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as if he were near the region of the damned. The
dying man cried out, “O God, deliver me from that
awful pit!” It was not a penitential prayer, but the
wail of a lost soul. About fifteen minutes before his
death, which was at twelve, he exclaimed, I am in the
flames—pull me out, pull me out!” He kept repeating
this until the breath left his body. As the bodily
strength failed his words became more faint. At last
Mr. N—— put his ear down close to catch his departing
whispers, and the last words he could hear were, ‘“‘Pull
me out, pull me out! It was an awful scene,” said
he. “It made an impression on me that I can never
forget. I never want to witness such a scene again.”
I was talking with my friend years after, and he said
those words, ‘I am in the flames—pull me out, pull me
out!” were still ringing in his ears.—Written for this
book by Rev. €. A. Balch, Cloverville, N. Y.

The Triumphant Translation of Bishop Philip
William Otterbein.

Bishop Otterbein, founder of the United Brethren
Church, ended a ministry of sixty-two years in great
peace. Rev. Dr Kurtz, of the Lutheran Church, for
many years a devoted personal friend of the distin-
guished preacher, offered athis bedside the last audible
prayer, at the close of which the bishop responded,
““Amen, amen! itis finished.”” Like good old Simeon,
who was spared to take the babe of Bethlehem in his
arms, he could say, ‘‘Lord, now lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace, according to Thy word: for mine eyes
have seen Thy salvation.” His grief-stricken friends,
thinking he was dying, had gathered about him to take
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the last look cre he smoie with Lis sandals the waters
of death’s river, but, raliving again for a moment, as if
to finish his testiimony, and to give still greater assur-
ance of victory, he said, -Jesus, Jesus, I die, but Thou
livest, and soon I shall live with Thee.”  Then, turning
to his friends, he continued, ©The conlicl is over and
past. I begin to fuel an unspeakable fullness of love
and peace divine.  Lay wy head upon my pillow and
be still.”  Ail wus quict.  He awaited the approach of
heaven’s chaviot; nor did he wait in vaiu. A smile, a
fresh glow. lighted up his countenance, and, behold, it
was death."—Frowm Lije o Life.

“There's Maggie at the Gate !

“1 shall go to himm, but he shall not return to me.™
(2 Sam. 12:28.)

An aged Christian woman—a ripe old saint—
recently ¢ fcll aslecepin Jesus.”™  She had some few
years before parted with her favorite daughter, whose
name was Magrrie.  Just before she breathed her last,
Maggeie had said to her mother, “*Mother, when you
come to heaven, I shall be ai the gate waiting for you.
I shall be the first to bid you welcome.”™ And her spirit
soared to the realims of bliss.

And now the dear old woman was passing away
She looked forward with joy to welcome herloved ones;
for faith in Jesus Christ takes all the sting from death.
And she could not help thinking of her dear Maggie,
and of her parting words, I shall be at the gate of
heaven waiting for you.”

Her eldest daughter was nursing her in her last
moments. The end was fast approaching, but she was
quite conscious.
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“Mother,” suid her daughter, ‘‘shall I sing your
favorite hymn*"

“Yes," said the dying saint, ** ‘Waiting and Watch-
ing for Me.™”

And she sang the first stanza of Marianne Farning-
ham’s popular hymn:

“When my il furewet! to the world 1 have said,

And gladly lic down tu my rest ;

When scftly the wiatehers shall say, *She is dead,
And fold 1y pade hands o'cr my breast :

And when with: suy dorifled vision av last,
The walls of that Chry | see,

Will any one then af the Leantiful gate
Be waiting and witching for me "

Just as the singer was repeating the words,
Wil any one then at the beautiful gate—"
Her mother sprang uwp as if she saw her beloved
daughter close at hana, and exclaimed:

“There's Maggic at the gale!”

These were her last words.  Her spivit departed
*to be with Christ, which is far better.”

Reader, have you any loved ones in heaven?  Are
you ou the road {bat leads to that beautiful and holy
place? Are yoa sure that you are titted for the holy
society of heaven?  Have you made vows to thosc
beyond the vale that you would surrender all to Christ
and sc censtantly keep all of His holy commandments
that they -«iil mcet you at the gaic and rejoice to
welcome you to the endless bliss of heaven?  Or have
you forgotien to pay those vows so solemnly made to
your loved cnes and God?  If so, hasten to pay them.
Do it now, or you may forever lose heaven and the
society of those loved on earth.  Will you do it? Will
you do it—now?—Ren. A. Swmith, Utica, N. V.
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¢ It Was the Cursed Drink That Ruined Me.”

To one of the Bellevue cells there came one morning
a woman bearing the usual permit to visit a patient.
She was a slender little woman with a look of delicate
refinement that sorrow had only intensified, and she
looked at the physician, who was just leaving the
patient, with clear eyes which had wept often, but kept
their steady, straight-forward gaze.

“T am not certain,” she said. “I have searched for
my boy for a long while, and I think he must be here.
I want to see him.”

The doctor looked at her pityingly as she went up to
the narrow bed where the patient lay, a lad of hardly
twenty, with his face buried in the pillow. His fair
hair, waving crisply against the skin, browned by
exposure, had not been cut, for the hospital barber who
stood there had found it so far impossible to make him
turn his head.

“He's lain that way ever since they brought him in
yesterday,” said the barber, and then moved by some-
thing in the agitated face before him, turned his own
way. The mother, for it was quite plain who this must
be, stooped over the prostrate figure. She knew it as
mothers know their own, and laid her hand on his
burning brow.

“Charley,” she said softly, as if she had come into
his room to rouse him from some boyish sleep, ‘‘mother
is here.”

A wild cry rang out that startled even the experi-
enced physician:

“Tor God's sake take her away'! She doesn't know
where I am. Take her away!”



SAVED AND UNSAVED. 105

The patient had started up and wrung his hands in
piteous entreaty.

“Talke her away!” he still cried, but bhis mother
genily folded her arms about him and drew his head to
her breast. ¢‘Oh, Charley, I have found you, " she said
through her sobs, ““and I will never lose you again.”

The lad looked at her a moment. His eyes were
like hers, large and clear, but with the experience of a
thousand years in their depths; a beautiful, reckless
face, with lines graven by passion and crimme. Then he
burst into weeping like a child.

“1t's too late! It's too late!” he said in tones
almost inaudible.

“I'm doing you the only good turn I've done you,
mother. I'm dying and you won't have to break your
heart over me any more. It wasn't your fault. It was
the cursed drink that ruined me, blighted my life and
brought me here. It's murder now, but the hangman
won't bave me, and save that much disgrace for our
name.”

As he spoke he fell back upon his pillow; his face
changed and the unmistakable hue of death suddenly
Spread over his handsome features. The doctor came
forward quickly, a look of anxious surprise on his face.

“I didn't know he was that bad,” the barber mut-
tered under his breath, as he gazed at the lad still
holding his mother's hand. The doctor lifted the
patient’s head and then laid it back softly. Life had
fled.

+It's better to have it so.” he said in & low voice to
himself, and then stood silently and reverently, rcady
to offer consolation to the bereaved mother, whose face
was still hidden on her boy's breast.  She did not stir.
Something in the motionless attitude aroused vague
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suspicion in the mind of the doctor, and moved him to
bend forward and gently take her hand. With an in-
voluntary start he hastily lifted the prostrate form and
quickly felt the pulse and heart, only to find them
stilled forever.

“She has gone, t0o,” he softly whispered, and the
tears stood in his eyes. “‘Poor soul! It is the best for
both of them.”

This is one story of the prison ward of Bellevue,
and there are hundreds that might be told, though
never one sadder or holding deeper tragedy than the
one recorded here.—New York Press.

The Translation of Willie Downer.

