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PREFACE.

THE CONTROLING motive of the authors in presenting this

little work to the public is to carry out the request of little
IDA BELLE WALDROXN hersel, that her religious experience
be published to the world us & means of inducing others to lay hold
of the precious means of salvation which she found so dear to her
own soul. In carying out this request, ouly one other which
she made was not fulfilled—one which her parents could not bear
ould be done, notwithstanding little BELLE so much desired is,
. ¢, that a post-mortem examination be made of her head, that a
knowledge of her disease might be obtained and a remedy
covered therefor,

With this explanation of our motives for this little work,
we send it forth on its mission, trusting that, though imperfectly
written it may be, that God will bless it to the salvation of many
precious souls.

THE ATTHORS.
APprIL 30th, 1880,







Life and Remarkable Religious Experience
— o —

IDA BELLE WALDRON.

By V. M. Sr. CraIg,

ss13TED BY N. O, Kxrimve.

CHAPTER I.

IFE may very aptly be likened to a stream which rising nt

an indignificant rill, flows on and onward, gaining
otume and strongth as it progresses, turning the wheels of busy
manufactories, bearing upon g m ships of commerce, and, at
the end, is lost uwnid the waters of the mighty ocean.

The little meadow brook; springing from
spos upen the h111~1de babbles »lunz in Cours
elighting wit
aged sire, who is reminded by its rippling melody of the
his own childhood day oyousiy it goss laughing alon
ing hither and thither beneath the screening branches which over-
hnnz ite brink; the birds warble their runeful lays to its melodious
BCCOI')pAnlm:n[ the bright rays of the sun stealing through the
emerald curt; reﬁec[ed from its b &l like (he flazh-

o

me vine-clad
singing to the

But now the seene is changed; mo feathered songster
its notes with the stream’s rippling laughter; no menilv

atervene to screen it from the scorching rays of th

its joyous music

gish and slow; by degree

o(' the once lf\uvu

the

hushed; its movements bacome =h‘e-
5 waters diminish until a1l thas remains
is only & few stagnaut pools, the abid-
i i i 3 pated by the
n. Other streams have risen from
less favored spots, have traversed a less beautiful way, and joined
their waters with the deep blue sea, while it, after a brief journey
toward the goal, has languished and died.

Thus it is with life, The little babe, the object of tenderest
solicitude, expands and grows as time moves on; now a romping,
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rollicking child, the aderation of its doting parents, and the favored
companion of its playmates in their childich games; next, buddin
into manhood or womanhood, the impersonation of health (\ng
aetivity; now the mature man or woman, bearing daily the
burdens and cares of life, and adding by industry and research to
the world's great store of wealth and knowledge; finally, under the
weight of accumulating years, the bowed and decrepit octogena-
rian, borne onward by the remorseless waters of death's river, and
out into the unexplored ccean of the Beyond.

Here iz a tiny babe nestling upon the bosom of its mother.
All unconscions of the struggle which life has in store for it, it
sleeps pencefully, and its dreams are visions of angels hovering
about it. See the smile that wreaths its innocent face as its pure
spirit wanders amid the enchanting scenes of dreamland |

A few years later we see it & healthy promising child, gaily
engaged in its childisk sports, bringing joy and sunshine to all with
whom it mingles. Tt is the sunbeam which sheds light and warmth
throughout its home, At school it is the pride of jts instructors
and the idol of its playmates; at home the promise of joy and com-
clining years.

Alaz! there comes & change. Instead of the ruddy glow of
health upon its check, its brow is scorched by burning fever, and
ite Nps, upon which have been imprinted many loving kisses,
are parched and brown; the littles head is tossed to and fro in
mortal agony, and moans of suffering have taken the place of joy-
ous laughter. The loving -parents ses their darling prostrated
beneath the iron hand of fell disease, und with bleeding hearts
must see it toss in pain, day after day, while no human hand can
bring itrelief, The most skillful physicians are powerless to cope
with the formidable adversary, and they see the littlebody wasting
under the ravages of its destroyer, and with hearts scarcely re-
signed to the will of Him who doeth all things well, they realize
that they must part from theix loved one.

