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“ Here She Is, With Two Angels With Her.”

We quote the following experience from 4 Woman's
Life Work, written by the sainted Laura S. Haviland,
whose life was full of good works. She says:

I met on the street a sister White, who was much
distressed about her son, who was almost gone with
consumption, and yet was unwilling to see any minister
or religious person, to say anything to him about a
preparation for the change. ‘Do, please, go with me
now tosee my dying son Harvey. May be he'll listen
to you.”

I went to her house and found him too weak to talk
much. The mother introduced me as her friend who
had called on her. I took his emaciated hand and said,
“I see you are very-low and weak, and I do not wish to
worry you with talking, but you have but little hope of
being restored to health I should judge from your ap-
pearance.”

He turned his head on his pillow as he said, ““I can
never be any better—I can’t live.”

“Then your mind has been turned toward the
future, and may the enlightening influence of the Holy
Spirit lead you to the Great Physician of souls, who
knows every desire of the heart, and is able to save to
the uttermost, even at the eleventh hour.” I saw the
starting tear as he looked earnestly at me, while I was
still holding his feverish hand in mine. “Will it be too
much for you, in your weak condition, if I shouid read
to you a few of the words of our Lord and Savior?"

O no, I'd like to hear you.”

I opened to the fourteenth of John,and upon reading
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a few verses I saw that the impression made was deep-
ening, and asked if it would worry him too much if I
should spend a few moments in prayer.

“O no, I'd like to hear you pray.”

Placing my hand on his forehead, I implored divine
aid in leading this precious soul to the cleansing
fountain, and that his faith might increase, and in its
exercise be enabled to secure the pearl of great price.

As I arose from his bedside, he reached out both
hands for mine and said, 1 want you to come to-
morrow.” He wept freely; and I left with the burden
of that precious soul upon my heart.

The mother and sister, who were both professors
of religion, stood near the door weeping for joy over
the consent of the dear son and brother to listen to the
few words of reading and prayer.

The day following I met the sick man again, and as
soon as I entered his mother's room she said, “0, how
thankful to God we are for this visit to my poor boy!
He seems in almost constant prayer for mercy. Early
this morning he spoke of your coming to-day.”

As I entered hisroom he threw up both hands,
saying, ‘‘God will have mercy on poor me, won't He?”

“Most certainly,” I responded; ‘‘His word is nigh
thee, even in thy heart, and in thy mouth.”

“Do pray for me,” he requested.

Iread a few words from the Bible, and followed
with prayer, in which he joined with a few ejaculations.
Ileft him much more hopeful than on the previous day.

The next morning his sister came for me in great
haste, saying, ‘‘Brother Harvey wants to see you,
quick.”

It was not yet sunrise; but I hastened to obey the
message, as I supposed he was dying. Not a word
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passed between us until we reached her brother’s room.
Upon opening his door he exclaimed, ‘Glory, glory to
God, Mrs. Haviland! Come to me quick, I want to kiss
you; for God brought me out of darkness this morning
about the break of day. O hallelujah! Glory to Jesus!
He shed His blood for poor me; and I shouted louder
than I could talk for a good many days. O, how I wish
I had strength to tell everybody thatIam happier in
one minute than I ever was in all my life put to-
gether!”

He became quite exhausted in shouting and talking
and I advised him to rest now in the arms of the
beloved Savior.

“Yes, I am in His arms. Glory to His name for
what He has done for me! I want you to see my cousin
George; he issick and not able to come to see me to-day.”

I told him I would within a few days, and left him,
with his cup of salvation overflowing.

About two hours before he died he looked at his
mother, smiling, and said, ‘“There’'s Mary; don't you see
her, standing at the foot of my bed?”

*No, my son, mother don’t see her.”

“0, how beautiful she looks! It seems as if you
must see her,” and he looked very earnestly at the
object. ‘‘There, she’'s gone now.” Fifteen minutes
before he breathed his last, he said, ‘““Here she is again,
and so beautiful! Mother, can’t you see her?”

¢‘No, son, I can’t see her.”

“‘Beautiful, beautiful she is. There, she's gone
again.” Just as the soul took its flight, he upraised
both hands, with a smile,and said, ¢‘Here she is, with two
angels with her. They've come for me’; and the hands
dropped as the breath left him, with the smile retained
on his countenance.
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The sister Mary, that died a number of years pre-
viously, was about four years old; and his mother told
me she had not heard her name mentioned in the family
for months before Harvey's death.

“ 0O Ma, the Lord is Here and I Have the
Victory.”

Beulah Blackman was a girl of unusual loveliness
of person and character. As a school teacher, she held
up the light of apure and holy life, often bringing
persecution upon herself by her unyielding adherence
to the principles of Christianity and righteousness.
The writer has seen her while under the pressure of
severe criticism with tears streaming down ber face as
with a smile she said, ““This is good for me!” Heraim
inliving was to do good, to ‘‘rescue the perishing” and
uplift the downcast.

She was married in the summer of 1897 to Lewis
Leonard, but on the following Haster Sunday—the
resurrection day—her pure spirit took its flight to be
forever with the Lord.

For months before she died, she was unable to get
to the house of God,but she had her ‘‘Dethel”; her little
red Bible was always near her, and the young girls
who aided her in her housework received advice and
admonitions which they will remember while life lasts.

We were called to her home on Saturday evening,
and as we entered the room she held up her hands for
loving greeting as she said, <O, ma, the Lord is here
and I have the victory.” As the Spirit came upon her,
she laughed and cried as we praised God together.

Upon the arrival of the doctor, she told him that a
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greater Physician than he had been there and encour-
aged her so much. As he was not a Christian, she said
to him, “You don't understand it.”

All through the long night she manifested such
patient endurance, with now and then a word for Jesus,
in Whom we all knew she trusted. As her strength
failed, she said again, ‘I am so glad I have the Lord.”

As morning broke bright and beautiful, she wel-
comed her infant son into the world, ‘‘with only time for
one long kiss and then to leave him motherless.”

Her heart, naturally weak, failed, and she appeared
to be paralyzed. An effort was made to arouse her so
that she could look again at her babe, but she could
neither move nor speak. Her husband begged of her
to speak once more, and failing to do that, he asked her
to smile if she still knew him, which she did, and as he
frissed the dear pale lips they parted in an effort to
return the demonstration of love. Then, like a weary
child going to sleep in its mother’s arms, she leaned her
head on Jesus’ breast and breathed her life out sweetly
there.

Whilo we wept she lifted her eyes upward and
gazed an instant as if surprised, then smile after smile
illuminated her face, showing plainly that fullness of
joy was certain. A holy influence filled the room:.
There was no terror there. There seemed to be angelic
visitors waiting to conduct her home. Tears were
dried. It seemed as if the gates of heaven were ajar
and a glimpse of the glory which awaits the faithful
was given to mortals. A moment more and all was
over. A look of peaceful victory rested on the lovely
features. Truly God is our Father. He is love.—
Written for this work by Mrs. Anna M. Leonard, Manton,
mich.
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¢ Murder ! Murder! Murder!®

When Mr. R——, from Baltimore, was seized with
cholera, he sent for me to come and see him, and said
to me when I entered his room, ‘“My wife, who isa
Christian woman, has been writing me ever sincel
came here to make your acquaintance and attend your
church, but 1 have not done it ; and what is worse, L
am about to leave the world without a preparation to
meet God.” He was as noble-looking a man as could
be found in a thousand, and knowing many of his
friends in Baltimore I felt the greatest possible sym-
pathy for him my soul loved him and I determined, if
possible, to contest the devil’'s claim on him to the last
moment of his life.  But he was in despair, and after
laboring with him about an hour, in urging him to try
to fix his mind on some precious promise of the Bible,
he said:

“There is but one passage in the Bible that I can
call to mind,and that haunts me. I can think of nothing
else, for it exactly suits my case: ‘He that, being often
reproved, hardeneth his heart, shall suddenly be de-
stroyed, and that without remedy.’ Mr. Taylor,” con-
tinued he, “‘it's no use to talk to me, or to try todo
anythmg further; Iam that man, and my doom is fixed.”

The next day when I entered his room he said to a
couple of young men present, ‘‘Go out, boys, I want to
talk to Mr Taylor.” Then he said, ‘I have no hope,
my doom is fixed; but, for the warning of others, I want
to tell you something that occurred a few months ago.
I was then in health, and doing a good business, and a
man said to me, ‘Dick, how would you like to have &
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clerkship? and I replied, ‘I wouldn't have a clerkship
under Jesus Christ.” Now, sir, that is the way I treated
Christ when I thought I did not need Him: and now
when I'm dying, and can do no better for this life, it's
presumption to offer myself to Him. It is no use; He
won’'t have me.”

Nothing that I could say seemed to have any cffect
toward changing his mind. A few hours afterward,
when he felt the icy grasp of death upon his heart, he
cried, ‘‘Boys, help me out of this place!”

“O no, Dick, youre too sick; we cannot help you
up' »

“0 do help me up: I can’t lie here.”

QO Dick, don't exert yourself so; you’ll hasten your
death.”

“‘Boys,” said the poor fellow, ‘‘if you don’t help me
up, I'll ery Murder!” and with that he cried at the top
of his voice, which was yet strong and clear, ‘“Murder!
murder! murder!” till life's tide ebbed out, and his voice
was hushed in death. How dreadful the hazard of
postponing the business of life, the great object for
which life is given, to the hour when heart and flesh
are failing'!—California Life Illustrated.