This saint of God went to heaven from Greenville,
Michigan, in the spring of 1883, in the eighteenth year
of his age. Wehad the privilege of meeting him many
times, and at his request often sang and prayed with
him. During our stay in his town, God was pleased to
fill him with the Spirit and from that time he lived a
devoted saint of God, walking in all the commandments.
of God blamelessly. Much of his time was spent in
earnest prayer for souls. le was often greatly bur-
dened for the desolation of Zion. For about five years
he was a helpless cripple. He was one of the greatest
sufferers we ever saw, yet in the midst of his pain he
rejoiced in the privilege of suffering for his Savior. He
never murmured nor complained. He was one of the
most useful Christians in that comwmunity, although
entirely confined to his home. Everybody realized the
power and presence of God when in his company. Like
most of the saints of God, he was poor in this world’s



SAVED AND UNSAVED. 107

goods, yet rich in faith, an heir to an inheritance that
fadeth not away. He lived in a very humblelitile home
on earth, but now dwells in a mansion with the
heavenly host. The dear Lord was pleased to give
him a glimpse of his heavenly home before his depar-
ture from the shores of time. To comfort him in the
midst of his indescribable suffering the Lord gave him
a vision of himself, and he saw his crippled and helpless
form lifeless sometime bufore he passed over. He often
had glimpses of heaven and frequently spoke of seeing
his Savior and the angels of God. Willie lived in the
land of Beulah in sight of the New Jerusalem. He was
the only child of a widowed mother and of course was
her constant care.  May the dear Lord help all who
read this to live a holy life and like our brother Willie
walk in all the light that shines on their pathway and
thus please God. May we all like him take to heart
the worth of immortal souls that throug the broad way
to eternal death, is our earnest prayer. Amen.—
Editor.

The Dying Experience of a Wealthy Man.

He had spent his life amassing a fortune of $75,000,
but had never given any special attention to his soul's
salvation.

When he came to die his.wealth was no satisfaction
to him, but, on the contrary, it cost him great anguish
to fully realize that he had spent his life in amassing
wealth to the neglect of his soul.

In this dying condition he called in his brother-in-
law to pray for him, who said he called so loudly for
mercy that he could scarcely hear himself pray or fix
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his thoughts on anything.  After the prayer was over,
he took his hand in both of his. and said as he shook it,
“Good-by, John. Pray for me, I shall never see your
face again.” And he never did.

After he had gone away, a neighbor came in and
saw the condition he wus in, and said something wust
be done. ‘I would suggest that we do something 10
quiet his mind and fears,” and so he recommended a
game of cards. He replied, *‘Cards for a dying man!
How contemptible; going into eternity. These are not
what I want. I want mervey!"

A little later his son came into his room and said,
“Father, what arrangements, if any, do you wish to
make in regard to the property?’ He said, “I have
given all my life to gain property; I cannot take a dollar
with me. The law and the family will have to take
care of that: I want to take care of my soul. Property
avails nothing; I want mercy!”

And so he died, calling upon God for mercy; but he
left no evidence that he found it. An illustration of
giving a life for the gain of property to the loss of the
soul.—7he Word.

Last Words of John Hus, the Martyr.

The great Bohemian reformer and martyr, John
Hus, was born in 1569. He was burncd at the stake as
a heretic in Constance, Germany, July 6, 1415.  When
arriving at the place of execution, he prayed, ‘‘Into
Thy hands, O Lord, do I commit my spirit. Thou hast
redeemed me, O most good and faithful God. Lord Jesus
Christ, assist and help me, that, with a firm and
present mind, by Thy most powerful grace, I may
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undergo this most cruel and ignominious death, to
which I am condemned for preaching the truth of Thy
most holy gospel.”

When the wood was piled up to his very neck, the
Duke of Bavaria asked him to recant. ¢‘No,”’ said Hus,
“I never preached any doctrine of an evil tendency,
and what I taught with my lips, I now seal with my
blood.”’ The fagots were then lighted and the martyr
sung & hymn so loud as to be heard through the crack-
ling of the flames.

Last Testimony of Augustus M. Toplady.

Augustus M. Toplady died in London, August 11th,
1778, at the age of thirty-eight. He was the author of
that good old hymn,

* Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide mysel! in Theo;
Let the wuter and the blood,
From Thy wounded side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure—
Save from wrath and make me pure.”

He had everything before him to make life desir-
able, yet when death drew near, his soul exulted in
gladness. He said, ‘It is my dying avowal that these
great and glorious truths which the Lord in rich mercy
has given me to believe and enabled me to preach, aro
now brought into practical and hcartfelt experience.
They are the very joy and support of my soul. The
consolations flowing from them carry me far above the
things of time and sense. So far as I know my own
heart, I have no desire but to be entirely passive.’
Frequently he called himself a dying man, and yet the
happiest man in the world; adding, ‘Sickness is no
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affliction, pain no curse, death itself no dissolution; and
yet how this soul of mine longs to be gone; like a bird
imprisoned in its cage, it longs to take its-flight. Had
I wings like a dove, then would I fly away to the bosom
of God, and be at rest forever.””

Within an hour before he expired he seemed to
awake from a gentle slumber, when he exclaimed, ‘O,
what delights! Who can fathom the joys of the third
heaven? What a bright sunshine has been spread
around me! I have not words to express it. I know it
cannot be long now till my Savior will come for me, for
surely no mortal man can live,” bursting as he said it
into a flood of tears, ‘‘after glories that God has mani-
fested to my soul. All is light, light, light—the bright-
ness of His own glory. O come, Lord Jesus, come;
come quickly.” Then he closed his eyes and fell
asleep, to be awalened with others of like precious
faith on that great day ““when the Lord Jesus shall be
revealed from heaven with His mighty angels, to be
glorified with His saints and admired in all them that
believe.'—1he Contrast Between Infidelity and Chris-
tianity.

¢“ Be Good and Meet Me In Heaven.”

The subject of this sketch, Mary J. Whitake:x
Wiggins, was born in VanBuren Co., Iowa, KFebruary
5th, 1853, and died at Weuaubleau, Mo., September 4th,
1897.

She united with the Christian Church when a little
girl of thirtecu summers.  She was ever noted for her
continuous picty and ifaithful attendance at all of her
church services and duties, though she was of a quiet,
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retiring disposition. If Mary was ever absent from
her church-meeting, the inquiry went around, ‘Is she
sick?” or else, *“Who in the neighborhood is sick?”

When she lay dying, her family, husband and eight
children, besides her brothers and other sympathizing
friends, stood by her bedside. She had ever taught
them by her exemplary, godly life how Christians
should live; and now she showed them how trium-
phantly a Christian may die.  All that evening as her
life was fading away her faith in Christ showed forth
so vividly that it seemed to those standing around to be
more like an entering into life than a departing from it.
She conversed freely and rationally of her final change.
She was so ready and so confident that she would soon
be with a sainted mother and child and others, that the
weeping ones were consoled in their grief by her pros-
pective joy. She assured usall that no cloud of doubt
existed. She said to her pastor and brother, ‘I will be
absent from our nexv church meeting on earth, but I
will be in heaven.” Her parting words to her husband
and weeping children were, ‘‘Be good and meet me in
heaven.”

After she could speak no more, while those around
her, at her request, were singing the words,

‘I am going home, to die no more,”
she raised her feeble hands and clapped them two or
three times.

Thus she died! Her triumphant death wasa fitting
close to the devoted Christian life which this loving
sister and wife and godly mother had lived. Let me
too die the death of the righteous.—J. Whitaker, D. D.

The attending physician, G. B. Viles, deposes that
he was present at her death and that she was not
delirious but remarkably rational up to her death.
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Here his {friend, too much affected, would have left
him. ¢No, stay—that thou mayst hope; therefore hear
me. How madly I have talked! How madly hast thou
listened and believed. But look on my present state,
as a full answer to thee, and to myself. This body is
all weakness and pain; but my soul, as if stung up by
torment to greater strength and spirit, is full powerfu!
toreason; full mighty to suffer. And that which thus
triumphs within the javs of immortality, is, doubtless,
immortal. And as for a Deity, nothing less than an
Almighty could inflict what 1 feel.”