The end comes at last.  With bowed heads and streaming
eyes, the parents and friends stand around the bedside watching the
last feeble breathing of the little sufferer. 8o genily does the
band of the Death Angel release the imprisoned spirit from its
worn and racked tenement of clay, that ere the grief-stricken as-
semblage is aware of its departure, it is winging its fight toward the
gates of the New Jerusalem, there to rest forever in pace upon the
breast of Him who was cnce Himself a child, and for a space dwelt
among the children of men.
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CHAPTER IL

DA BELLE WALDRON, the ~ubject of the following sketch,
was born near the town of Liberty, the county seat of Bedford,
in the State of Virginia, on the 22nd day of A\Muw 1874, She
the daughter oF Paschal W, and Mildred Cathiarine Waldron,
Loth honest and industrions citizens, who by the honest toil of
laborex: s esrned their dally bread.
rom her infiney little Belle dela\ ed a remarkable degree
of \mell\gﬂmx. and when not mors than five or six vears of age,
exhibited more the manner of a person of mature agé than one “of
50 tender years.
Of a naturaily bright and cheerful disposition, she was
u fa‘ orite wth h pla mates, and 1t has never been related
ith them was evar marred Dy & single
he wi kind and affectionate, and
s as luw
(m to pl?me them, never taking mto
fence, or carsu]’mv Ler own in

To
all o berl en

i
above

o
A m oe unable to ‘discriminate bﬂtv»een good smd
ctively rebelled against the comm:

& nful one.
Her inflannce over her playmates and associates was alway

d for their goot he wus ever ready with words of good
advice and kindly admomntmn to warn thern against the commis-
sion of \VTO!’;%. advising them arent m’c‘nt advise his child,

their unbounded love and affection for her always prompted
listen to and obey her cow

Bl very early evinced a fondness and aptitude for books,
and nothing delighted her mare than to seclude herself away from
the b throng and busily pore over her and her alwa\s
perfuct Tecitarions showed that hor time was not s spent ir: vain,

One would naturally infer that a child of her di i
studicus and with the manners of those of older yew
would have menifested an ave amed_and sports of
children, but such was far from: being the case. She always de-
lighted in anything not in conflict with hev ideas of Ri
would bring plessure to those about her, and, when occasion
manded, would enter into their sports with as eager zest a3 the
most enthusiastic.
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She was early impressed with the fact that life was only for
a season, and that all, even children as young as herself, must die,
and with this fact always prorair ent in Rer mind, she labored to 5o
shape her life und actions, that when her own time arrived to bow
to the Great Conqueror, she could say, “O Grave, where Is thy
victory! O, Death where is thy sting ! I

She seemed ever imbued with the idea that thers was & Te-
sponsibility attaching to her own actions, and thet, even so young
a3 she was, she would be held to & strict accountabxhw for her own
deeds

"he following stanza—the flrst she ever recited at school—
gives an insight into her convictions st this time, and shows the
channel into which her thoughts were early directed:

i Thers is an hour when L must die,
Nor do I know how soon tmll come ;
A thousand children, young as I,
Are called by death to hear theix doom.”

But so far from having a depressing effect upon her spirits
she seemed at that time to have no fears for the future, but Iooked
upon death, as her grandfather puts it, *as a happy scene,” one in
which the weary «pmt reburns o its oelestial home, and to the
loving arms of its Heavenly Father. Later, as the sequel will
show, Satan with his gloomy array of doubts and fears, darkened
her vision of faith and hid from her for a brief epace, the splendors
of the glory land,

=
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CHAPTER IIIL

HE gardener does not rear and cultivate the rare and beauti-

ful flower toallow it to bloom and die wnseen, and to waste its
sweetness upon the passing breeze, He does not so_carefully
prune and water it, that his ey alone may look upon its loveliness,
and that his nostrils alone may be regaled by its delicious odor. It is
with pride that he brings it forth fom its hot-house bed, und
where youth and beauty congregate, and sweet music beguiles the
scene, it gives forth its fragrance and delighis the assembled
throng.

It requires no stretch of imagination to picture this terrestrial
sphere on which we live as a nursery ground, where the soul,
planted here by the Great Gardener, is murtured and developed,
that it may be prepared for the holy and higher requirements in
the great hereatter, when it shall bave been transplanted to bloom
in the glorious Gurden of God, to be beheld by the shining hosts
of Light, amid the enchanting music of the angelic choirs above.