¢«“ My Heaven! Heaven—Glory!?”

Mrs. Dorcas Eskridge, of Blue Grove, Texas, writes
us as follows:

My father, Willison Foster, who was a licensed
exhorter in the M. E. Church South, died near Chico,
Texas, April 2, 1887, aged seventy-one years. He was
one of the purest Christians I ever knew, was often
made happy in a Savior's love and died shouting. His
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last words were, “My heaven! Heaven! Glory!” I
had often heard him remark that he did not believe that
the dying saints ever saw departed spirits, while dying.
I believed they did. To satisfy myself on this subject,
I made the request during his sickness that if he came
to die and should see spirits near him, that he would
raise his hand in token that he saw them, if he was
unable {o speak. Sure enough, just before conscious-
ness left him, he raised his right hand and pointed
upward. I do praise the Lord for the dying testimony
of one in whom I had so much confidence. Dear,
precious one! My mother also went home shouting.

Frances Ridley Havergal—‘“ There Now, It is
All Over! Blessed Rest.”

This holy woman of God was born at Astley, Eng-
land, Dec. 14, 1836. She was the youngest daughter of
Rev. Wm. H. and Jane Havergal. Her father was a
distinguished minister of the Episcopal Church. She
was baptized in Astley Church by Rev. John Cawood,
Jan. 25, 1837. She bore the name of Ridley in memory
of the godly and learned Bishop Ridley, who was one
of the noble army of martyrs. Many have been greatly
helped by her writings in prose and verse.

She was translated to heaven from Caswell Bay,
England, June 3, 1879. A short time before her death
she spoke to her sister Ellen and said, “I should have
liked my death to be like Samson’s, doing more for
God’s glory than by my life; but He wills it otherwise.”

Ellen replied, ¢*St. Paul said, ‘The will of the Lord
be done,’ and, ‘Let Christ be magnified, whether by my
life or by my death.’”



SAVED AND UNSAVED. 157

I think it was then my beloved sister whispered,
“Let my own text, ‘The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son,
cleanseth us from all sin,” be on my tomb; all the verse
if there is room.”

She said to her sister, I do not know what God
means by it, but no new thoughts for poems or books
come to me now.”’ At another time she said, ¢Spite
the breakers, Marie, I am so happy; God's promises are
so true. Not a fear.” When the doctor bid her good-
by and told her that he really thought she was going,
she said, ‘“Beautiful, too good to be true! Splendid to
be so near the giate of heaven! So beautiful to go!”

The Vicar of Swansea said to her, ‘“You have
talked and written a good deal about the King, and you
will soon see Him in His beauty. Is Jesus with you
now?"”

*Of course,” she replied; *‘it is splendid! I thought
He would have left me here a long while; but He is so
good to take me now.” At another time she said, “*Oh,
I want all of you to speak bright, bright words about
Jesus, oh, do, do! It is all perfect peace, I am  only
waiting for Jesus to take me in.”

Afterward she sang the following stanza:

© Jesus, [ will trust Theo,
Trust Thee with my soul:
Guilty. lost and helpless,
Tuou hast made me whole:
There is none in heaven,
Or on carth like Thee:
Thou hast died for sinners,
‘t'hou hast died for me,"

The parting scene is graphically described as
follows:

“There came a terrible rush of convulsive sickness;
it ceased, the nurse gently assisting her. She nestled
down in the pillows, folded her hands on her breast,
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saying, ‘There, now it's all over. Blessed rest?!

“And now she looked up steadfastly as if she saw
the Lord; and, surely, nothing less heavenly could have
reflected such a glorious radiance upon her face. For
ten minutes we watched that almost visible meeting
with her King, and her countenance was so glad, as if
she were already talking to Him. Then she tried to
sing; but after one sweet, highnote, ‘He——," her voice
failed; and, as her brother commended her soul into her
Redeemer’s hand, she passed away. Our precious sister
was gone—satisfied—glorified—within the palace of her
King'!'—Life of Frances R. Havergal.

An Infidel’s Life Spared a Few Days.

“During the summer of 1862, I became acquainted
with a Mr. A——, who professed infidelity, and who
was, I think, as near an atheist as any I ever met. I
held several conversations with him on the subject of
religion, but could not seem to make any impression on
his mind, and when a point was pressed strongly he
would become angry.

“In the fall he was taken ill and seemed to go into
a rapid decline. I, with others, sought kindly and
prayerfully to turn his mind to his need of a Savior,but
only met with rebuffs. AsIsaw that his end was
drawing near, one day I pressed the importance of
preparing to meet God, when he became angry and said
I need not trouble myself any more about his soul, as
there was no God, the Bible was a fable, and when we
die that is the last of us, and was unwilling that I
should pray with him. I left him, feeling very sad.

“Some four weeks after, on New Year's morning,
I awoke with the impression that I should go and see
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Mr. A——, and I could not get rid of that impression;
50, about nine o’clock, I went to see him, and as I ap-
proached the house I saw the two doctors, who had
been holding a consultation, leaving. When I rang the
bell, his sister-in-law opened the door for me, and ex-
claimed, ‘Oh!'Iam so glad you have come; John is
dying. The doctors say he cannot possibly live above
two hours, and probably not one.” When I went up to
his room, he sat bolstertd up in a chair, and appeared
to have fallen into a doze. I sat down about five feet
from him, and when in about two minutes he opened
his eyes and saw me,he started up, with agony pictured
on his face and in the tones of his voice, and exclaimed,
‘O! Mr. P——, I am not prepared to die; there is a God;
the Bible is true! O, pray for me! pray God to spare
me & few days till I shall know I am saved!

“These words were uttered with the intensest
emotion, while his whole physical frame quivered
through the intense agony of his soul. I replied in
effect that Jesus was a great Savior, able and willing to
save all who would come unto Him, even at the eleventh
hour, as He did the thief on the cross.

“When I was about to pray with him, he again
entreated me to pray vspecially that God would spare
him a few days, till he might have the evidences of his
salvation. In prayer I seemed to have great assurance
of his salvation and asked God to give us the evidence
of his salvation by granting him a few more daysin
this world. Several others joined in praying God to
spare him a few days, till he should give evidence of
being saved.

“Icalled again in the evening; he seemed even
stronger than in the morning, and his mind was seeking
the truth. The nex?aay.as 1 entered, his face expressed
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the fact that peace and joy had taken the place of fear
and anxiety. He was spared some five days, giving
very clear evidence that he had passed from death to
life. His case was a great mystery to the doctors.
They could not understand how he lived so long: but
his friends, who had been praying for him, all believed
it was in direct answer to prayer.”’— Wonders of Prayer.

“You Will Let Me Die and Go to Hell Before
You Will Suffer a Negro to Pray For Me.”

A Mr. H , @ wealthy planter in South Carolina
about forty years since, came to the dying hour. He
had made this world his god, and used his influence and
money against the religion of the Bible. When the last
hour came, he felt that he was a ruined man and re-
quested his wife, who was as sinful as he, to pray for
him. Her reply was, “I can't do it. I don't know how.

Inever prayed in my life.” ‘Well,” said he, “‘send for
one who is a Christian to pray for me.” She replied,
“For whom shall I send?”’ “‘Send at once,” said he,

“‘for Harry, the coachman; he is a man of God.” ¢No,”
she replied, ‘I'll never do that. It would be an ever-
lasting disgrace to have a negro pray for you in your
house.”

““Then you will let me die and go to hell before you
will suffer a negro to pray for me!” And she did.—
Writlen for this book by Rev. E. Q. Murrah.

What a multitude are kept from coming to God by
their pride and by the pride of other friends! ‘‘Pride
goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit oefore a
fall.”” (Prov. 16:18.)
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s Mother, I'm Going to Jesus, And He’s Here
in This Room, All Around Me.”

The noted evangelist, Rev. E. P. Hammond, sends
us this touching experience:

A lady from Brooklyn, New York, has just sent me
a most touching story about a little cousin of hers, only
nine years old. I could scarcely keep the tears from
my eyes while reading it.

This little boy's praying mother had been called to
part with five of her children. This, her youngest, she
dearly loved, and when he showed signs of having
learned to trust and love the dear Jesus, she loved him
all the more.

I will let you read a part of this kind lady’s letter,
just as it was read to me:

“One Sunday evening, last spring, he was left
alone with his sister, whose husband had died a few
weeks before. After endeavoring to comfort her in
various ways, he suddenly said, ‘Sister, have you heard
me tell a lie for a long time? Iused to tell a great
many, but I don't think I have now for six months, and
I don't think God will let me tell any more; I don’t want
ever to do another wrong thing.” When he went to
bed that night, she heard him pray that God would soon
make him fit for those mansions that eye had not seen,
nor ear heard about.

“On Thursday of that week he went with two little
boys to get some fireworks, that he might ‘amuse sister’
on the fourth of July. The railway train was going
very slowly upa long hill, and for amusement the
boys stepped off the back platform and on to the front
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one, when Charley slipped, and the wheel of the car-
riage passed directly over his hip, crushing the bone to
powder. He uttered one scream, and then never
complained again; but when a policeman was lifting
bim from his dreadful position, he opened his eyes and
said, ‘Don’t blame anybody; it was my fault. But tell
my mother I'm going right to my Savior.’