I was about-to congratulate this passive, involun-
tary confessor, on his asserting the two prime articles
of his creed, extorted by the rack of nature, when he
thus very passionately exclaimed, ‘‘No, no! let me
speak on. I have not long to speak. My much injured
friend, my soul, as my body, lies in ruins; in scattered
fragments of broken thought. Remorse for the past
throws my thought on the future. Worse dread of the
future strikes it back on the past. I turn and turn and
find no ray. Didst thou feel half the mountain that is
on me thou wouldst struggle with the martyr for his
stake, and bless heaven for the flames; that is not an
everlasting flame; that is not an unquenchable fire.”

How were we struck! Yet, soon after, still more.
With what an eye of distraction, what a face of despair,
he cried out, ““My principles have poisoned my friend;
my extravagance has beggared my boy; my unkindness
has murdered my wife! And is there another hell? Oh!
thou blasphemed, yet indulgent, Lord God, hell itself
is a refuge, if it hide me from Thy frown!” Soon after
his understanding failed. His terrified imagination
uttered horrors not to be repeated, or ever forgotten.
And ere the sun (which, I hope, has seen few like him)
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arose, the gay, young, noble, ingenius, accomplished
and most wretched Altamont expired.

If this is a man of pleasure, what is a man of pain?
How quick, how total, is the transit of such persons!
In what a dismal gloom they set forever! How short,
alas, the day of their rejoicing. For a moment they
glitter, they dazzle. Ina moment, where are they?
Oblivion covers their memories. Ah, would it did!
Infamy snatches them from oblivion. In the long-
living annals of infamy their triumphs are recorded.
Thy sufferings, poor Altamont, still bleed in the bosom
of the heart-stricken friend—for Altamont had a friend.
He might have had many. His transient moruning
might have been the dawn of an immortal day. His
name might have been gloriously enrolled in the
records of eternity. His memory might have lefta
sweet fragrance behind it, grateful to the surviving
friend, salutary to the succeeding generation. With
what capacity was he endowed, with what advantages
for being greaily good. DBut with the talents of an
angel a man may be a fool. If he judges amiss in the
supreme poiat, judging right in all else but aggravates
his folly; as it shows him wrong, though blessed with
the best capacity of being right.—Power of Religion.

“You’ll Be a Duke, But 1 Shall Be a King.”

A consumptive disease seized the eldest son and
heir of the Duke of Hamilton, which ended in his death.
A little before his departure from the world, he iay ill
at the family seat near Glasgow. Two ministers came
to see him, one of them at his request prayed with him.
After the minister had prayed, the dying youth put his
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hand back and took his Bible from under his pillow
and opened it at the passage, I have fought u good
fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith;
henceforth thereis laid up for me a erown of righteous-
ness, which the Lord, the Righteous Judge, shall give
mo at that day; and not to me only, but unto all them
also that love His appearing.”  “This, sirs,” said he,
¢“isall my comfort.” As he was lying one day on the
sofa, his tutor was conversing with him on some
astronomical subjeet, and about the nature of the fixed
stars.  “‘Ah,” said he, “in & little while I shall inow
more of this than all of you together.” When his death
approached, he called his brother to his bedside, and
addressing him with the greatest affection and serious-
ness, he closed with these remarkable words, ‘““And
now, Douglas, in a little time you'll be a duke, butl
shall be a king. "—Checver.

¢ ] Die in Peace ; I Shall Soon Be With the
Angels.”

Miss Maggie Shaw, of Ida, Tll., sends us a clipping
from the Earnest Christian giving a brief sketch of the
life and death of Rev. J. M. Morris, from which we
take the following:

Father Morris was born in Campbell Co., Virginia,
Feb. 15, 1807, died at Mores Creek, Cal., Feb. 4,
1891. He was eighty-four years old, lacking eleven
days.

When twelve years old his father died. He was
left the main support of his mother. Ie got only thirty
days schooling all told. By the aid of shell bark
hickory as a substitule when out of candles, he devoted
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his cvenings to study. He went through English
grammar, arithmetic and part way through anadvanced
algebra without a teacher. When a man he was rarely
surpasscd in sound biblical learning and doctrine.

In early lifo he was deprived of attending church
and Sunday school, but he was impressed with the
necessity of a change of heart.

We give in his own words his experience:

“WWhen a lone boy, having hardly ever heard any
one pray or preach, while all alone in the cotton field
with my hoe in hand, I became powerfully convicted
that I was a sinner. 1 tried to pray as best I could,
when the Lord came down in mighty powerand blessed
my soul. Idid not know what to do or say, but God
put it into my mind to praise His name, and there, with
hoe in hand, both arms outstretched, I shouted ‘Glory
to God! All looked beautiful; the sun and sky never
looked so bright as whenI was alone in that cotton
patch with no one near but God.”

As he would get shouting happy in relating this
experience in meetings the holy fire would spread, and
all would go home saying, ‘“We had a good meeting;
Morris was in the cotton patch to-day.” * * *

He crossed the plains in 1857 with ox teams to
Trinity County, California. Going into a hotel in the
mines, he demolished the bar where the grog was sold
and preached in the bar room, as it was called, for two
years, where a class of twenty-five or thirty was
formed.

Leaving the Trinity mines, he, with the family,
removed to Napa County, - California, where he ever
after made, to a great extent, his home, being absent
from time to-time a few years east, on account of ill
health of some of the family.
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He preached and labored as colporteur in Cali-
fornia, more or less, for thirty years.

He crossed the plains three times with ox teams
and four times by rail. He preached in Iowa, Missouri
and Kansas, at intervals after coming to California. In
the winter of 1867, on the Delaware reserve ‘n Kansas,
he preached through a month's revival for the Mission-
ary Baptists when they were not able to obtain a
minister of their own, and there were thirty or forty
gloriously converted to God. The greater part of those
converted under his ministry had gone on to glory to
welcome him to the immortal shores, and how oft have
we heard him say, “My company has gone on before.”

Disposing of all his little earthly effects in his last
sickness; and giving the most minute orders about his
burial, he said, I die in peace with all men, I shall
soon be with the angels. All I want is to be a little
twinkling star.” On calling Mother Morris, he said,
“The other day you came to my bed and said, ‘I want
you to get well and pray as you used to once.” I have
not been able to pray since, and I shall never be any
better, but I want you to write to all the grandchildren
and tell them I’d rather leave this request of their
grandmother as a legacy to them than all the gold of
Ophir.” He made us promise him that we would bury
him on the farm he had lived on for twelve years, in a
plain coffin, no flowers or parade.

For thirty days we had watched day and night,
taking four persons each night. All agreed that theydid
not know that anyone was capable of suffering so much
as he did, but his patience and resignation were so
great, he would say, ““I am in the hands of the great
God of the universe, He knows best.” Then he would
say, “Oh, help me to be patient. The will of the
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Lord be done.” After suffering thus for thirty days
from asthina, lung trouble and somethinglike la grippe
he drew his last breath like he was going tosleep,in his
right mind, without a struggle or & groan.

Death-Bed Scene of David Hume, the Deist.

David Hume, the deistical philosopher and his-
torian, was born at Edinburgh in 1711. In 1762 he
published his work, Natural Religion. Much of his time
was spent in France, where he found many kindred
spirits, as vile and depraved as himself. He died in
Edinburgh in 1776, aged sixty-five years. Rev. E. P.
Goodwin, in his work on Christianity and Infidelity,
shows Hume to be dishonest, indecent and a teacher of
immorality. Rev. Robert Hall, in his Modern Injfidelity,
says:

‘‘Infidelity is the joint offspring of an irreligious
temper and unholy speculation, employed, not in ex-
amining the evidences of Christianity, but in detecting
the vices and imperfections of confessing Christians.
It has passed through various stages, each distinguished
by higher gradations of impiety; for when men arro-
gantly abandon their guide, and wilfully shut their eyes
on the light of heaven, it is wisely ordained that their
errors shall multiply at every step, until their extrava-
gance confutes itself, and the mischief of their principles
works its own antidote.