Little Belie, so much of comfors and joy to her patents,
shedding such a hale of sunshine and gladness about her, was too
fair « fower to long Temain in the cheerless atmosphere of ©
world ; the soil of earth was too cold for her to expand and grow
the Great Gardener desired, o He willed that she should be trans-
planted to the purer air of Heaven, where her graces should the
more eadily expand beneath the genial Tays of the Sun of Right-
eousness. But®nffthing earthy 1s allowed to pollute the sacred
soil of thut celestial laud, no unsightly branches or ungainly ex-
cressences must appear to mar the beauty of the transplanted
flower. Every root of sin must be carefully pruned away ere it
grace the Grand Conservatory above.

Little Belle, though among the fairest of earth’s lowers, and
So pure, 5o free from guile, yet, as mortal, conceived and born in
sin, was destined to feel the hand of affliction, that her soul should
be entirely freed from all taint of sin, and made meet, for the glories
reserved for the ransomed of God from the foundation of the
world.

The hirds sang as sweetly, perhaps, on the first day of May,
1885, as if lirtle Ida Belle Waldron had been able to listen to their
carols; perchance the sun shone as brightly as if she had been able
to bask in its genial rays, but her devoted schoolmates were stricken
with grief when, on that mornmg, she gathered up her books and
slate and bade adien to the school-room where she had spent so
spany happy hours. Tt was with 8 heavy heart that she took her
eparturs, feeling, even then that she would never enter it again,
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Three sucerssive times she paused and looked back as if it were
breaking her heart to leave forever the scenes and asscciations
which had been s dear to her.

icture her as she paused beside a spring, on her
wiy home, to hathe her throbbing head. almost reselved to
raturn 1o her books and the company of her schoolmates. It was
with diffieulty she restrained the tears, as she thought of the
deur eompanivns she wus forced to leave vehind. Herlittle bozom
heaved with tumultious sobs as she thought of the distress her
illness would bring to her dear parents, but with churacteristic
fortitude she accepted her lot as an inscrutable decree of Provi-
dence and dragged herself, vather than wulked, to her home,
where she tock her bed, which she never left again, cnly for
brief intervals, until the hand of Death mercifully released her
from her sufferings, June 6ch, 1886,

e disvase which fastened its ircn hand upon her, was
an acute affection of the head, apd cne which from the outset
puzzled the knowledge and baffled the skill of the most ex-
ﬁeuenced physicia: She had cften before ccmplained of her

ead. beginning when she was abiut four years of age, but the
affection had never seemed more than sn ordinary hesdache,
and had lusted at each attack for only & short while, snd her
parents had never had any occasicn to tegard it serlousiy
were far from having the remotest idea that it weuld ut last
ferminate fatully. Even when the disease had gaired cons der-
able headway, they could not realize that it would teminate
Lh° death of their joved ome, but Jirtle Belle, from th

seemed to have a presentiment that it would be Ler lust
On her return home on the morning when she was forced
he told ber mother that she felt
away from friends and
¥ and where there
was 1o oné to onre for’ ner, and that she was to die there with
no tender hands to socthe her sufferings or to minister to her
Wﬂnt&

We have no record that up to this time she had ever had
an; verv vivid conception of the new birth. TLiving inaland where
the almost universal Goctrine that the age of acconntabiiity
begins at twelve years, it is ot proballe that she had ever re
celved any special instruction on this subject, and it is certainly
not recorded of her that she ever gave any eypression of views
in regard to it up to the beginning of her illness—yet almost
immediately she was prostrated, and felt that her d
were numbered, she realized that without a change of heart she
could not bope 1o shate the joys of the Kingdom of Heaven.
Her anxiety on the subject hecame very great, and was
the occasion of much surprise to these who knew her, that a
¢hild so young, and one who had salways so conscientionsly
striven to do right, should manifest the least doubt of salvation.
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Much of her tivee was spent in pmser from the beginning
of her illness until her soul found the p f the assutance of
pardon_through the precious tlod of C t

er concern for the salvation of hersoul wus so great that
even her brief hours of sleep were troubled.