“‘The rough policeman in telling of this said, ‘We
all felt that there must be some reality in that boy’s
religion.” He gave his name and residence while they
were carrying him to the hospital. The sad news was
told to his mother by two little street children, who
expressed it in these terms: ‘Does Charley H— live
here? Well, he's smashed.” She followed the children
and literally tracked her child by his blood to the
hospital. When she entered the room where he lay, he
opened his eyes and said, ‘Mother, I'm going to Jesus,
and He's here in this room, all around@ me. Oh, I love
Him so much! Don't let them cut off my leg; but, if
they do, never mind—it won't hurt me as much as Jesus
was hurt.” When his father arrived, he looked up and
said, ‘Papa, I am going to my Savior; tell my brother
Eddy if he feels lonely now, because he has no brother,
to learn to love Jesus, and He will be his brother, and
love him-so much.” These were the last words he said,
for in about two hours he bled to death. The hospital
nurse said, as she closed his eyes, ‘He has gone to that
Savior he talked so much about, and I will try to love
Him too.” When his mother returned to her home, her
only words were, ‘The Lord has taken my Charley.
though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him.’”

Little Charley was very fond of the sweet hymns
he had learned. Though he was but nine years old, he
loved the Sunday school,where he heard so much about
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how Jesus died on the cross that our sins might all be
washed away, and we be taken home to heaven to live
with Him for ever.

T Am Ready! I Am Coming!”

The noted evangelist, Rev. E. P. Hammond, sends
us this touching experience:

At a time when a great many little children were
seeking the precious Savior, the following lines were
handed to me. I am sure they will interest every little
reader.

I must tell you the story about this dear ‘‘child
angel.” She lived near Barnet, where I think she
learned to love the Savior. She used to learn little
hymns about Jesus. Before she was five years old, she
grew very sick. But though she could hardly speak,
she was often heard lisping sweet hymns about Jesus.
Only an hour before she died, she rose up and asked
for her best clothes; ‘“for,” she said, *‘I am going along
journey.” She then walked up and down the floor of
her room repeating the hymn, “‘Gentle Jesus.” She
soon grew very weak and had to be put into bed. After
lying there awhile, she raised herself a little and turn-
ing to the wall lifted up her hands, as if she saw some
one in the distance, and repeated, again and again, ‘I
am ready' Iam coming!’ till her sweet voice was
hushed in the silence of death, and she was led by Him
who carries the lambs in His bosom, to the mansions
above.
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“I Have Given My Immortality For Gold.”

About fifty years since, there died in Middle,
Georgia, a Mr. F He began in his early man-
hood to lay up riches upon earth, and having labored
to this end for forty years, came to the dying hour.

Just before his final departure he called his wife to
his bedside and said, ““I would rather lie on that bed of
couls (pointing to the grate) and broil for one million
years than go into eternity with the eternal horrors
that hang over my soul! I have given my immortality
for gold! I have enough of the sordid stuff to make
you a horse block upon which to mount your horse, and
its weight sinks me into an endless, hopeless, helpless
hell!”

In those days horse-back riding was very common
and to enable people to mount with ease they had what
was called horse-blocks, made of the body of a torest
tree, about two feet high, with a step on one side mid-
way between the bottom and top. To this the dying
man alluded.—Written for this work by Rev. E. Q.
Murrah.

““And He said unto them, Take heed, and beware of
covetousness: for a man's life consisteth uot in the
abundance of the things which he possesseth. And He
spake a parable unto them, saying, The ground of a
certain rich man brought forth plentifully: and he
thought within hiwself, saying, What shall I do,
because I have no room where to bestow my fruits?
And he said, This will I do: I will pull down my barns,
and build greater; and there will I bestow all my fruits
and my goods. And I will say to my soul, Soul, thou
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hast much goods laid up for many years; take.thine
ease,-eat, drink and be merry. But God said unto him,
Thou fool! this night thy soul shall be required of thee:
then whose shall those things be, .which thou hast
provided? Sois he that layeth up treasure for himself,
and is not rich toward God.” (Luke 12:15-21.)

Bishop Haven’s Last Words—¢There Is No
River Here, It Is All Beautiful!”

This sainte? bishop of the Methodist Church
entered his episcopal office in 1872, One of his biogra-
phers says, ‘“‘He was the most intense man of his
generation.” He could not rest night or day unless he
saw the work of God prospering. His rest was in the
Lord's work. ‘‘There remaineth therefore a rest to the
people of God. TIFor he that is entered into his rest, he
also hath ceased from his own works, as God did from
His.” He was a very affectionate man. We read ‘‘that
he mourned the death of his wife so intensely that he
would spend whole nights at her grave in tears and
groans.” ¢I will lay my head in her lap for a thousand
years in heaven and rest it,” said he in a time of longing
and accusation. In theend of 1879 a medical man of
Cincinnati pronounced him suddenly worn out, and he
hastened to his family home at Melden, Mass., to die.
Crowds of friends came and his last days were a con-
tinual levee. He died in glorious peace, Jan. 3, 1880.
In his lust moments he said to his physician, “‘Good
night, doctor! When we meet again it will be good
morning!” His last words were, ‘‘There is no river
here! All is beantiful.”
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An Infidels Last Words—¢«Hell and Damna-
tion.”

An aged and rebellious infidel died in Freedom, a
few years ago. Whilst he lay sick he refused any
Christian the privilege of talking with him on religious
subjects. Shortly before he died he started suddenly
up in his bed, screaming, ‘“The devils are come, the
devils are come, keep them off me!” and then fell into a
swoon. Just before he died he seemed to summon all
his strength, rose up in his bed, shouted ‘‘Hell and
damnation, hell and damnation!” fell back, choked,
strangled and died.—Rev. Thos. Graham.

Last Words of Dr. Wakeley—¢ I Shall Not Be a
Stranger in Heaven.”

The death-scene was in harmony with his life-
experience. Taken suddenly and violently ill, he was
composed amid his acute sufferings, and without alarm
as to the issue. When his physicians informed him
they had no hope of his recovery, he received the
information without agitation and continued tranquil
and happy. I have seen many Christians die happily,
but I never witnessed such perfect naturalness. He
conversed and acted in the same manner, with the same
tone of voice, the same pleasant countenance, and the
same cheerful spirit which characterized him in health.
In his sickness, from first to last, everything he said
and did was perfectly Wakeleyan. It really did not
seem like a death-scene. It appeared more like the
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breaking of morning and the advancing of day than the
approach of evening and the gathering of the night
shadows.

At my first interview with him he said, ‘“The
doctors tell me there is no hope of my recovery; but I
can say with Paul, ‘I am now ready to be offered, and
the time of my departure is at hand; I have fought a
good fight; I have (almost) finished my course; I have
kept the faith.’ I see my crown and mansion and in-
heritance.” 1 said to him, ‘“Yes, but you must die to
possess them.” He instantly responded:

‘* By death I shall escape from death,
And life eternal gain.”

At another time he said, ‘I have fought long,
fought honorably, fought heroically, fought success-
fully, fought for God, fought for Jesus, fought for
Methodism, fought for Christianity. I have not gained
all I wished; but, through Christ, I have taken great
spoils.”

He quoted, “‘I am the resurrection and the life. He
that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he
live; and whosoever liveth and believeth in Me shall
never die.” Looking at me very earnestly, he said,
“Believest thou this?” Isaid, ‘“With all my heart.”
He responded, with much emotion, ‘“So do I.” Lifting
up his hand, he said,

‘ The Head that once was crowned with thorns
1s ¢crowned with glory now;
A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Conqueror's brow."

““The spiritual kingdom of Christ in the earth is a
mighty one. It must be set up in all the earth. It will
over all prevail.”

A few hours before his exit I said to him, “What
shall I say to your brethren in the ministry from you?”
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“Preach the Word; be instant in season, out of season;
reprove, rebuke, exhort, with all long-suffering and
doctrine”; repeating the words ‘‘with all long-suffering”
three times. After a few moment's rest, he added,
‘‘Tell them what Peter says, ‘If any man speak, let him
speak as the oracles of God; if any man minister, let
him do it as of the ability which God giveth, that God
in all things may be glorified, through Jesus Christ, to
Whom be praise and dominion for ever and ever.
Amen.'"”

After a moment's rest, while panting for breath, he
added, ‘“Tell them to preach the old gospel; we want
no new one. The old gospel is to save the world; it
can't be improved. One might as well attempt to
improve a ray of sunshine while vivifying a flower.
The grand old gospel forever!” After a short pause, to
take breath, he said, “Tell them to go where they are
sent.”

Speaking of his whole case, all the interests in-
volved in his demise, he said, ‘I leave all with God. I
want it distinctly understood, I do so without any fear,
without any cowardice, without any alarm; I do it with
the boldness of an old soldier, and with the calmness of
a saint.”

He said, ‘“They will inquire in the morning, ‘Is
Brother Wakely dead? Dead? No! Tell them heis
better, and alive for evermore.” 1 said, ““Yes, and a
higher and nobler life.” He replied, ‘‘Wonderfully
enlarged! Oh, wonderfully enlarged!”

“Let me have g little plot in the quiet cemetery,
and let me sleep there until the great rising day.”

“I know the old ship. The Pilot knows me well.
He will take me safe into port. Heavenly breezes
already fan my cheeks.”
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«I shall not be a stranger in heaven. Iam well
known up there.”