“Hume, the most subtle, if not the most philosoph-
ical, of the deists; who, by perplexing the relations of
cause and effect, boldly aimed to introduce a universal
skepticism and to pour a more than Egyptian darkness
into the whole region of morals.”
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Again in M Ivaine’'s Evidences:

“The nature and majesty of God are denied by
Hume's argument against the miracles. It is Atheism.
There is no stopping place for consistency between the
{irst principle of the essay of Hume, and the last step
11the denial of God with the abyss of darkness forever.
1Inme, accordingly, had no belief in the being of God.
:f he did not positively deny it, he could not assert
that he believed it. He was a poor, blind, groping
compound of contradictions. He was literally ‘without
(tod and without hope,” ‘doting about questions and
strifes of words,’ and rejecting life and immortality out
of deference to a paltry guibble, of which common-sense
is ashamed.

“There is reason to believe that however uncon-
cerned Hume may have seemed in the presence of his
infidel friends, there were times when, being diverted
neither by companions, nor cards, nor his works, nor
books of amusements, but left to himself, and the con-
templation of eternity, he was anything but composed
and satisfied.

“The following account was published many years
ago in Edinburgh, where he died. It is not known to
have been ever contradicted. About the end of 1776, a
few months after the historian’s death, a respectable-
looking woman, dressed in black, came into the Had-
dington stage-coach while passing through Edinburgh.
The conversation among the passengers, which had
been interrupted for a few minutes, was speedily
resumed, which the lady soon found to be regarding
the state of mind persons were in at the prospect of
death. An appeal was made, in defence of infidelity, to
the death of Hume as not only happy and tranquil, but
mingled even with gniety and humor. To this the lady
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said, ‘Sir, you know nothing about it; I could tell you
another tale.’ ‘Madam,’ replied the gentleman, ‘I
presume I have as good information as you can have on
this subject,and I believe what Ihave asserted regarding
Mr. Hume has never been called in question.’ Thelady
continued, ‘Sir, I was Mr. Hume’s housekeeper for
many years, I was with him in his last moments; and
the mourning I now wear is a present from his relatives
for my attention to him on his death bed; and happy
would I have been if I could have borne my testimony
to the mistaken opinion that has gone abroad of his
peaccful and composed end. I have, sir, never till this
hour opened my mouth on this subject, but I think it a
pity the world should be kept in the dark on so inter-
esting a topic. It is true, sir, that when Mr. Hume's
friends were with him he was cheerful and seemed quite
unconcerned about his approaching fate; nay, fre-
quently spoke of it to them in a jocular and playful
way; but when he was alone, the scene was very
different; he was anything but composed, his mental
agilation was so great at vimes as to occasion his whole
bed to shake. And he would not allow the candles to
be put out during the night, nor would he be left alone
for a minute, as I had always to ring the bell for one of
the servants 1o be in the room before he would allow
me 1o leave it. He struggled hard to appear composed,
even before me. But to one who attended his bedside
for so many days and nights and witnessed his disturbed
sieeps and still more disturbed wakings—who frequently
heard his involuntary breathings of remorse and
frightful startings, it was no difficult matter to deter-
mine that all was not right within, This continued and
increased until he became insensible. I hope to God L
shall never witness a similar scene.’
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Triumphant Deith of John Calvin.

Calvin's unremitting labors favored the inroads of
a variety of distressing diseases, which he suffered from
for many years, but bravely battled against or disre-
garded, hating nothing so much as idleness. On Feb-
ruary 6, 1364, he preached, with ditficulty, his last
sermoit. After that he left his house but a few times,
when he was carried on a litter to the council-hall and
the chureli.  Ouoce a deputation from the council visited
him on his sick bed and received his exhortation to use
their authority to the glory of God. Aud several times
the clergy of the eity and neighborhood gatheredarcund
him. In the midst of intense sufferings his spirit was
calin and peaceful, and he occupicd himself with the
Bible and in prayer. When Farel, in his eightieth
year, heard of his sickness. he wrote from Neufchatel
that he would visit him, to which Calvin repled, in a
letter dated May 2, ' Farewell, my best and most right-
hearted brother, and since God is pleased that you
should survive me in this world, live mindful of our
friendship, of which. as it was useful to the church of
God, the fruit still awaits us in heaven. 1 would not
have you futigue yoursclf on my account. Idraw my
breath with difficuity, and wm daily waiting till I alto-
gether cease to breathe. It is enough that to Christ 1
live and die; to llis people Ile is gain in life and death.
Farewell again. rot forgetting the brethren.” Such
words show that love as well as zcal had a place in
Calvin's heart.

On the £7th of May, as the sun was setting, he fell
asleep in Jesus. He was buried on the banks of the
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Rhone, outside of the city where he had so long labored
in behalf of the religion of the Lord Jesus Christ. He
asked that no monument might be placed upon his
grave; and the spot where, some thirty years ago, the
black stone was erected, is only conjectured to be his
burial-place.

Prof. Tulloch well says of Calvin, “‘He was a great,
intense and energetic character, who more than any
other even of that great age has left his impress on the
history of Protestantism.”

His clear intellect and his logical acumen, together
with his coneise and crisp diction, make his works, even
in the present day, a power in the church of God. He
was needed in the church just as truly as Luther, Knox

or Wesley, and we thank God for the gift of such a
man.—Heroes and Ileroines.

“ 1 Want Strength to Praise Him Abundantly!
Hallelujah !"—John Hunt.

We turn now to the remarkable story of the con-
version of Fiji. This name is given to a group of
islands, some two hundred and twenty-five in number,
scattered over an area of two hundred and fifty by three
hundred and seventy miles, of which aboutone hundred
and forty are inhabited. The population in 1893 was
125,442. The largest of these islands, Vitu Levu, is
about the same size as Jamaica. The story of this fair
and fertile group, long the habitation of cruelty, is one
of intense interest. That a Lincolnshire plowboy, who
grew up to manhood with no educational advantages,
should, before his thirty-sixth ycar, be the chief in-
strument in the conversion to Christianity and civiliza-
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tion of one of the most barbarous races of cannibals on
the face of the earth is one of the most remarkable
eventsin the annals of Christian missions. * * *

Such devotion, however, could not fail of its
glorious reward. A great religious awakening took
place. Among the converts was the Queen of Viwa.
“Her heart,” says Mr. Hunt, ‘“‘seemed literally to be
broken, and, though a very strong woman, she fainted
twice under the weight of a wounded spirit. She re-
vived only to renew her strong cries and tears, so that
it was all that we could do to proceed with the service.
The effect soon became more general. Several of the
women and some of the men literally roared for the
disquietude of their hearts. As many as could chanted
the Te Deum. It was very affecting to sce upward of a
hundred Fijians, many of whom were 4 few years ago
some of the worst cannibals in the group, and even in
the world, chanting, ‘We praise Thee, O God; we
acknowledge Thee to be the Lord,” while their voiccs
were almost drowned by the cries of broken-hearted
penitents.” * ¥ ¥

Mr. Hunt's continuous toil at length told seriously
upon his health. The man of iron strength, who had
come up to London from the fields of Lincolushire only
twelve years before, was evidently dying. Of him,
too, might it be truly said, ““The zeal of thine house
hath eaten me up.” The converts from heathenism, with
sad faces,flocked to the chapel and prayed earnestly for
the missionary. ‘'O Lord," Elijah Verani cried aloud,
‘“‘we know we are very bad, but spare Thy servant. If
one must die, take me! take ten of us! but spare Thy
servant to preach Christ to the people!”