We wili give, as nearly as her own mccount of
the visions which cams to her in her dreams, when her mentsl
was battlng for the ncwlv over worn and exhavsted

S

T had been praying befre T full adsep that some way
of deliverance might be revealed to me, for 1 knew that if [
died as I then was, that I would be lost forever. At last
went o sleep, and dreamed that 1 could see the fumes of &
ment rolling and flashing, and knew that in that a
place T was doomed tn Iny eternally unles: I was saved. I
dreamed that T went out to meet Jesus he came that way,
but instead of receiving me, I dvewmed that He pussed o by
without s0 leLh as a look or a word. This very geatly dis-
od me. T thought that I had been so wicked, that He bad
me off, and was going to let me be eternally lost, as a just
rishment for my sins and disobedience & His w e wore
2 beautiful silver crown upon His head whivh glidtered like fire
in the sunlight as he moved along. I swoke and found it allu
drenm, but “the reality that I was a sinner, unsaved, wus ap-
purent to my mind, and wy distress was great swake as
while T had been as. leep.

‘ The nest night I dreamed that I had died, and that T
went o & fine mansion, und thut b was full o f lstle children,
but T was not allowed to enter. They were playing at their
games and plays, romping and hav gadehghmﬂ time, and Ilonged
very much to go in awong them, but could not, and had to
farh_away, with a heavy heart, feeling like an outcast and &
wanderer in a strange land.

#The next mght I dreamed again that I went to the
same house, and that this time Jesus himself met me at the
door, and took me by the hand and told me to come in, that

e'had written my name among th who were privileged to
enter there. My sorrow was then changed to rejoicing—a gre
load seemed to have rolled away from me, and I went in laugh-
ing for joy, and all in the house laughed with me and gave me
a cordial welcome, while all the time the Saviour stood at the
door telling the angel~ to come in. There were people there
young and old, and many children of all sizes, all dwelling to-
gether in perfect happiness.

“ The fourth night I went_sagain, in my dreams, to the
beautiful mansion, and found it all overlaid with old, and all
there assembled had crowns of gold on their heads, and Jesus
came to me and placed one on me.
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“Again, the Afth night, I dreamed of dying and going to
and was met by & “band of little angels, some carrying
harps and some horns, while others were singing, ﬂr\d that amid
th(, raost delightful music we ascended 1o Heaven.'

An infant brother, who died before Belle was born, wus
always a theme upon which she delighted to converse, and like all
children similarly situated, she was probably desirous of know-
ing how ho had looked, snd had probably inany times painted
a mental pieture of him as he had appeared.

This probakly induced her to pray that in her next dream
she might dream of dying and meeting him in Heaven. On
che night following this prayer, she did dream that she was
in Heaven, and that her little brother Charlie was there, sur-
rounded by beautiful angels, singing praises to the Lamb.

er mind seemed to be made perfectly at Test by these

dreams She sccepted them as a revelation that Christ was

willing to save her, and that if she trusted all to Him, all

would be well with her. and with a child-like trust, she gave

hel;ek into His handsand allowed no further concern to molest
her.
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CHAPTER IV.

3‘ APOLOGY is searcely needed for the means by which Ida
£ Belle Waldron was rescued from the mazes of doubt and
uncertainty in which she was blindly groping, and brought out
into the full and glorious light of the Sun of Righteousness.

It is not within the province of man ‘o question the
metheds by which Christ draws His creatures to Him, and
brings them to & reliance on the all-saving efficiency of His
blood, The result justifies the means. To bring them 1o 2
knowledge of their sins, and the hopelessness of their condition;
and the utter impossib:lity of salvation, save through and by
Him is the groundwork of the plan of salvation. When the
sinaer realizes thut he is a sinner, and doomed to eternal pun-
ishment-—when he has looked in vain for a deliverance—when
very prop ¢n which he has relied sinking beneath him,
selt, as it were, going down beneath the flery bil-
vine vengeance, and i3 brought to throw himself
upon the tender mercy of the crucified Christ, feeling that only
through His merit can he hope to be snatched from the abyss
of eternal dammation into which he is sli%upiug. then is the
plan of salvation verifled. and it mutters little by what means
this is brought about, 30 that in the end the sinner is brought
to see the hideousness of sin, and looks to Christ for His salva-
tion.

In olden times God spake to His people through the
medium of dreams. To Jacob He appeared during the hours
of slumber and showed him a glorious vision—to Pharoah there
appesred the vision of the fat and lean kine, furetelling the
seven years of plenty and the seven years of famine in the land
of Egypt; and to meny others God showed Himself in dreams.
It was by a dream that Joseph was warned of the dunger which
threatened the life of the Christ-child, and by the sume waa
told to flec by night to a place of safety

Coming down to later times, we have numerous insiances
in which dreams were the foreshadowing of future events. veri-
fled by the event itself afterward transpiring. and many times
had the warnings given through them, been heeded, dangers
would have been turned e and avoided.