“Like Bunyan, I see a grveat multitude with white
robes, aud I long to be with them. To depart and be
with Christ is far better.”

“When you go to the grave, don't go weeping.
Death hath no sting. The grave hath no terror.
Eternity hath no darkness. Sing at my funeral,

‘Rejoice tor a brother deceased ;
Our loss is his gain.’

For many years neither death nor the grave had any
terrors for me.”

“Hark! hark! hear ye not the song? Victory is
ours. There is great rejoicing in heaven. Roll open,
ye golden gates, and letmy car go through! I must wait
until the death-angel descends ” Soon the death-angel
came. The silver cord was loosed, the golden bowl was
broken, and his freed spirit ascended to glory and to
God.—Bishop Janes.

He Clinched His Teeth While He Cried “Hell,
ITell, Hell!”

Near L——— lived P—— K——, talented and
wealthy, buta bater of God. of the Lord Jesus Christ
and of the Holy Bible. He talked, lectured and pub-
lished books and tracts against the Savior and the
sacred scriptures, circulating them freely wherever he
could. His influence for evil had been very greatin all
that country for years.

From a near neighbor and from members of his
household the following facts are learned concerning
his death:

His death-bed beggared description. Ha elinched
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his teeth, and blood spurted from his nostrils while he
cried “‘Hell! Hell!! Hell'!!" with a terror that no pen
can describe. A neighbor declared that he heard hima
quarter of a mile away. His family could not endure
the agony of that death-bed scene. They fled to an
adjoining wood across the road, and there remained
among the trees until all became quiet at home. One
by one they ventured back, to find the husband and
father cold in death. He literally had been left to die
alone, abandoned of God and of man.— Written for this
work by Milburn Merrill, Denver, Colorado.

The Last Words of a Mother and Child

Through the kindness of L. B. Balliett, M. D., of
Allentown, Penn., we furnish our readers with this
touching incident:

Little Mary was an attendant of an industrial
school in New York City. In her last moments she
sang, ‘‘Come to Jesus,” when the angels carried her to
heaven.

Two years after the mother died. As death drew
near she cxclaimed, “Don’t you hear my child singing?
She is singing the same sweet song, ‘Come to Jesus,’
that she learned at school.”

Dying Testimony of Cardinal Wolsey.

Thomas Wolsey, a distinguished person in thereign
of Henry VIII., was born in the year 1471; and it is said
he was the son of a butcher at Ipswich. Being made
chaplain to the king, he had great opportunities of
gaining his favor; to obtain which he practised all the
arts of obsequivusness. Having gradually acquired an
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entire ascendency over the mind of Henry, he success-
ively obtainéd several bishoprics, and at length was
made archbishop of York, lord high chancellor of
England and prime minister, and was for several years
the arbiter of Europe. The emperor, Charles the fifth,
and the French king, Francis the first, courted his
interest and loaded him with favors. As his revenues
were immense and his icfluence unbounded, his pride
and ostentation were carried to the greatest height. He
had eight hundred servants, amongst whom were nine
or ten lords, tifteen knights and forty esquires.

From this great height of power and splendor he
was suddenly precipitated into rvin. His ambition to
be pope, his pride, his exactions and his opposition to
Heunry's divorce occasioned his disgrace. This sad
reverse so affected his mind as to bring on a severe
illness, which soon put a period to his days. A short
time before he left the world, the review of his life and
a consciousness of the misapplication of his time and
talents drew from him this sorrowful declaration:
“Had I but served God as diligently as I have served
the king, He would not have given me over in my gray
hairs. But this is the just reward that I must receive
for my inccssant pains and study, not regarding my
service to God, but only to my prince.”—Power of Re-
ligion.

“The Angels Say There Is Plenty of Room
Up There.”

Sister Kate H. Booth, of Buffalo, N. Y., sends us
the account of her sister’s happy death. She says:

My sister was n devoted: Christian. To show the
depth of her piety, we quote from her diary:
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“Friday, Aug. 22, 1879—I consecrated myself anew
to follow God. The fire came down and cousumed the
sacrifice. All was put on the altar and remains there.

Tuesday, Aug. 26—1 received such a baptism as ]
never received before, and to-day I say,‘Anyway,Jesus,
only glorify Thyself.’

Glve Joy or grief, give ease or paln,
Take ilfe or friends away,
But let me find them all agalin,
In that eternal day.’
Sudden death would be sudden glory.”

She was constantly praising the Lord for His
mercy and grace. She was thankful for every kindness
shown. Some of her expressions were: “It's all right,
it is all clear, death has lost its sling, almost there.”

One evening while the sun was setting and the
autumn leaves were tinged with a golden hue, she said,
“Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow
of death I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me. Thy
rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.”

She had a vision of the unseen world. While her
face was radiant with a divine halo, and it scemed as
though she was about to leave us, I called, ‘‘Oh, Jennie,
what are your last words®" She revived and said, “‘Be
true: but what made you call me back?®” I said, “What
did you see?”’ She replied, “It's all vight there,” and
waved her hand in token of victory.

During her illness she would express the desire
that she might retain her consciousuness to the last, and
ske requested the members of her fumily to pray that
her wish might be fultilled. She did not want themn to
give up praying till the answer came.

Her desire was granted.  In full possession of her
faculties she came to the river brink. She would say.
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*Labor is rest. and pain is sweet,
If Thou, my God. art here."”

She asked me to read the hymn commencing,

“ How hlest the righteous when he dies.””

She thought it was so beautiful that she requested it to
be sung at her funeral. On Tuesday night she said,
“It is a hard struggle to-night, but a glorious victory
to-morrow.” Wednesday was her last day on earth;a
bright and glorious one, for she felt she was soon to
enter into the presence of her Lord. It was the first of
October and her father's birthday. In the evening, an
hour or two before her departure, the doctor came in
and she looked up at him with a smile and said, ‘‘Doc-
tor, how am I?" The tears were coursing down his
cheeks, when she said, ‘‘The angels say there is plenty
of room up there.” Thus she neared the crossing.

Thomas Paine’s Dying Words—¢ My God, My
God, Why Hast Thou Forsaken Me??”

Thomas Paine was born at Thedford, England, in
1737. He is widely known by his connection with the
American and French revolutions and by his infidel
writings.

In 1791 he published his work, entitled, The Rights
of Man. 1In 1793, while in a IFFrench prison, he wrote his
famous work, The Age of Reason, against atheism and
against Christianity and in favor of deism. In 1802 he
returned to the United States, where he died in 1809.
We take the following from Farrar's Critical History of
Free Thought:

“In Paine, who wrote in France in the midst of the
French convention, we meet a reproduction of the spirit
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of early English deism, animated by the political
exasperation which had characterized the French. His
doctrines come from English deism; his bitterness from
Voltaire; his politics from Rousseau. To Paine are
due the socialistic schemes of Owen, which in some
respects seem to be derived by direct lineage from him,
also the expression of unbelief in the poetry of Byron
and Shelley. * * * During the session of the French
Convention, Paine composed his infidel work, dge of
Reason, by which his name has gained an unenviable
notoriety; and after the alteration of political circum-
stances in IFrance he returned to America and there
dragged out a miserable existence, indebted in his last
illness for acts of charity to disciples of the very re-
ligion that he had opposed.”

Again we quote from M Illvaine's Evidences:

“Paine’s first wife is said to have died by ill usage.
His second was rendered so miserable by neglect and
unkindness that they separated by mutual agreement.
His third companion, not his wife, was the victim of
his seduction while he lived upon the hospitality of her
husband. Holding a place in the excise of England,
Paine was dismissed for irregularity; restored and dis-
missed again for fraud without recovery. Unable to
get employment where he was known, he caine to this
country,commenced as a politician,and pretended tosome
faith in Christianity. Congress gave him an office,from
which, being soou found guilty of a breach of trust, he
resigned in disgrace. The French revolution allured
hi to France. Habits of intoxication made hima
disagreeable inmate in the American minister’s house,
where out of compassion he had been received as a
guest. During all this time, his life was a compound
of ingratitude and perfidy of hypocrisy and avarice, of
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lewdness and adultery. In June, 1809, the: poor crea
ture died in this country.”