As he neared his end the missionary confidently
committed his wife and babes to God, but was sorely
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distressed for Fiji. Sobbing as though in acute dis-
tress, he cried out, *Lord, bless Fiji! save Fijii Thou
knowest my soul has loved Fiji; my heart has travailed
for Fiji!"" Then, grasping his friend Calvert by the
hand, he exclaimed again, “O, let me pray once more
for Iiji! Lord, for Christ's salke, bless IFiji! save Fiji!”
Turning to his mourning wife, he said, ‘If this be
dying, praise the Lord!” Presently, as his eyes looked
up with a bright joy that defied death, he exclaimed,
“I want strength to praise Him abundantly!” and with
the note of triumph, ‘“Hallelujah!” on his lips, he joined
the worship of the skies.—2he Picket Line of Missions.

The Great Danger In Not Seeking the Lord
While He May Be Found.

At one time during a prayer-meeting in about the
year 1890, my attention was directed towards an un-
saved lady who was present, who appeared to be
trifling. The pastor in charge of the meeting made the
remark that as a watchman upon the walls of Zion, he
felt that there was danger for someone there; he could
not understand why he was impressed with this
thought, and repeated that he felt drawn out to say
that there was danger and someone there ought to get
saved, then and there.

This irreligious lady appeared unconcerned and
oblivious to his remarks, and laughed when the minister
shook hands with her at the close of the meeting. Just
as she was preparing to leave the church she was taken
very ill, so ill that she could not go home, neither could
she be taken home by friends. KEverything that could
be done for her relief was done, but in less than one
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short hour she passed into eternity. Before she died,
she tore her hair, cast aside the trashy gew-gaws that
adorned her person and of which heretofore she had
been very fond, and throwing up her hands she cried
aloud for mercy, exclaiming ‘-Oh, Lord, have mercy on
me! Oh, Lord, help me!” 1In this distress of body and
soul she passed inio the great eternity without leaving
any hope to those that stood round her dying bed. This
sad experience shows the danger of putting off the day
and hour of salvation. ‘“‘For in such an hour as ye
think not, the Son of Man cometh."— Written for this
book by Julia E. Strail, Portlandville, N. Y.

Last Words of John Hooper, Bishop and
Martyr.

This great preacher and reformer was born in
Somersetshire, in 1495, and died at the stake Feb. 9,
1555, in Gloucester. He was a great scholar and writer,
and a diligent study of the scriptures and the works of
Zwingli and Bullinger on the Pauline epistles convinced
him of the errors of the papal church and made him an
ardent advocate of the reformation.

Foxe says of him, *'In his sermons he corrected sin
and sharply inveighed against the iniquity of the world
and the corrupt abuses of the church. The people in
great flocks and companies came daily to hear him,
insomuch that the church would oftentimes be so full
that none could enter further than thedoors.” * * *

Hooper and Rogers were the first to be cited under
Mary. On Aug. 29, 1553, the former was thrown into
prison, where he received harsh treatment, and con-
tracted sciatica. In January, 1555, he was condemned
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on three charges—for maintaining the lawfulness of
clerical marriage, for defending divorceand for denying
transubstantiation. He called the mass ‘‘the iniquity
of the devil.” He was sentenced to die at the stake in
Gloucester, whither he was conveyed. He met his
death firmly and cheerfully. To a friend bewailing his
lot, the martyr replied in the oft-quoted words, ‘‘Death
is bitter and life is sweet, but alas! consider that death
to come is more bitter, and life to come is more sweet.”
In another conversation he said, *‘I am well, thank God;
and death to me for Christ's sake is welcome.” His
martyrdom was witnessed by a large throng of people.
The martyr was forbidden to address the crowd. A
real or pretended pardon being promised if he would
recant, he spurned it away, saying, “If you love my
soul, away with it.”" His agony was greatly prolonged
and increased by the slow progress of the fire on
account of the green fagots, which had to be rekindled
three times before they did their work.—Religious En-
~yclopedia.

Last Words of the Great Commentator,
Matthew Henry.

Matthew Henry, a distinguished non-conformist
divine and biblical commentator, born Oct. 28, 1662,
at Broad Oak, Flintshire, England; died June 22, 1714,
at Nantwich, England. Ho received his education
under his father's (Rev. Philip Henry) roof, and in an
academy at:Islington. On the return journey from a
visit to Chester he was scized with apoplexy and died.
His old intimate friend, Mr. Illidge, was present, who
had been desired by Sir Thomas Delves and his lady to
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invite him to their house, at Doddington, whither their
steward was sent to conduct him. But he was not able
to proceed any further, and went to bed at Mr. Motter

shed's house, where he felt himself so ill that he said to
his friends, “Pray for me, for now I cannot pray for
myself.” While they were putting him to bed, he
spoke of the excellence of spiritual comforts in a time
of affliction, and blessed God that he enjoyed them. To
his friend, Mr. Illidge, he addressed himself in these
memorable words: ‘“You have been used to take notice
of the sayings of dying men—this is mine: That alife
spent in the service of God, and communion with Him,
is the most comfortable and pleasant life that one can
live in the present world.” He had a restless night,
and about five o'clock on Tuesday morning he was
seized with a fit, which his medical attendants agreed
to be an apoplexy. He lay speechless, with his eyes
fixed, till about eight o’clock, June 22, 1714, and then
expired.—Memoirs of the Rev. Matthew Henry.

«Y Can’t Die! I Won’t Die!”

Mrs. Phoebe Palmer, the noted and devoted holi-
ness evangelist, is the authority for the following:

E—— had a friend who did not believe that the
injunctions, ‘‘Come out from among them and be ye
separate,” ‘‘Be not conformed to the world,” and
kindred passages, have anything to do with the external
appearance of the Christian. She was united in church
fellowship with a denomination which does not recog-
nize these things as important, and she had been heard
to speak contemptuously of those contracted views that
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would induce one, in coming out in a religious profes-
sion, to make such a change in extarnal appearance as
to excite observation.

We should be far from favoring an intimation that
E——'s friend was hypocritical; she was only what
would be termed a liberal-minded professor, and was
no more insincere than thousands who stand on what
would be termed an ordinary eminence in religious

profession.

The wasting consumption gradually preyed upon
the vitals of this friend, and E——, who livesina
distant city, went to see her. E——, though not at the

time as fully devoted as she might have been, was
concerned to find her friend as much engaged with the
vanities of the world and as much interested about
conforming to its customs as ever, and she ventured to
say, ‘I did not suppose you would think so much about
these things now.”

Her friend felt somewhat indignant at the remark,
and observed, “‘I do not know that I am more conformed
to the world than yourself, and the denomination to
which you belong regards these things as wrong, but
our people do not think that religion has anything to do
with these little matters.”

The hand of withering disease continued relent-
lessly laid on E——'s friend, and as she drew nearer
eternity her blissful hopes of immortality and eternal
life seemed to gather yet greater brightness. Her
friends felt that her piety was more elevated than that
of ordinary attainment. Again and yet again her
friends gathered around her dyiug couch to hear her
last glowing expressions and to witness her peaceful
departure. Such was her composure that she desired
her shroud might be in readiness so that she might,
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before the mirror, behold her body arrayed for its
peaceful resting place.

Her friend E—— was forced to leave the city a day
or two before her dissolution, aud called to take her
final farewell. ¢‘We shall not meet again on earth,”
said the dying one, ‘but doubtless we shall meet in
heaven. On my own part I have no more doubt than if
I were already there, and I cannot but hope that you
will be faithful unto death. We shall then meet.” They
then bade each other a last adieu.

The moment at last came when death was permitted
to do his fearful work. The devoted friends had again
gathered around the bed of the dying fair one to witness
her peaceful exit. Respiration grew shorter and shorter
and at last ceased, and they deemed the spirit already
in the embrace of blissful messengers who were wing-
ing it to paradise. A fearful shriek! and in a moment
they beheld her that they had looked upon as the
departed sitting upright before them withevery feature
distorted.