Certain it is, that while little Belle was not at firs
brought to & knowledge of her sinfulness, through her nightly
visions, she was made to more fully realize the hopelessness of
her condition s a sinner, and at last to wholly rely on Christ
alone for pardon.
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version cannci he questioned
is as when tout

s uttered. From the hour when sue professed tw
have found the peace of wrance  of purdon, Belie
ave abundant evidence of having passed from the
the dominion of sin out into the full and glorious
Christ's Kingdom.

The words of the Savieur
childrer to come unto me, and forl
the kingdow of heaven,” had aa
loved to dwell mpon their s runce, and oftzn sofil
peated them over to hersslf, &e ay, \hmk‘nw oo doubt, of
the near futurs, wh she. herself, would be numbered umung
the glorified juvenile throng which people the golden mansions
of the Heavenly Cn,v

a conversation with her mother. to hor new-
piness, she exclaimed, @ Mammo T wrish
v how T fcel to-day! I do not care
of the xvurl/‘, that Jesus loves me, and 1 know \lht hz
She, no doubt, weant by this that if the unconv
eculd realize her hxpm.)ess and peace of mrd anA Know that
it eould only result o a conselusue forgiven, that
they would turn away from t 5 too, o Him
who alone cun speak such pence o the sin-sicks 5

“‘, “henever she conversed on the subject
and of Heaven, h
contentment \\lmL filled her soul, und her smil
weere almost angelic in their livelines

Altho ing intenzely a$ nearly all &
tained her peaceful demieanor, and never stffered
complaint to escape her.

She never seemed pp\or man \x hen her bedside was sur-
rounded by Christian peo: Rhe utl ghted in having
the Bible read to her, and dwunk in eciols promises with
the avdor with which the weary traveler slakes his thirst from
the wayside spring.

ne was inordinately fond of vocal music and took g
delight in thiz part of the service of [be Sanetnary.  Her favo-
rite bymn was the one beginning, would mot live alway,'”
and often during her illness she w. Ju'd ask to have it sung for

er,

The genuineness of her con
“A tree is known by its fruits,”
trarh twas fir

plendors of

Le sald “Sufer Litle
them  not. fur of such i
1 chaym for her. She

T8

of her conversion

» face bore the impint of the Ferfect peace and
of happiness

In- ver t0 her mother's guestion if she shouid send for
another physicizn, little Belie replied, «“XNo, mamma, I bhad
rather cee Preacher Wheelar; I can never get well, and physi-
clans can do me no good, I ean ses death appl\mch ng nearsr
and nearer every day, and if it is God’s will, I had wuch
rather die now. were to get well again, and live to old
age, 1 would have many triuls “and troubles to encounter, which,
if T die now, I will not have to meet, and I will never feel
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better prepared to die than I do now. If I live, I might possis
Ty yield to temptation and go back to the world again, and at
last be lost, after having been so-near to the Saviour's kingdom.
Meamma, T had ratber die before vou and paps, than to be left
alene in this worla of trouble, and to be thrown among
strangers and be badly treated as I have known some poor
orphans to be.”’

In reply to her mother, who , “Belle, I wish I had
the power to relieve you from your \uffermu for it almost
breaks my heart to see you suffer so,” she ans swored :

«I am glad, mammy, that you have not. Jesus has the
power to do as you would, if you cowld, and if that would be
fur me, surely, He would not let me suffer as I do. If it
n your power to relieve me, you would do so, not lookin
at it in’the light in which my Savieur does. I do not think
hard of my lot; this afliction was sent upon me, to humble me,
and to prepare me for death, and new, I would not exchange
my hope of Heaven for ten thousand such worlds as thi

On ancther oceasion she said to her mother, ¥ Mamma,
don't grieve for me when I am gone. T will be called away
only a short time before you all will be called to follow. Death
may come at any time, and nong can shun it. T had much
ruther know that you laughed than cried at my death, knowing
that I was safe af rest with Jesus and the ang
Be]le, * suid her mother, “if I were lll and suffering as
would grieve and weep over me.'
mamma, but if you were willing and prepared to
die, T would not grieve as I would if you were without hope.
Yeu and papa bave been ki 5 me, and have given
me good advice, and have tried to bring me up right. and now
I do not fear to di You bave dene all for me you could do
since 1 have been sick, and do not think you could have done
m re, and grieve over any neglected duty, To my relatives and
neighbors I can only express my sincere thanks for all they
have done for me. I do not doubt that Dr. Fuqua has done all
that human skill could do, and all that any other physician
could have dove.”

