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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
ov 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 muchifI
should spend a few mowments 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. EREarly
this morning he spoke of your coming to-day.”

As I entered his room 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! 1 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 foof 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 ske 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 Easter 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
ftissed 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! DMurder!”

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 since L
came here to make your acquaintance and attend your
church, butl 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.  DBut 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; Tam 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 effect
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.”

“0O 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 cry 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 {0 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.’”
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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 gate 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 und helpless,
Tlou hast made me whole:
There is none in heaven,
Or on carth like Thee:
Thou hast died for sinners,
‘Thou 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!Tam 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 a 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 cspecially 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.—
Written 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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« 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 youheard
me tell alie for along 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 weut 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 up a 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
him 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