Horror and disappointment had transformed that
placid countenance so that it exhibited an expression
indescribably fiendish. ‘I can’t die!” vociferated the
terrified, disappointed one. ‘I won't die!” At that
moment the door opened and her minister entered.
“Out of the door, thou deceiver of men!” she again
vociferated, fell back and was no more.

“Not every one that saith unto Me, Lord, Lord,
shall enter into the kingdom of heaven, but he that
doeth the will of my Father which is in heaven.” (Mat.
7:21.)
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¢ Victory ! Eternal Victory!” Were the Last
Words of Mother Cobb.

The sainted Eunice Cobb, better known as ‘‘Mother
Cobb,” was born at Litchfield, Connecticut, Feb. 13,
1793.

Mother Cobb was converted in the twenty-fourth
year of her earthly life. After walking with God on
earth for sixty years, He took her to Himself, to reign
with Him forever in the courts above, on the 3rd cf
January, 1877, in the eighty-fourth year of her age.

We select the following from an account of her
life and death published in the ‘‘Marengo Republican':

“Died, at the residence of Mrs. M. T. Johnson, Jan.
3, 1877, Mrs. Eunice Cobb.

“Duringa pilgrimage of forty years with this people
she ever exhibited an earnest zeal in the service of her
Lord and Master. To her, religion was more than a
name—a profession; it was a reality, a power revealed
in the heart, that led, controlled and adorned her whole
life and being. She stopped at the Fountain, not only
to drink, but to wash and be made whiter than snow.
She avoided everything that had the appearance of
conformity to the world, and deemed it an honor to be
called ‘singular’ for Christ's sake. Filled with a koly
enthusiasm for the salvation of souls, she devoted a
large portion of her time to this work, visiting from
house to house, and talking and praying with all with
whom she came in contact—instant in season and out of
season. No work was so pressing but what there was
time for prayer, and no public worship so imposing but
that at its close she would earnestly, and with the most
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tender and thrilling appeals, exhort the unconverted to
accept Christ, the believer to a higher, holier life.

‘‘She was truly a godly woman, abundant in labors
and in fruits.

“‘Mother Cobb, as she was known, was loved and
respected by everybody, for she loved everybody, re-
gardless of nume or sect. Though fallen asleep, she
yet lives in the hearts of those who have been saved by
her instrumentality or blessed by her counsel. We
have no words that can do full justice to the eminently
devoted Christian life and character of this mother in
Israel. It has been fittingly said of her, that her life is
a grand commentary on the thirteenth chapter of First
Corinthians, and this, to those who knew her, will be
the most appropriate testimony of her Christian worth
—the best epitaph that can be inscribed to her memory.

“Many friends called to sce her, and to all she
testified to her perfect faith in Christ, and of His grace,
not only to sustain but to cheer in a dying hour:
Heaven itself seemed open to her, and a holy ecstacy
filled her soul. Her last words were ‘Victory! Victory!
Eternal victory!—=Sixty Years’ Walk With God.

¢ There is Light All Around Me.”

The noted evangelist, Mrs. Grace Weiser Davis,
writes of her mother's translation, to The Christian
Standard, for July 10, 1898, as follows:

For five months past I have cancelled all engage-
ments and been a witness of the triumphs of the. power
of God to save amid suffering and to cast out all fear
that hath torment.

My mother left us July 20, aged fifty-nine years
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and seven months. She was born in York, Pa. She
was converted at the same time as my father, just
previous to my birth, in a revival that continued almost
one year. Our home was always hospitably thrown
open to ministers of the gospel. Mother would give
them the best she could get and then apologize because
it was no better. Hundreds can testify to the minis-
trations of this combination of Mary and Martha.

After father’s death, mother retained her home-
stead in York, Pa., but spent her time largely between
my sister and myself, at least eight months of the- year
being in my home.

We brought mother to Bradley Beach, hoping for a
prolongation of the precious life. She was cheerful
and planning for a continued life here. We shrank
from telling her the truth, but God Himself gloriously
revealed it to her. The doctor and ministers bore testi-
mony to my own that it was the most glorious death bed
we ever witnessed.

One day my mother prayed, ‘‘Dear Lord, prepare
me for the country to which I am going!” Before the
close of the day she was shouting the praises of God.
From that time on she talked of her coming translation
and her faith so gloriously triumphant.

On Sabbath, June 27, she had a day of wonderful
exaltation. She said, ‘I have always hoped and trusted
in God, but now I have a fuller realization than ever
before.” Aswe all wept, she said, ‘I don’t realize that
this is death. It is His will, and is all right.” To the
doctor she said, ‘“‘Just think, doctor, to be forever with
the Lord.” No one could come into my mother's room
thereafter without being spoken to by her upon this
glory that was filling her soul. To me she said,
““Grace, God has given you gifts that few others pos-
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sess; let us pray that God will make you a weight of
glory in the world. God has blest you, and will still
more.” One afternoon she said, “I am homesick for
heaven.” To the doctor, "“Sometimes my way has
seemed dark, but it was like the Ferris wheel—it
always came round to a point of light.” Again she
said, ‘I believe I will get awake sometime and find my-
self in a strange country, to which I shall be trans-
lated.” ‘‘Mother, it will not be so strange. Your
father and mother and husband and little boy are there,
and we are on the way,” I answered.

To one lately married she said, ‘“You are just
beginning life; it pays to begin right. KEverything you
do for God is on compound interest—compound interest.
It will be doubly repaid you. I commenced to serve
Him in early life, and consecrated my children to Him
in infancy, and they are all Christians, and I am so
happy.”

As I kissed her one day she said, “We will rejoice
together in Jesus in heaven.” Her favorite words were,
“Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me, " etc.; her
favorite hymn, ‘“Jesus, Lover of My Soul.” The night
previous to her death she said, ‘“There is light all around
me.”

Until the last she gave evidence of hearing, seeing
and understanding. I knelt within fifteen minutes of
her translation and said, ‘“Mother, though you walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, you need
fear no evil, for God is with you. Surely goodness and
mercy shall follow you, and you are going to dwell in
the house of the Lord forever.” There came a respon-
sive smile. Ina few minutes she drew a gentle breath
and was translated.



SAVED AND UNSAVED. 135

“You Cannot Run Away From the Spirit of
God.”

Several years ago, a gentleman, apparently in great
haste, entered a certain city in one of the southern
states on horseback, rode up to the hotel, alighted, and
introduced himself as follows:

“I have been trying to run away from the Spirit of
God, but it has followed me all of these many miles that
I have {travelled, and it is with me now. I had Chris-
tian training, and as I heard the gospel proclaimed
from time to time I became deeply convicted of sin; but
I was very rebellious and determined not to yield. The
Spirit said, *You must be born again,’ but I said, ‘I will
not be born again.” I purchased this horse, a good,
strong beast at the time, and I have worn it down poor,
as you see; but I have not succeeded in outrunning the
Spirit of God. I feel that I am about to die, and I have
a request to make. I want you to sell this horse and
bury me here in the street by this sign post, and put
up a slab by my grave bearing this inscription, ‘You
cannot run away from the Spirit of God.”

The man soon died. Physicians examined him and
said there was no disease about him, but that he died of
mental agony.

His strange request was granted, and the slab
bearing this silent warning preached many a sermon to
passers-by, and resulted in a revival of religion in the
city of Tuscaloosa, Alabama.—Written for this book by
Mary E. Jenks, McBain, Mich.
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John Wesley’s Last Words—¢«“The Best of All
Is, God Is With Us.”