Ever mindful of the comfort and good of others; she de
sired that at her death she should be an instrument of good to
any whe might be called upon to suffer the sams disease as her-
self. She requested that after her death a post moriem exami-
nation be made of her head, that the character of her malady
might be determined, and a remedy therefor discovered, an
thus be the means of saving many precious live

you are,
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CHAPTER V.

EATH, at any time, is a much dresded visitor, but when

he snatches away, with his relentless hand, the young and

beautiful, just as they are budding into years of promise and
usefulness, 'his approach is doubly sa

VWhile the death of the aged is fmught with it degree of
sorrow, we can contemplate it with_a far less feeling' of grief
than we can that of the young. We know that the sged must
die ; that having passed their allotred three score and ten years,
their time has arrived to pay the inevitable debt of nature,
Having fulfilled their mission, baving performed their life-work,
they come’to the grave as a shock of wheat, fully ripe, to the
garner. Like the weary laborer at eventide, they lay uside their
implements of labor and go to the Great Pd)mﬂbter of the Tni-
vere for their reward. = But to contemplute the death of the
young is inespressably sad. * When we see them just entering
the joumey of life, with the possibility of a bright and useful
future before them; when we are Jooking forward 10 the
achievements which they may accom lish, which may bring
blessings and comfort to humanity ; en we think of the in-
calculable benefit their lives may be to the world, and have to
see them laid low by the hand of death, 'tis then that the biow
falls with its leadem weight, and the heart bends beneath itz
lond of grief.

But harder still the blow to bear when we sorrow with.
out the hope for them of rest beyond the River of Death; when
we are forced to think of them as numbered among the array
of those who are shut out forever from the presence of Him
who called them to Him, but to whose gentle voice they would
not hearken, and whose offers of mercy they rejected.

But how sweet the consolation then when our loved ones
are called over the River, to know that they are received into
the loving arms of the Savicur, and that, in that not
made with hands, they are safe for evermors, where raught can
ever molest them. or make them afrai

TLittle Belle, as she saw the spproach of death, did not
shrink from it, ut looked upon it as 5 mess senger of merey to re-
lease her from her pain, and set her imprisoned spirit free and
let it mount on eagle wings to the Heavenly City.

When she felt that death was very near, she said, “Ma,
T feel like I want to talk to all my friends’” Call.ng to &
young lady in the room, she said, “T want you to be good, to
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treat every one kindly, and meet me in Heaven. T nnnt all
my friends to atrend church and do their duty at all times, and
prepare to meet me in Heaven.”

g g ler little brother to her, she said, “Hugh, I be-
Heve T will meet Dapa ¢ and mamma in heaven, but T think a
grent deal about you. I somstimes think you may grow up in the
world and beconie \‘«K’l\@d aud be lost, and that T will be like
the poer man Lazarus, and you like d\e rich man in torment,
with that awful gulf fixed 15, Promise me now, that
when you ave old enough yon will ‘rve a Cm\ tian, and serve
Christ. Keep out of the company of the wick and, above all,
never get drupk, for the Bibie says that no drunkard can enter
the I\mzdum of Heaven Remember the texs I want my fune-
ral preached from, *Suffer little children fo come unto me and
them nog, for of such ie she Kingdom of Heaven’ Bea
good boy, and meet me in Heaven.”

Tuming to her_father, she said, * Papa, I feel like I
want to talk o yeu, T want you to promise me that you will
always be satisfied afrer this, and not trouble yoursell sbout
owning a home of your own, as vou have been, There iz @
Home in Heaven for you which is worth striving for, more
than all the homes on this earth, and that is the Home to which
T uw going, aund where I hope to meet you when you are
calied from this world.  The more treuble you sce herL the
orger let your faith be—the raore I suffér, the stronger is
my fuith in Christ. Attend church and pevform  your duty to
God 2l the time. Raise HHWJ in the way of holiness, and
meet nie above. I will soou Da ab home now, and will not
to suffer any more v nd it will be the happiest moment of
wy life, when de ath comes to me, and I know that I am going
to Jesus.