The Roman Catholic bishop Fenwick says: ‘A
short time before Paine died I was sent for by him.
He was prompted to do this by a poor Catholic woman
who went to see him in his sickness and who told him
if anybody could do him any good it was a Catholic
priest. I was accompanied by F. Kohlmann, an inti-
mate friend. We found him at a house in Greenwich
(now Greenwich street, New York), where he lodged.
A decent-looking elderly woman came to the door and
inquired whether we were the Catholic priests, ‘for,’
said she, ‘Mr. Paine has been so much annoyed of late
by other denominations calling upon him that he has
left express orders to admit no one but the clergymen
of the Catholic Church.” Upon informing her who we
were, she opened the door and showed us into the
parlor. * * * ‘Gentlemen,’ said the iady, ‘I really wish
you may succeed with Mr. Paine, for he is laboring
under great distress of mind ever since he was told by
his physician that he cannot possibly live and must die
shortly. He is truly to be pitied. His cries when left
alone are heart rending. ‘O Lord, help me!" he will
exclaim during his paroxysms of distress; ‘‘God, help
me! Jesus Christ, help me!"—repeating these expres-
sions in a tone of voice that would alarm the house.
Sometimes he will say, O God! what have I done to
suffer so mueh?” Then shortly after, *“But there is no
God”; and then again, ‘“Yet if there should be, what
would become of me hercafter?’ Thus he will continue
for some time, when, on a sudden, he will scream as if
in terror and agony, and call for me by my name. On
one occasion I inquired what he wanted. “Stay with
me,” he replied, *‘for God's sake! for I cannot bear to
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be left alone.” I told him Icould not always be in the
room. “Then,” said he, ‘‘send even a child to stay
with me, for it is a hell to be alone.” ‘I naver saw,’ she
continued, ‘a more unhappy, a more forsaken man. It
seems he cannot reconcile himself to die” Such was
the conversation of the woman, who was a Protestant,
and who secemed very desirous that we should afford
him some relicf in a state bordering ou complete de-
spair. Having remained some time in theparlor, we at
length heard a noise in the adjoining room. We pro-
posed to enter, which was assented to by the woman,
who opened the door for us. A more wretched being
in appearance I never beheld. He was lying in a bed
sufficiently decent in. itself, but at present besmeared
with filth; his look was that cf & man greatly tortured
in mind, his eyes haggard, his countenance forbidding,
and his whole appearance that of one whose better
days had been but one continued scene of debauch. His
only nourishment was milk punch,in which he indulged
to the full extent of his weak state. He had partaken
very recently of it, as the sides and corners of his
mouth exhibited very unequivocal traces of it, as well
as of blood which had also followed in the track and
left its mark on the pillow. Upon their making known
the object of their visit, Paine interrupted the speaker
by saying, ‘That’'s enough, sir, that's enough. 1see
what you would be about. I wish to hear no more from
you, sir; my mind is made up on that subject. 1look
upon the whole of the Christian scheme Lo be a tissue
of lies, and Jesus Christ to be nothing more thana
cunnming knave and impostor. Away with you, and
your God, too! leave tne room instantly! All that you
have uttered are lies, filthy ities, and if I had a little
more time I would prove it, as I did about your impos-
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tor, Jesus Christ.” Among the last utterances that fell
upon the ears of the attendants of this dying infidel,
and which have been recorded in history, were the
words, ‘My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken
me?" "

« Look At The Little Children; O Ma, I Must
Go!”

Through the kindness of Mrs. T. W. Roberts, of
East Nashville, Tenn., we furnish our readers with the
following:

My little sister, Minnie Chatham, was born in 1861
and died in the spring of 1873, aged twelve years.

During her sickness, which lasted for two weeks,
she was a great sufferer, Our father and mother were
with her constantiy night and day during her illness.

Minnie was always of a sweet, gentle and religious
nature. She dearly loved her Sabbath school and
teachers and was always present when her health would
permit. Her constant prayer was, “O God, give me a
new heart.” Sometimes her older friends would say to
Ler, “Why, Minnie, you are a good little girl, you don't
necd to pray for a new heart”; and she would reply,
“Yes 1 do, there is none good, we are all sinners.”

One day during her illness, with the consent of her
pareuts, she managed to get out of her little bed and
kneel down at the foot-board on the fioor. With her
hands clasped and eyes lifted toward heaven, she
prayed the most earnest prayer that I have ever heard.
Her petitions were, O Lord, give me a new heart,”
after which she repeated the Lord's Prayer through.
She then arose,clapped her hands and said, ‘‘Oh,Iamso
happy!” Returning to her bed, she lay down and was
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as peaceful and quiet as though she had never experi-
enced any pain. Her mother had told her that Jesus
cov’ . ease her pain, so often when she was suffering
you might have seen her little hands clasped in prayer.
Sometimes she would sing a verse or two of her Sunday
school songs that she loved so well. She called for her
Testament and Sunday school papers, which she placed
under her pillow and kept there until she died. Shortly
before she breathed her last she sat up in her bed and
said, ‘‘The angels have come for me, I must go! They
are at the door waiting for me. Do, ma, let me go!
Why doyou want to keep me here in this wicked world?
I would not want to stay here for anything.” And then
she looked up toward heaven and continued, ‘‘Look at
the little children! O ma, I must go! I would not
want to do anything to displease my dear Savior.”
After this she called her father to her bedside,requested
him to be good and meet her in heaven and then added,
“I want you all to be good.”

The next morning she said to her mother, ‘Now,
ma, if you had let me go, I would have been with the
angels this morning.” The day before she died, she
sang her favorite Sunday school song:

** There is no name so sweet on earth,

No name so sweet in heaven,

The name, before His wondrous birth,
To Christ, the 8avior, given.

CHORTUS.

We love to sing around our King.
And hail Him blessed Jesus,

For there’s no word ear ever heard
8o dear, so sweet as Jesus.”'

Not long after this she closed her eyes and breathed
her last as peacefully as though she had just fallen
asleep.

Her public school teacher came to see her the day
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after she died and as she gazed at the little silent face
in the coffin she wept as though her heart would break.
She said Minnie was the brightest and sweetest child
she had ever met and was a perfect example for all her
classes.

¢“Then I Am Damned to All Eternity.”

Rev. Thomas Graham, the well-known evangelist,
is authority for the following:

When I was holding a protracted meeting in Mid-
dlesex, Mercer county, Pa., December, 1843, a man
named Edwards died under the following circumstances:
He had killed his hog and was preparing the sausages.
He took of the ground pepper and introduced it into
the nostrils of several persons to make them sneeze.
One of the company succeeded in doing so to him,
which made him sneeze twice. He broke a blood vessel.
The doctor was sent for, but to no beneficial purpose.
The rupture was so far up in the head that nothing
could be done for him. When he was told that he must
die, he shrieked so that he could be heard almosta
mile, crying ““Then I am damned to all eternity!” and
continued this fearful exclamation until he died—being
an awful warning to others not to defer the time of
their return to God.

Triumphant Death of Martin Luther.

This great German reformer was born at Eisleben
(a town in Saxony not far from Wittenberg), November
10, 1483. Died at the same place, February 18, 1546.
We take the following from Schaff's encyclopedia:

Luther stands forth as the great national hero of
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the German people, and the ideal of German life. Per

haps no other cultivated nation has a hero who so
completely expresses the national ideal. King Arthur
comes, perhaps, nearest to Luther among the English-
speaking race. He was great in his private life as well
asin his public career. His home is the ideal of cheer-
fulness and song. He was great in thought and great
in action. He was a severe student and yet skilled in
the knowledge of men. He was humble in the recollee-
tion of the power and desigus of u persounal Satan, yet
bold and defiant in the midst of all perils. He could
beard the Papacy and imperial councils, yet he fell
trustingly before the cross. He was uever weary, and
there seemed to be no limit to his creative energy.
Thus Luther stands before the German people as the
type of German character. Goethe, Frederick the
Great, and all others, in this regard, pale before the
German reformer. He embodies in his single person
the boldness of the battle-field,the song of the musician,
the joy and care of the parent, the skill of the writer,
the force of the orator and the sincerity of rugged
manhood with the humility of the Christian.

His last words were, ‘O my Heavenly Father, my
eternal and everlasting God! Thou hast revealed to me
Thy Son, our Lord Jesus Christ! I have preached
Him! I have confessed Him! I love Him and I worship
Him as my dearest Savior and Redeemer! Into Thy
hands I commit my spirit.”
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Last Words of Mrs. Jewett—¢ Good-By For a
Little While.”

Mrs. Jewett suffered with cancer in her throat, and
starved to death. I called to see her. Upon hearing
my voice she said, ‘“Come to me.” She threw her arms
around my neck, saying as she did so, “Kindred spirit,
I wanted so much to see you. Iam sanctitied. I have
kept the faith. I am starving to death, but in a little
while I shall pluck the fruit of the tree of life.” She
reached out her hand as if already doing so, saying,
“Sweet, O, how sweet!” Then dipping her hand she
said, ‘‘And I will drink of the water of life even now;
good-by for a little while,” and died victoriously.—
Written for this work by Mrs. H. A. Coon, Marengo, Ill.

« I Have Neglected the Salvation of My Soul.”

About twenty years ago, while we were doing some
evangelistic work at L——, early one morning a little
boy with a very sad heart called at our room, saying
that his mother was dying and wished to see us. We
hurried to Mvs. B—'s home, and as we opened the
door we beheld a sorrowful sight—a woman in despair.
The expression on her face and the sad look in her eyes
told of great agony. We were at a loss to know just
what to say or do. Our heart was full. We said to her,
‘You are in great pain.” With a wild look she replied,
“Yes, I am in great pain; but that is nothing compared
with the thought of going to meet God unprepared.
What is this physical suffering compared to the remorse
of conscience and the dark future before me!” Then



182 DYING TESTIMONIES OF

she cried out in agony, ¢All is vanity, all is vanity! 1
have lived for self and tried to find pleasure at the
dance and other places of amusement. I have neglected
the salvation of my soul! Iam unprepared to meet
God! Pray for me, oh, pray for me!” While we prayed
she responded, ‘‘Amen, amen! God help me! What
shall I do? 1Is there any hope for a poor sinner like
me?” and many other similar expressions. Her ungodly
husband cried bitterly while she told of their pastsinful
life. Her heart was hardened with sin, her ears were
dull of hearing and her eyes too blind to see the light
of God.

