she was much moved. When her gift as a minister was acknowledged, and she went out to hold meetings, she found Lindley Hoag present at the first one


OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
RUFUS M. JONES

ELI AND SIBYL
JONES, THEIR
LIFE AND WORK






OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