Tuo her mothor she said, *Mamma, I do not want you to
grieve and sorraw for me, for T may be “here to bover over you
and pups when you die, and sccompany your spirits home to
Hem( h, et it a glovious thought that yowr Litte Bede
mit from Heaven to wscort your liberated spirits to the
aruis of Jems Do not let ie pain you fo see me suffer heve;
Jes uffered far more than I, when he was nailed to the cruel
cross, fhat poor sinners like you and T and the rest of mankind
should not eternally perish. You know abat His mother :m:d
by and saw him nuiled there, und did not dare to touch Him."

Hhe then usked that her grandmother be sent for, and
when she amived endeavored to induce her to be reconciled to
God’s will.  “Grandma,” she seid, {'don’t grieve so for me. u
are ¢ld now, and have only a few more irials 1o en counter in
this world, end then you will go 1o your long home, and then
we will be together in Heaven. I ecan say that you and grandpa
have been very, very kind to me all my me, ever since I have
been old enongh fo know what affection i, and I love you both
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dewly, but my time is near to leave you and go to my
Heavenly Father, whom I love above all’ things else. Stand
firm, in your old age. in the faith you espoumsed in your youth,
and never forsake the service of the Lord. Use all your inful
ence fo induce my cousine to become good and ~consistent
stians.  Grandma, I would be willing to lay here and suffer
a5 T do mow wntil I died of old age, if by so doing I could be
instrumental in saving one precious zoul from being 1o Sh
then turned to her pastor, Rev. G. Wheeler, and  saj
Wheeler, I feel like L am almost in the arms of Jesus, this
worning. I want you to go on in your good work, and do all
you can for the sahatwn of souls. "Warn all, old and young,
who are yet in sin, to give it up and prepare for death. I
want to Mmeet everybody in Hesven, and wish to see none lost.
Tell Ms. Wheeler that 1 hope to meet her in a better world,
and tell her to never give up her fight for Heaven.”

She then asked her grandmother and uncle to sing the
hymn beginning,

“Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep ™

On account of the pain in her head, she asked them to
sing it softly, and when they bad finished she said, “Grandma,
since I have been so low, loud singing hurts my head, so 1
have prayed that Jesus would send angels to sing for me, and
now I often see them hovering over my bed, and hear them
singing the most delightful somgs, such as I have never heurd
from mortal tongue.”

Opening her eyes, and gazing appavently into Heaven,
she exclaimed, “Oh, look at them now, the beautiful angels;
hear their melodivus songs! See! one waves a beautiful crown
of gold above its head and beckotis me to come up to Heaven.’

Her voice continued to grow weaker and weaker, and her
efforts at conversation more pamful and she lay for a time per-
fectly quiet and compo.ed then with a countenance almost
angelic in its expression, she buwst forth, I see my Saviour
smndmg at the gates of Heaven with the beautiful starry crown

bave dreamed so much about, He it reading to me nuw from
the Bible, ‘Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid
them not, for of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.'” Throwing
up her hands she ecstatically exclaimed, “He has turned the
book to me, so that I may read it for myself, ‘Suffer little child-
ren to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the
Kingdom of Heaven.” I see my little 'b“other Charlie standing
by him, waiting to welcome me to Heaven."

After this her power of speeeh failed her very f‘a:t, the
only words which she uttered were ‘turn me over.” Her tongue
became paralyzed, and it was only by signs that she could com-
municate with those about her.

At last exhausted mature could endure no longer, and
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without a struggle, with her eyes fixed on Heaven, and a celes-
tix] smile uprn her features,
surrounded by a large number of weeping
According to her request, she was i
burial ground “of Ther andfatber, Mr. Wilson Atk,rpon,
g Wheeler conducting the services, and ypreaching the
funeral sermon from her favorite text, “Suffer little children to
come unio me, and forbid them not, for of such is me Kingdom
of Heaven.” The hyran, #I would not lve alway,” was sung
at the gravc accordmer to her request.

Th assed from Time to Eternity, this very remarkable
child, whose brief Iife was slmost entirely given fo the service
of the Master, and who, in ber illness and death, was demon-
strated 1o the world that

«'Tis religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live,
“Tis religion must supply
Solid comfort when we die.”

St
[Taz Exp.]
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