Her friends were coming in from the village and
surrounding country to see her die. As they entered
the room, she would take each one of them by the hand
and plead with them not to follow her example, not to
live as she had lived. Holding an uncle by the hand,
a man deep in sin and who seemed to be far from God,
she said, “Uncle, prepare to meet your God. Don’t
wait until you come to your dying day, as I have done.
When you plow your ground, pray. When you plant
your corn, pray. When you cultivate the same, pray.
Whatever you do, pray! (She died in the month of
May, the season for corn planting.) Many of her
friends wept and promised to live better lives. Her
mental agony was so far beyond her physical pain that
she seemed to be unconscious of her intense bodily suf-
fering. Her sins seemed to loom up before her as a
great mountain, hiding from her the presence and love
of God. As long as she was able to speak, she prayed
and requested others to do so. Ina few hours the voice,
that had been pleading so pitifully for mercy, and
warning others by the example of her ungodly life,
was hushed in the silence of death.
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The pastor of the Methodist Church, whom we
were helping, preached at her funeral. As we listened
to his words of warning, we resolved as never before to
further our efforts in warning lost humanity to flee
from the wrath to come.

Soon after her death we called on her husband and
reminded him of his wife’s dying testimony and urged
him to attend the revival meetings that we were holding
in the town, but he seemed to be full of prejudice
against Christianity and gave us no encouragement,
and still continued to walk in the same sinful path as
heretofore.

We trust that our readers will take warning by the
sad experience related in this sketch. God help us all
to redeem the time as we see eternity drawing near.
Amen.—Editor.

¢ Dear Mother, You Must Not Grieve For Me;
I Am Going To Jesus.”

Through the kindness of L. B. Balliett, M. D., of
Allentown, Penn., we furnish our readers with this
touching incident:

Some years ago a steamer was sinking with
hundreds of persons on board. Only one boat-load was
saved. Asa man was leaping into the tossing boat a
young girl who could not be taken into the boat handed
him a note, saying, ‘‘Give this to my mother.” The
man was saved. The girl, with hundreds of others,
was drowned.

The mother got the note. These were the words
written: ‘‘Dear mother, you must not grieve for me; I
am going to Jesus.”
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Happy Death of Gertrude Belle Butterfield.

This loved friend's last day of time was May 24,
1898, and then she passed on to that fairer country
whose inhabitants count not the days nor the years.

Ouly twenty-four years of the earth-life were given

her; but,
‘“ How long we live, not years, but actions tell.”

In early girlhood she learned the beauty of a life
in God’s service, and became so willing *‘‘to spend and
be spent for Him.” A part of her service for Him was
evangelistic work, and only the last great garnering-
time will tell how many soul-sheaves ripened from seeds
of her sowing. And when she saw the field of labor
widening, she consecrated her life to mission work in
foreign lands, should God lead the way.

Upon graduating from the Evansville (Wis.) Sem-
inary, a little less than a year before her death, she
returned to her home near Reedsburg, Wis. She was
weary and worn from work and study, but was so
certain rest was all that was needful. She felt that life
was before her and that she was justready to live.

Love from one worthy—life's richest gift—had
come to her, and her heart was satisfied.

But it was not long ere she knew that the weariness
was consumption, and that life’s plans must be put
aside. In a letter written in January she says, ‘‘Oh,
it would be easy to go, so easy, if it were not for my
life-work all undone. I cannot but feel that it would
please Him to let me live and work for souls who know
not my Jesus.” But later, that unfinished work was
givern up to Him, and all was at rest. Dreams of heaven
came to her, and she was ready, yes, glad to go.
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The last months of her life were very full of suffer-
ing, but there was no complaint. ‘‘Everyone is so
kind,” often fell from her lips at some attention from
those who tenderly ministered to her wants.

Very precious is the memory of some days spent
with her, three weeks before her death. She was so
pure, so gentle, so thoughtful of others, so like Him
who had put upon her ‘“The beauty of the Lord.”

As the end approached, her sufferings became
intense. The Sunday night before she went home, all
thought the death-angel very near. She asked her
friends to sing the beautiful hymn,

* Fade, fade each earthly joy,
Jesus {s mine!"

For days she had scarcely spoken above a whisper
but now the Spirit of the Lord came upon her in
blessing, and as she raised her hands she repeated, in a
voice clear and strong, ‘‘O death, where is thy sting?
O grave, where is thy victory?’ ‘‘Yea, though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil; for Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff
they comfort me.”

She was so eager for the release, asking those near
her if they thought it the last, and saying, “*Oh, I hope
I won’t be disappointed.” But not until Tuesday after-
noon did the end come, when the soul escaped as a bird
from its prison of pain.

And we, who await this ‘‘dawning light” that so
thrilled her soul, treasure the memory of one ‘‘faithful
unto death,” our sainted Gertrude.— Written jfor this
work by Cora A. Niles
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A Dying Welsh Soldier’s Despair.

A Christian worker observed: 1 once went to visit
a soldier who had bought himself from the army. He
was dying, but did not know it. I sat down by his side
and said, “‘I will read a bit of the Bible for you.” ‘Oh,
you need not trouble; I am not so ill as all that,” he
replied. Poor fellow, he thought that he must be very
ill before any one reed offer to read a part of the Bible
for him. Next morning when I called I found him
much worse. I learned that he was a Welsliman, and
his mother was a Christian. Suddenly he threw him-
self back in bed, and wringing his hands he cried, *‘Oh,
what shall I do, what shall I do! 1am as a dead man;
the mark of death is upon me, and I am not saved.”
There is a time when Christ may be found, but there is
also u time when He may not be found. Itis oneof the
saddest sights that one can look upon to see a soul
seeking for Christ but unable to find Him. And this
young dying soldier sought and sought for Christ, but
it was all in vain; Jesus had passed by. He became
deliriovs and died in agony. ‘‘Seek the Lord while He
may be found; call ye upon Him while He is near.”—
Crown of Glory.

«I Am Happy, I Am Happy! Glory to God!”

The death of Lovic Pearce Thompson, as related
for this book by his brother, Rev. S. M. Thompson, of
the M. E. Church, South, Tenaha. Texas:

Lovic was what you would call a bad'boy. It was
his v .. 7 nature to be bad. He was rough-spoken, grum
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and snappish when he was mad. When in a good
humor he was kind and affectionate. As long asevery-
thing went his way, there was peace; when it did not,
there was war. If ever a seventeen-year-old boy was
dominated by Satan, it was Lovic. His mother would
oftimes remonstrate with him about his wicked ways,
and often went to God in earnest prayer in his behalf.
Yet Lovic, despite the loving words of a mother’s
counsel, and the fervent petitions of a mother’s heart,
remained in the ‘‘gall of bitterness and in the bond of
iniquity.” It seemed that he was incorrigible. But
who knows the destiny of men? One thing is certain,
God will not damn a man until he has given him a fair
chance be saved, and that man wilfully refuses all offers
of mercy.

Old Forest Academy camp ground was a favorite
place of resort for the old and young alike. Thither
hundreds went in the summer; some in quest of pleasure
only, while scores of others went in search of spiritual
blessings.

In August, 1887, Lovic attended this camp of the
saints. Faithful ministers proclaimed the gospel of
peace and earnestly exhorted all sinners to “‘flee from
the wrath to come.” 1t wasa Methodist meeting, and
all Methodist meetings are provided with an ‘‘altar,”
commonly called a “'mourner’s bench.” On Sunday
night, after an earnest, pathetic sermon, sinners were
invited to come to the “altar,” seek Christ and be
saved. Many came, among the number being Lovic.
He tarried there, but no peace received. Again and
again during the meeting he went to the altar, but no
blessing did he receive. The last night of the meeting
came. The benediction was pronoun~ad, but poor Lovic
went home unsaved.
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But there ha¢t been an impression made. Verily,

* There is a time, we knovw not when,
A place. we know not where,
That shaes tho destinies of men
For glory or d:snair.”

Such was the case with Lovie. At that camp-meeting,
at that altar, at sore lonely hour, he drank the dregs
from the cup of renentance, renounced Lis sins and
vowed allegiance to the Savior of men. And being of
strong determination, he "vent home that lonely night
with no other thought than to keep the vow which he
so faithfully at the altar made. Ever afterward, during
his short stay on earth, his life was a complete trans-
formation. He was not the same boy. He had lost all
his roughness. He was not snappish as he used to be,
and his temper had been subdued. The rough ashlar
had become the perfect ashlar. A polishing had taken
place, but by whom, or when, or how he did not seem
to know.

On Friday night, October 5, he had a presentment
that he was going to die, and so informed his mother
on the following morning, though he showed no signs
of being sick. His mother remonstrated with him, but
1o no avail. He still said, “I'm going to die.”

His father was a farmer, and the farm made a
gradual slope from the house to the back side of the
field. Saturday evening Lovic was picking cotton
down in the valley; and as he was a great singer, just
as the shadows of the western trees were stretching
out across the farm, with a strong, mellow voice he
began to sing, ‘“Shall we meet beyond the river,” the
chorus being, ‘Yes, welll meet,” ectc. He sang the
song through, and as he would say, Yes, we'll meet,”
away in the distance the echo answered, *Yes, we'll
meet.”” He came home that night, ate a hearty supper,
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went to bed, slept soundly, got up in the morning; but
toolt to his bed that evening, from which he never rose
till strong handz carried his lifeless form to the hearse
that bore his bod; to the ‘‘silent city of the dead.”