This holy man of God went to heaven March 2,
1791, in the eighty-eighth year of his life. He had
preached the gospel sixty-five years. Shortly before
his death, Mr. Wesley said, I will get up”; and whilst
they arranged his clothes, he broke out singing in a
manner which astonished all about him,

“T'1l praisc my Maker while I've breuath,
And when my volfee is lost in death,
Praisc shall employ my nobler powers:
My days of praise shatl ne'er be past,
While life, and thought, and being last,
Ur immortality endures.

Huappy the man whose hopes rely
On Israel's God ; Hemade the sky,
And earth and seas, with all their train
His truth forever stands sccure,
He suves the oppressed. He feeds the poor,
And none shall find His promise vain."

Once more seated in his chair, he said in a weak
voice, *‘Lord, Thou givest strength to those who can
spealk and to those who cannot. Speak, Lord, to all
our hearts, and let them know that Thou loosest
tongues.”

And then he sang,

“To I'uther, Son and Holy Ghost,
Who sweetly all agree.”

Here his voice failed. After gasping for breath he
said, “*Now, we have done all.”

He was then laid on the bed from whence he rose
no more. After resting a little, he called to those who
were with him to “Pray and praise.” Soon after this
he said, “Let me be buried in nothing but what s
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woolen, and let my corpse be carried in my coffin into
the chapel.”

Again calling upon them to pray and praise, he
took each by the hand, and, affectionately saluting
them, bade them farewell.

After attempting to say something which they
could not understand, he paused a little, and then, with
all the remaining strength he had, said,

“The best of all is, God 15 with us.”

And again, lifting his hand, he repeated the same
words in holy triumph,

“The best of all is, God is with us.”

Being told that his brother's widow had come, he
said, “He giveth His servants rest,” thanked her as she
pressed his hand, and affectionately tried to kiss her.

After they had moistened his lips he repeated his
usual grace after a meal—‘“We thank Thee, O Lord,
for these and all Thy mercies; bless the church and
king, grant us truth and peace, through Jesus Christ
our Lord.”

And, after a little pause, ‘‘The clouds drop fatness.
The Lord is with us; the God of Jacob is our refuge.”
He then called to them to pray, and seemed to join fer-
vently in their petitions.

Most of the following night he repeatedly tried to
repeat the hymn he had sung, but could only say, “I'll
praise, I'll praise.”

On Wednesday morning his end was near. Joseph
Bradford prayed with him about ten o'clock in the
morning, whilst eleven friends knelt round the bed.

“Farewell,” said the dying man, and it was thelast
word he spoke.

Immediately after, withouta groan or a sigh, he
passed away. His friends stood round his bed and sung
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* Waiting to receive thy spirit,
T.o! the Saviorstands above ;
Shows the purchase of His merit,
Reaches out the crown of love.”

—ARenyon's Life of John Weseey.
Little Willie Leonard’s Translation to Heaven.

The following account of the death of Willie
Leonard, aged ouly six years, will be of added interest
to many who have read the litt'le book One Year With
Jesus, written a few ycarsago by Mrs. Anna Leonard,
of Manton, Michigan, and in which she speaks of Willie.
It is taken from a letter written by his mother at the
time, seventeen years ago. to a friend who is glad to
share it with others.

One day, about two weeks before Willie died, he
came in from his play and said, ‘‘Mamina, seems to me
I wouldn't want to die.” When asked why, he said, O,
I wonldn't want to leave you folks here; but then I
suppose I would be very happy in heaven, and, mamma,
I would watch over you.” His mamma clasped him in
her arms; she loved him, oh! so much. She felt that
the angels were beckoning to him while she talked with
him of the joys that awaited him in heaven and that
they would meet him there. He then said, ‘““Mamma, I
don’t want any little liimb on my tomb stone, but I want
a little boy lying on the grass as you have seen me lie
in the summer time when I was tired out with play.”
(He never saw nor heard of anything of the kind; but
such a stone now marks hisgrave.) He was taken sick
with scarlet fever, of n diphtherial form, and lived but
two days. He was such a patient little sufferer through
it all' When asked if he was not a pretty sick little
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boy, he replied, ‘“No, not very sick; but I think Jesus
is going to take me to heaven to live,” and an angelic
look of holy rapture came over his face, with such a
radiant smile. His papa was called and as he talked
with him about it, that same glorious smile again il-
luminated hisface. He then talked about the disposal of
his toys, books, Sabbath school cards and papers (even
remembering the writer, so many miles away, ‘“For,”
said he, “Ilove her,” and the memory is precious as
she writes of him to-day).

He then spoke of a new hat, which he said he
would not need now, and his mamma talked with him
of the beautiful crown awaiting him in heaven, although
her heart seemed bursting with grief. ‘“Willie,” said
she, ‘‘no one can see Jesus when He comes except the
one He comes after, so when you see Him will you tell
me?”’ “Yes,” he replied, “if I can talk, and if notl
will point to Him.” He then said be wanted them all
to come to heaven. When his little brother told him
that his papa had gone after the doctor he said, ““O, 1
would rather that Jesus would take me to heaven than
for Dr. Taplin to make me well!” 1In a few hours he
was quite restless and delirious.

I now quote from the letter verbatim: ‘‘As we laid
him back on his pillow, his eyes remained wide-open
and fixed. We felt his feei and found them cold. I
hastencd and warmed flannels and wrapped them. We
chafed his haunds, although his finger-nails were blue.
How could we believe that our Willie was dying—
Willie our hope, our pride, the joy of our home, yes,
our very idol! DBut so it was, and as we gathered round
his bed we weptas only parents can weep at such
times, and talked loving words to his inanimate form.
He was lying very still, when all at once one little hand
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was raised and he pointed upward for a moment as his
dear lips moved in an effort to speak. ‘Willie,’ I cried
aloud, ‘do you see Jesus?’ His hand was laid again by
his side, he breathed shorter and less frequently a few
times and then ceased forever. In his last moments he
remembered the signal agreed upon between him and
me, and pointed me to Jesus.

“When the body that was so beautiful and dear to
us was lowered into the silent grave and the earth fell
with a hollow sound upon the box below, it seemed asifI
could not rise above the shock, when I felt as it were a
light breath fan my cheek and a sweet voice seemed to
say, ‘Mamma, I am not there; don't cry. I am happy.’
My tears dried in an instant, and I cannot now think
of him as anywhere but in that beautiful heaven where

he longed to go.”—Furnished for this work by Mrs. Eva
Simkins, Lester, Mich.

Last Words of Rev. H, Y, Humelbaugh,

This hero of faith met and vanquished the last foe
early on the morning of October 13, 1868. He wasa
member of Pennsylvania Conference, and spent thirteen
years in itinerant work.

When his physician visited him the last time he
inquired, ‘“‘Doctor, whut do you think of me?” ‘You
are very ill, sir,” was the reply. ‘Well, Idid not
expect that,” said Mr. Humelbaugh, “‘but it is all right.
I have tried to live a religious life, and now I can say,
‘Saved by grace; saved by the grace of God.'”” When
asked if the gospel he had preached toothers comforted
his own heart, he quickly answered, ¢‘Oh, yes; oh, yes.
I was afraid if I did get well I would have to give up
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preaching, but the Lord has arranged all that now.”
As the shadows thickened his faith seemed to lay holl
of the Redeemer with an all-conquering grasp, and he
exclaimed, “O Jesus, receive my spirit. Glory to God
for a religion that saves in the dying hour.” A friend,
approaching his bedside, said, “Well, Brother Humel-
baugh, you are going home.” ‘‘Home! yes; blessed be
God, I'm in the old ship sailing for—glory to God!
Glory to God for experimental religion,” Lifting both
hands, he continued, ‘‘Let people say what they choose
against experimental religion, thank God it saves in a
dying hour.” Then, turning to his grief-stricken wife,
he sought most tenderly to console her. ““Oh, Fanny,
weep not for me; I will soon rest, forever rest, from all
my troubles. Oh, lead a holy life; train up our children
in the fear of the Lord—in experimental religion—and
tell them to be humble.” Addressing his physician
again, he said, ‘‘Oh, doctor, what a beautiful land lies
just before my eyes.” Then in holy ecstacy he cried
out: “O King of terrors! end of time! Oh, all is bright!
T'll soon be at home. Farewell, pulpit; this is the end
of my preaching.” Kissing hislittle son, he said, ‘“God
bless you, my boy.” With the confidence of Israel's
sweet singer, he repeated to himself, ‘“Though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil, for Thou art with me.” So nearly exhausted
was he that he omitted the last sentence, but when
some one finished it he replied, ‘“They comfort me; yes,
bless God, they comfort me.” A few minutes later his
pulse was still. He had passed from life to life.—From
Life to Life.
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Last Words of Charles IX., King of France—
“T Am Lost; I See It Well.”

