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MEMOIRS, &c . 

... 
JAMES B. JONES, one of the subjects of these juvenile 

memoirs, was born ou the 17th day of May, in the year 

1817, at Tiverton, in the county of Devon. The birth of 

my dear little boy was an event of the rno~t deep and lively 

interest to my parental feelings, and was associated with 

many tender and endearing incidents; every one of which 

has now acquired a tenfold interest in my memory and 

affections, and is stamped with indelible charncters on my 

heart. When the 11ur~e, a Chri5tian matron, of long 

standing in her profession, and of still longer in the church 

of Christ, first presented the baby to my arms, l received 

him as the special gift of God, and as one of the richest 

boons of Divine beneficence: While she, venerable saint, 

iu the simplicity and fulness of her generous heart, witness­

ing the excited state of my feelings, and the tender 

blandi3hment of my paternal affection, bestowed upon me, 

and upon my child, many . a hearty benediction, alld 

expressed many a pious ho'pe that my dea1· boy would 

become a bright example of early piety, and grow np to be 

a man after God's own heart. 

We called him James Budge, giving him his father':'! 

Christian name, and his mother's maiden surname. He 

grew up and improved according to om· most sanguine 

expectations, and appeared to possc!ls healthy habits and a 

firm constitution: Of all our children we deemed him the 

most likely to arri1·e at manhood; and 1vc fondly hoped 
A3 
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that he would be the solace of our lives, and tlie support 
of our declining years. But the sovereign, wise, aud 
infallible Arbiter has determined otherwise; and although 
our wounded hearts bled under the keenne&s and severity 
of the stroke, our faith inculcates an implicit submission 
to the inevocable decree ; and we are endeavouring 
with the man of patience to say, "The Lord gave, and 
the Lord hath taken away ; blessed be the name of the 
Lord." 

In his fourth year, we began to observe in him the early 
spark lings of intellect, and the lively sportings of juvenile 
1 eflection ; for even at that tender age, his mother and I 
were often amused with bis childish questions and child­
like remarks; the combinations of his active imagination 
being as grotesque and diversified as those @f the revolv-iBg 
lrnleidoscope, a ph ilosophira-1 trifle, which at t~at time 
was greatly in vogue. But we had a high~r sati<,faction in 
observing, that tl1e associations of llis fancy were com­
monly of a religious character; sufficiently immature, on 
most occasions, it is true, to. excite a smile; bl'lt on all 
occasions, they were clearly indicative that the solemn 
verities of the Christian religion had obtained an early 
lodgement in his heart; that a Divine influe11ce had 
accompanied our iustructions ; and that om endtavours 
to impress the fear of God upon hi tender feelings, had 
110t been " in rain in the Lord." ' 

On one occasion, which I well remember, while I was 
drawing his attention to the Supreme Being, as the Father 
of all mankind, and the Preserver of the lrnrna11 family, 
and was speaking to him of God's love to little children i11 
::!Upplying their wants and preserving them from accidents, 
and especially of his great love in giving " his only Son 
Jesus Christ to suffer death upon the cross for our redemp­
tion ; " his little heal':t was so charmed and tranaported 
wit.h the subject, that he jumped upon my knees, folded 



JAl\lES 13, JONE · . 7 

his arm sarnund my neck, a ud, ki --,i ug me, cxclc1i111cd, « · 1 
love you, papa,~' and I love GodlAlmighty: And when I go 
to heaven, I'll kiss HIM too'." 'fhe s ingularity of the 
thought startled me at first; but upon recollection, l was 
pleased to find that it was supported by poetical and 
Rabbinical authority,'" and had probably the sanction of 
Divine inspiration itself. Many of my readers will recollect 
that beautiful couplet, 

Like Moses, to thyself convey, 
And kiss my happy soul away . 

On another occa:5ion, he said to me, "Papa, what's the 
reason that little ch ild ren, when they die, go to heaven?" 
The answer was, " Because J tsus Christ died for little 
children; that's the reason why little children, when they 
die, go to heaven." This reply was so grateful to his pious 
feelings, that, for some time afterwards, he introduced the 
subject to almost every person that came in his way; and 
every child he met was almo!it sure to be asked, "Do you 

· know what's the reason that little children, when they die, 
go to heaven?" Heaven wa. a. rnbject to which he was 
always ready to lend his cager attention, and which he 
ha<l a surprising aptitude to a sociate with every thing that 
came under his observation. While we lived at Rayle, 
Bear St. Ives, iu the ·west of Cornwall, our habitation was 
seated 011 the margin of the estuary that leads into the bay; 
o that at high water, particularly at the equinoxes, we 

had a bold expanse of sea before the door. Ou one such 
occasion, there being a full tide and a stiff breeze, l had 
James and his elder brother in an upper chamber, from 
the window of which their attention was quickly attracted 
by the descent of a large sea-gull upon the ruflled bosoµi 
of the water, where he rose and sunk majes tically 011 the 
yielding waves. As they stood looking 011, the gull ~prung 
up from the surface of the water.~ , expanded his ample 
wi11gs to their utmo:;t limits, ,ind soared upwMd in a line 
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almost perpendicular to the skie::;. "Look, look \" cries 

the child, " look, brother William! Now when I die, I 
~hall fly up into heaven like that. bird!" 