What about his death? Well, listen. He had been
sick for several days, most of the time unconscious.
But a few hours before he died he seemed to bein great
agony, throwing his hands about as if trying to fight
off something. He seemed to be struggling with some
powerful giant. At times you could see despair written
on his face, at other times he seemed to be overcoming.
But when spoken to, not a word would he utter. At
last, after frightful gesticulations, he suddenly awoke
from his unconscious sleep and began shouting, ‘I have
whipped him. I have whipped him. See the devil; he
tried to take me, but I have whipped him. I am happy,
I am happy! Glory to God!’ He then exhorted all in
the room to meet him in heaven, asking all to promise
him by giving him their hand. An infidel came into
the room, and he exhorted him to be religious, assuring
him that there was devil, a hell and & heaven. Aftera
few hours of perfect peace he closed his eyes in death,
leaving a smile on his face, which was, no doubt, a sign
that he had vanquished the enemy and passed out into
the spirit world bearing the laurels of victory:

“T See the Heavens Opened and Millions of
Bright Angels Ready to Receive Us.”

Baudicon Oguier was a martyr burned at the stake
with his father, mother and brother in the year of our
Lord 1556. When chained to the stake, he turned his
eyes toward the father and said, ‘‘Be of good courage,
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father, the worst will be passed by-and-by. Behold, I
see the heavens opened and milliouns of bright angels
ready to receive us, and rejoicing to see us thus wit-
nessing to the truth in view of the world. TFather, let
us be glad and rejoice,for the joys of heaveun are opened
to us. Jesus Christ, Thou Son of God, into Thy hands
we commend our spirits.”

“Oh God! I Am Damned, I Am Damned!”

During the time of a protracted meeting one of the
ministers’ wives insisted on her son yielding to these
better influences and seeking his salvation He replied
to his mother, with a look of fiend-like hatred, that he
would rather be damned than yield. Hez fell forward
on the hearth. His mother picked him up whilst he
exclaimed with his last breath, “Oh, God! I am
damned, I am damned!” with his head resting in his
mother's lap. He had gone to that hell he preferred
to religion.—Rev. Thos. Graham.

The End of a Good Man.

Rev. John B. McFerrin was an old and honored
minister of the M. E. Church, South, having filled
many important positions in that denomination. He
was at one time missionary secretary, and was book
agent of the Publishing House at the time of his death.
He belonged to the old style of Methodist preachers,
and was a man of deep, solid piety. He took no stock
in the modern innovations on old-time religion and was
3 strong advocate of experimental godliness.

The time came for him to lay down his work, and
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to those who knew him it was no surprise when this
man of God failed to make his daily visits to the Pub-
lishing House. He soon realized that his race was run,
but the serenity of his mind was not in the least dis-
turbed. He declared his perfect resignation to the will
of God, inclining to a desire to depart and be with
Christ.

“Hitherto in my sickness.” said he, ‘I have not
felt that I was going to die, nor have I desired to go.
But now I feel differently. My work is done. My
eyesight and hearing are nearly gone; my temporal
affairs are all arranged; my family is all provided for;
the Publishing House is safe. My way is clear and I
am ready to go.”

There was one day duriug his last illness a slight
depression of spirits, but after a visit from Bishop
Fitzgerald, who read the scriptures (part of the eighth
chapter of Romans), when his faith rallied, the cloud
lifted, and he rejoiced in the God of his salvation. In
a little while his nephew, Rev. J. P. McFerrin, came in
and sang the hymn,

** And 20 this feeble body fail,
And 15t it droop and die,”

And the old soldier joined in with faltering accents,
his face beaming with joy that filled his soul.

As he grew weaker, his son, John, who was an
itinerant preacher, was constantly at his bedside, save
when he had to go back to his charge to fill his ap-
pointments. The son had been with his dying father
all the week until Saturday morning. My son,” said
the old pilgrim, his heart still beating with loyalty to
God and his church, ““you had better return and fill your
appointment to-morrow. If while you are away, John,
I should happen to step off, you know where to find
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me.” Thus on May 10, 1887, a little while after mid-
night, the soul of this old saint took its departure for
the eternal kingdom.—Life of Rev. J. B. McFerrin, by
Bishop O. P. Fitzgerald.

Governor Duncan’s Triumphant Death.

Joseph Duncan was born in Kentucky about 1790.
He served in the war of 1812, after which he removed to
Illinois. Asa member of the Senate of Illinois, he
originated a law establishing commonschools. He was
chosen member of Congress in 1827, and Governor of
Illinois in 1834. He died January 15, 1844, We take
the following from The Higher Christian Life, by Rev.
W. E. Boardman:

For many years the Governor was distinguished
as a Christian—a consistent member of his church. A
rare and shining mark, both for the jests of ungodly
politicians and for the happy references of all lovers of
Jesus.

It is a very lovely thing, and only too remarkable,
to see one occupying the highest position of honor in a
State, himself honoring the King of kings. Happy is
the people who exalt such a ruler to the places of power,
and happy such a ruler in his exaltation; more, how-
ever, in the humility with which he bows to Jesus than
in the homage which the people pay to him.

His conversion was clear and satisfactory, and he
renounced all merit of his own as the ground of his
acceptance with God. The blood of Jesus, the Lamb
of Calvary, was all his hope. He was firmly grounded
in the atonement of Christ. And all went well until
death and the judgment drew near.
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About three weeks before the hour of his departure
he was seized with an illness which he himself felt
would end in his death. And with the premonition of
death came the question of fitness for heaven. He was
troubled. His unfitness was only too apparent for his
peace. The fever of his mind was higher than the
fever in his veins—and, alas, he had not yet learned
that Jesus is the physician of unfailing skill, to cure
every ill that the spirit isheirto. He saw plainly
enough how he could be justified from the law, that it
should not condemn him; for its penalty had been borne
already by the Savior himself, and its claims on the
score of justice were all satisfied. But he did not see
that the same hands which had been nailed to the cross
would also break off the manacles of sin, wash out its
stains and adjust the spotless robe of Christ's perfect
righteousness upon him, -and invest him with every
heavenly grace.

His perplexity was great. The night thickened
upon him, his soul was in agony, and his struggles
utterly vain.

The point of despair is sure to be reached, sooner
or later, by the struggling soul, and the point of despair
to him who abandons all to Jesus is also the point of
hope. The Governor at last gave over and gave up,
saying in his heart, ““Ah! well. I see it is of no use.
Die I must. Fit myself for heaven I cannot. O, Lord
Jesus, I must throw myself upon Thy mercy, and die
aslam.”

This hopeless abandonment was the beginning of
rest to his soul. Indeed, it was the victory that over-
cometh. Soon the loveliness of Jesus began to be un-
folded to him, and he saw that the way of salvation
from sin was by faith in the Savior, The fire in his
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veins burned on, steadily and surely wvonsumirg the
vital forces of his manly frame, but the fever of his
spirit was all allayed by the copious and cooling
draughts given him from the gushing fountain of the
waters of life flowing from the smitten Rock, and his
joy was unbounded.

As his stricken and sorrowing family gathered
around his bed for the last words of the noble man, he
told them, with a face radiant with joy, that he had
just found what was worth more to him than riches, or
honors, or office, or anything else upon earth, ‘‘the way
of salvation by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ,” and he
charged them as his dying mandate, by the love they
bore him, not to rest until they too—whether already
Christians as he himself long had been or not—had
found the same blessed treasure.

They asked him what legacy he wished to leave for
an absent relative whom they knew it was his intention
to have remembered in the division of his estate.

“That is all arranged in my will,” said he. “But
tell her from me that I have found the way of salvation
by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, and if she too will
tind that, she will find infinitely more than I could
bestow upon her, if I should give her all I am worth in
the world.”

They mentioned the name of a distinguished fellow
officer and special friend of the governor’s, living in a
distant part of the state, and asked if he had any
message for him.,

“Tell him that I have found the way of salvation
by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, and if he will also
find it for himself it will be be better than the highest
offices and honors in the reach of man upon earth.”

So he died. ‘O, had he only known this before,”
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you say. Yes, that was just what he himself said. ¢*O,
had I only known this when I first engaged in the
service of God, how happy I should have been! And
how much good I could have done!”

Eternal Death the Result of Delay.

A young man by the name of Smith was seen
standing looking on with interest during the exercises
of a prayer-meeting at camp-meeting in Rootstown,
Ohio. One of the ministers observing him addressed
him on the subject of religion. His eyes filled with
tears and he seemed inclined to seek religion. One of
his wicked companions perceiving it, stepped up and,
looking him in the face, remarked, *‘Smith, I would not
be a fool.” Poor Smith could not resist such influences,
and dashing the tears from his eyes turned on his heel
and went away. He lingered about the camp ground
until the meeting closed for the evening, and went off
with his company. They bantered him on the subject
of his feelings. To show to them that he had not the
feelings they supposed, he commenced cursing and
blaspheming in a most awful manner and making all
imaginable sport of religious things, when a large limb
from a tree fell on him, and he, with a curse on his
tongue, was forced into the presence of God, whom he
had thus been blaspheming, without one moment's
warning.—Rev. Thos. -Grakam.

‘¢ He Died At His Post.”

Away back in the 40’s, a hymn with this title was
very popular among Methodists and was often sung
with the Spirit and with marked effect. It had its
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origin in the last words and triumphant death of a
preacher in one of the conferences.