This wicked king died May 30, 1574. His character
was a compound of passion, acuteness, heuartlessness
and cunning. (He was, of course, a Roman Catholic.)
The massacre of St. Burtholomew, August 24, 1572,
was the culmination of a series of treacheries towards
the Huguenots which greatly disgraced his reign. He
died a young man. During his last hours he said, ¢‘Oh,
my nurse, my nurse! What blood, what murders, what
evil counsels have I followed! Oh, my God, pardon me
and have mercy on me if Thou canst. I know not what
Iam! What shall I do® I am lost; I see it well.”

¢« Though I Walk Through the Valley of the
Shadow of Death, I Will Fear No Evil.”

Sister Sarah A. Cook, known to many of our read-
ers by her writings and evangelistic work, gives an
account of the last days of her sister, who died in
England during the spring of 1864. She says in her
book, Wayside Sketches:

I was called to the sick bed of my eldest sister,
Eliza, living in Mcllon Mowbray, Leicestershire. 1
found her suffering from intermittent fever and general
prostration. Always.delicate, with a mind too active
for the frail tenement in which it dwelt, during the first
stage of the sickness there seemed a strong clinging to
life. Very happy in her marringe relationship—with
many interests—a circle of loving friends, and an



SAVED AND UNSAVED. 143

earnest worker in the cause of the Redeemer, life was
full of attraction. Then the thought would comeof her
husband's loneliness without her,and she said, ‘I would
be quite willing to go, but Harry would miss me so
much”; but faith triumphed over nature and a little
later she said, ‘““The Lord could make Harry a happy
home if He should take me.”

Day by day the attraction heavenward became
stronger. Once, when all was fixed for the night, and
I was about leaving the room, she called me to her, and
looking earnestly into my face she suid, ‘‘Sarah, don’t
you pray for my recovery.” Reminding her how much
we all loved her and how glad we should be to keep her
with us, she answered, ‘“‘And I love you all very much;
but it is so much better to depart and be with Jesus.”
While with her through the day, and listening to the
doctor’s cheery and hopeful words, I would think she
might recover; but in prayerI could never take hold
for her health—could only breathe out, “Thy will, O
Lord, not mime, be done.”

The prayer of faith, in which at times our Father
enables His children to take hold for the healing of the
body, was never given. In His infinite love and wisdom
He was calling her home,

“ Where no storms ever beat on that beautiful strand,
While the years of eternity roil.”

Every afternoon she liked for about an hour to be
left entirely alone. The fever would then be off, and
she chose it as the best time for secret communion
with the Lord. Opening the door one day, after the
hour had passed, she sat upright in bed, her face
radiant with joy as she exclaimed, **O, I have had such
a view of God's love!” Stretching out her hands, she
said, ‘It seems to me like a boundless ocean, and as
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though I were lost in that boundless ocean of love!”
When suffering from extreme prostration, her favorite

lines would be:
** Christ leads us through no darker rooms
Than He went t“rough before ;
He that would to His kingdom come,
Must enter by that door.”

“Do you,” said a dear friend to her one day, ““have
any fear of death?” ¢Oh, no,” she answered, “Idon't
know that I have ever thought of it.” The word death
was never on her lips. The ‘‘valley of the shadow” way
all bridged over. She did not see it, for the eye of faith
swept over it, and was on Him who is the resurrection
and the life. *‘“T'o be with Jesus” was her oft-repeated
expression; repeating on Friday,with tenderest, deepest
joy, the whole of that beautiful hymn:

* Forever wjth the Lord,
Amen, soletitbe;
Life from the dead is in that word,
*Tls immortality.

Here in the body pent,
Absent from Him I roam ;
Yetnightly pitch my moving tent
A day's march nearer home.”

The Sabbath dawned, her last day on earth. See
ing the end was very necar, I hesitated about leaving
her to meet her bible-class at the chapel, a large class
of young women. I had been teaching them every
Sabbuth afternoon. ““Would you like me, dear, to take
your class this  afternoon?’ I asked. ‘‘Yes,” she
answered with some surprise in her voice, ‘“‘why not?
And tell them all I have loved and prayed for them
very much.” It was a melting time as we all together
realized how near the parting was.

Our lesson that day was the words of comfort our
Savior had spoken to His disciples, recorded in the 14th
of John. Returning from the scho-l with the class,
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reflection that she should soon be a Christian. She had
now taken, as she imagined, ‘‘one step”—had formed a
solemn purpose, and had given a pledge to repent that
day. She felt, as she expressed it, committed, and
hardly had a doubt as to the accomplishment of her
purpose. This day also passed as before. She did,
indeed, several times during the day think of her reso-
lution, but not with that overwhelming interest she
had felt in the morning, and nothing decisive was done.

The next morning her impressions were again
renewed, and she again renewed her resolution, and it
was dissipated as before; and thus she went on resolving
and breaking her resolutions, until at length her
anxiety entirely subsided and she entirely relapsed into
her former state of unconcern. She was not, however,
absolutely indifferent; she still expected and resolved to
be a Christian; but her resolutions now looked to a
more distant period for their accomplishment, and she
returned to the cares and pleasures of the world with
the same interest as before.

About this time she went to reside in aneighboring
village, and I did not see her again for about three
months, when I was called atan early hour one morning
to visit her on the bed of death. * * * About day-
break, on the morning of the day she died, she was
informed that her symptoms had become alarming, and
that her sickness would probably be fatal. The intelli-
gence was awfully surprising. * ¥ * At one time her
distress became so intense and her energies so exhausted
that she was forced to conclude her scul lost—that
nothing could now be doune for it; and for a moment she
seemed as if in a horrid struggle to adjust her mind to
her anticipated doom. But oh that word Lost. Her
whole frame shuddered at the thought.
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It was now nearly noon. Most of the morning had
been employed either in prayer at her bedside or in at-
tempting to guide her to the Savior; but all seemed
ineffectual; her strength was now nearly gone; vital
action was no longer perceptible at the extremities, the
cold death-sweat was gathering on her brow, and dread
despair seemed ready to possess her soul. She saw,
and we all saw, that the fatal moment was at hand, and
her future prospect one of unmingled horror. She
shrank from it. She turned her eyes to me, and called
on all who stood around her to beseech once more the
God of wercy in her behalf.

We all knelt again at her bedside, and having once
more commended her to God, I tried again to direct her
to the Savior, and was beginning to repeat some prom-
ises which I thought appropriate, when she interrupted
me, saying with emphasis, ‘‘I can not be pardoned; it is
too late, too late!” And again alluding to that fatal
resolution, she begged of me to charge all the youth of
my congregation not to neglect religion as she had
done; not to stifle their conviction by a mere resolution
to repent. ‘‘Warn them, warn them,” she said, ‘‘by my
case’—and again she attempted to pray, and swooned
again.

She continued thus alternately to struggle and
faint,every succeeding effort becoming feebler, until the
last convulsive struggle closed the scene, and her spirit
took its everlasting flight.—Rev. E. Phelps, D. D.

“Seek ye the Lord while He may be found, call ye
upon Him while He is near.” (Isa. 55:6.)