Rev. Thomas Drummond was born in Manchester,
England, in 1806, came to this country in early life, and
after his conversion joined the Methodist Church  He
soott was licensed to preach, and was admitted into the
Pittsburg Conference. In 1835 he was transferred to
the Missouri Conference and stationed in St. Louis.

On Sunday, June 14, of that year, he had preached
with his usual power, expressing with pathos the feel-
ings which animate the strong Christian faith in antici-
pation of heaven. The same evening he was attacked
with cholera, and died the next day.

Though suffering great pain he was in his senses
and died in triumph, saying among many other cheer-
ing things, ‘‘Tell my brethren of the Pittsburg Con-
ference that I died at my post.”

Rev. William Hunter, on hearing the particulars of
the death of this good man, composed the hymn, ‘‘He

Died at His Post.”—Lifeof Rev. J. B. McFerrin, by Bishop
0. P. Fitzgerald.

I Can Now Die Happy. Soul, Take Thy
Flight.”

Miss Addie Asbury was dying. She called her
friends around her bedside and one by one bade them
good-by and asked them to meet her in heaven. The
doctor had said that she could not live but a very short
time, not longer than fen minutes. All at once she
opened her eyes and said, ‘‘I want to see Tom.” She
was told that he was not there, but she insisted that
she had a message for him, whereupon she was assured
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that Tom would be sent for. As it was well known that
she had but a short time to live und that Tom lived at
quite a distance, her friends doubted whether he could
arrive before she died. Seeming to read their thoughts,
she said, “The God that I have loved and served all of
these years can keep me here vntil he comes. I have a
message for him, so please send at once.” She had
been engaged to marry Tom for seveéral years, but
would not because he was not a Christian and drank.
Now that she was dying she desired to speak a farewell
word to him.

We went far him, and fully an hour had elapsed
before we returned with him, but she still lived when
he came in. She took him by the hand and said, ‘“Tom,
I want you to be a Christian. Iam going to leave you
and I want to know before I go that you are a child of
God.”

“Why, Addie,” said he, *‘I can't say I am a Christian
when I am not. I would like to be, but I can’t.” She
then took her Bible and showed him from the Word of
God that he could be if he would repent and believe on
the Lord Jesus Christ, who could forgive his sins. He
accepted God's word and became an heir of salvation.

Then, after bidding all good-by once more, she
closed her eyes and said, ‘I can now die happy. Soul,
take thy flight,” and soon her soul took its departure.

A few years after, we saw Tom ordained a deacon
in the Presbyterian Church, not far from the place
where his betrothed had died. He is now one of the
pillars of the church and is a faithful defender of the
cause of Jesus Christ.— Written for this book by Rev. C. P.
Pledger, Chicago, Il.
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“I Am Dying and Going to Hell.,”

A fashionable lady attended revival meetings at the
Morgan Street Church, Chicago. Deep conviction
settled on her soul. She wept and said she would like
to find peace, but was not ready to giveup the pleasures
of the world. To drown her convictions, she absented
herself from the house of God. Time hurried on and
soon she was on her death bed. Realizing her condi-
tion, she sent for = friend who had attended the meet-
ings with her and who had listened to the spiritual
pleadings and found the joy of pardoning love. This
friend hurried to the bedside of the dying one. As she
entered the room the dying woman looked at her with
eyes of terror, and grasping her hand she exclaimed,
“Oh, stay with metillIam gone! I am dying and
going to hell! Tell Bro C—— (the minister) to preach
hell as he has never preached it before, for I am going
to hell!” Then, pointing to the wardrobe, she said,
*‘Go there and you will see what has ruined my soul.”
She opened the door and saw the rich, fashionable
clothing and turned again to the .side of the dying
woman, who raised herself up and sang the hymn she
had so often heard at the meeting:

* Parting to meet again at the judgment,
Parting to mee. no more here below;
Oh. how sad the thoug.it to thee,
Traveler to eterniy,
Parting to meet agoin at the judgment.

As the last word fell from her lips she fell back on the
pillow and her soul passed into eternity to meet the
God whose mercy she had trifled with and turned away
for the gaudy toys of this earth.
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Dear reader, take warning from this sad death.
Turn away from the vanities of earth and give God
your heart and life’s service. and eternal happiness
shall be yours.—Pentecost Herald:

¢ Do You Not Hear Them Say, ‘Peace on Earth;
Good Will Toward Men’?”

Miss Mollie J. Herring, of Clear Run, N. C., writes
us: I have a dying testimony of a swect, cultured,
Christian young lady, whose death occurred in my own
home in 1884, when I was very young.

Miss Orphie B. Schaeffer, daughter of Rev. G. F.
Schaeffer, a Lutheran minister, who at that time was
President of the North Carolina Lutheran College, had
been visiting at our home for some time past. Wesoon
became warm friends and were closely attached to each
other. A short time after she had come to our home
she was taken ill, her sickness develdping into a serious
case of typhus fever which resulted in her death two
weeks later.

She loved her Savior and put her utmost confidence
in God. Often she would say, ‘It is so sweet to lovc
Jesus. I have always loved him.”

During her illness she would often speak of her
loved oncs, far away from her ir Baston, Pennsylvania.
We had not wired them of her illness, as we did not
realize that it was of such a serious nature until the end
drew near.

As I stood at her bedside as she was dying, she
called me to come closer to her and said, “Mollie, I
hear the sweetes* music.”

I asked her from whence the sound of the music
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came, and she replied, ‘‘Oh, just over the hill. Do you
not hear them say, ‘Peace on earth, good will toward
men’?"”

Again her wan features lighted up with the very
light of heaven and she said, ‘Oh, can't you hear them
singing? Do listen.”

I strained my eager ears to catch the sound to
which I knew she was listening, but I could hear
nothing save her labored breathing.

Soon after she said, ‘‘Good-by, mamma'! Good-by
Florence! Good-by, papa!” and just then she was seized
with a hemorrhage, which caused her to grow weaker
and weaker, and once more we heard her say, ‘I am so
glad that I have always loved Jesus.”

Triumphant Death of Jerome, the Martyr.

This great Bohemian reformer and martyr, of the
family of Prague, was born about 1365.

He was an intimate friend of Hus, and suffercd
martyrdom at the stake in Constance, May 30, 1416, at
the same place where Hus was burned.

Upon arriving at the place of execution he em-
braced the stake with great cheerfulness, and when the
fagots were set on fire behind him, he said, ‘*Come here
and kindle it before my eyes, for if I had been afraid of
it, I would not huve come to this place.”” We take the
following from Schaff’'s encyclopedia:

He studied at Oxford, probably in 1396, and re-
turned to Prague with Wiclif’s theological writings. In
1398 he took the degree of bachelor of arts at Prague,
and subsequently that of masterin Paris. He did not
return to Prague till 1407, when he entered into hearty
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sympathy with the plans of Hus. In 1410 he went, on
the invitation of the king of Poland, to assist in putting
the university of Cracow on a secure basis, and from
there to Ofen to preach before Sigismund, king of
Hungary. He was suspected of heretical doctrines,
however, and fled to Vienna, but was put in prison,
from which he was only released on the requisition of
the university of Prague.

When, in October, 1414, Hus was about to leave for
Constance, Jerome encouraged him to fortitude, and
promised to go to his assistance if necessary. On April
4, 1415, he fulfilled his promise, but, on the advice of
the Bohemian nobles, fled from Constance the day after
his arrival. He was recognized at Hirschau by his
denunciations of the council, taken prisoner and sent
back in chains to Constance. After Hus’ death the
council attempted to induce Jerome to retract, and
succeeded September 10; but the day following he with-
drew his retraction. The council instituted a second
trial, but not until the following May (1416) was he
granted a public hearing. All attempts to move him
again were unavailing. On May 30 he was condemned
by the council as a heretic. As the flames crept about
him, he sang the Easter hymn, ‘‘Hail, festal day,” and
repeated the three articles of the Apostolic Creed con-
cerning God the Father, Son and Holy Ghost.

The last words he was heard to say were, ‘‘This
soul in flames I offer, Christ, to Thee.”
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¢« Devils Are in the Room, Ready to Drag My
Soul Down to Hell.”

Mrs. J B——, the subject of this sketch, came
under the personal observation of the writer in 1886. 1
had often urged her lo give her heart to God while she
was in health, but she refused.

I called to see her during her last sickness and
found her in a most distressing state of mind.

She recognized me when I came in. and was loth to
let me leave long enough to bring my wife, who was
only three-quarters of a mile away; saying, ¢ Devils are
in my room, ready to drag my soul down to hell.”

She would begin in a low, measured tone to say,
“It must be done! It must be done!” continuing to
repeat the same with increasing force and higher pitch
of voice, until she would end with a piercing scream,
“Tt must be done!”

Her husband asked her, ‘‘Josie, what must be
done?”

She answered, ‘‘Our hearts must be made right!”
And again she wopld entreat me to take her away,
affirming she could see devils all around her,

She would say, ““See them laugh!” This would
throw her into a paroxism of fear and dread, causing
her to start from her bed; but when I tried to get her
to look to Jesus for help she said, ‘It is no use; it is
too late!”

I trust I shall never be called upon again to witness
such a heart-rending death-bed sceneas hers. There
was more that transpired, but I have tried to make this
sketch us brief as possible.—Written for this work by
B. F. Closson, Bloomington, Neb.