Incidents ~uch as these might be adduced in great 

abundance ; but they might be deemed too familiar 

fo1· the public eye, and therefore must remain concealed 

in the sanctuary of my own remembrance; unless they 

should be drawn from thence occasionally, by the 
interrogations of my own family, or by those of the 
more select circles of society. A few of these juvenile 

anecdotec;, however, I shall venture to commit to paper, 
aud trust my apology, if not my justification, in so doiug, 

to the generous sympathies of parental affection, and the 
tender charities of the human heart. 

Early one Monday morning, in the time of Summer, he 

left his own bed and came to his mother, to tell her about 
his having been at church on the prt!!ceding day; when he 
surprised both his mother aad myself by the number and 
accuracy of his recollections. He remembered the order 

of the service, and several isolated parts of the Liturgy 

verbatim ; but he was the most interested in the Apostles' 

Creed, the ::;ubstauce of which he repeated. Having 
doue this, he plied his mother with a number of questions 
about the nature of the Divine Being, aud the rnauuer of 

his existence. At leugth, he said, "Mamma, what can 
God Almighty do?" 'fhe ausvver was, "He can do every 
thing." He replied, " ·what, can He do whatever He 
pleases?" "Yes,'' said his mother in return. "Well 

then," proceeded he, "can He make a woman out of a 

great sto~1e :" To which she replied that God made man 

out of the dust of the ground, and that He made the 
woman out of one of his ribs. But upon my reminding 

them of the words of John the Baptist, "For I say unto 
you that God is able of these stones to raise up children 

unto Abraham ; " he laid liold of them with great eager-
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ness, and said in a tone of triumph, " There now, 
mamma, I thought He could make a woman out of a great 

stone; for the Bible says, that 'God is able of these 

stones to raise up children unto Abraham.'" 
During my temporary ab~ence, on one occasion, he hacl 

got into a theological dispute with his brother ; so that 

upon my return I found them stiffly maintaining their 

respective sides of the argument with, "Yes, he would;" 

and "No, he would not." James, to end the dispute, 

appealed to me, by saying with great earnestuess, "Now, 

papa, suppose brother William were to go to heaven, and 

be a wicked boy there; would not God Almighty send him 

out again very sharply? I'm sure he would." Astonished 

at the singularity of the thought, I said, "Why, my dear 
James, that's a strange question indeed : How could it 

ever enter into your head that people should be wicked in 
heaven ? If brother William were to go to heaven, he would 

not surely be a wicked boy there!" "But uow suppose 

if he was?" I replied, " People cannot he wicked in 
heaven, James." cc Why now," said the chiltl, cc did 

you not tell me, one day, papa, that Satan was a good 
man once?" "Yes," said I, cc Satan w::ts a good angel 

once." cc Well," he replied, "and was not he iu heaven 

then ? and did not God send him out of heaven for being 

wicked?" And thus I found myself all at once more 

deeply involved in the argument that I had anticipated, 

and was glad to make as honourable a retreat as I could. 

ft served, however, to convince me, that he who under•• 

takes the task of instructing children, ought to possess the 

clearest conceptions of his subject, and be able to express 

his thoughts in the most concise and appropriate language. 
His love to me was, in the highest degree, gratifying 

and flattering to ruy paternal feelings ; and his opinion of 

my knowledge and integrity was the most elevated that 

his amiable mind could possibly conceive; nay, I will 
A 5 
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freely confess, that to secure his good opinion of me was 
the object of my constant solicitude and ambition. Ou 
ene occasion, I overheard him saying to the other children, 
"Papa never told a story in all. his life ; I am sure he 
ne,er did." At another time, being engaged in a dispute 
with his brother1 in which they seemed to hare argued 
each other into a full conviction of their ignorance on both 
sides; James, upon seeing me enter the house, .said, 
"Here's papa coming; I'm glad lie's come: ·we'll ask 
him." "But," said the other,," Do you think papa knows, 
brother Jame_s ?" "Knows !'\.Jie replied," to be sure he 
does! He snows every thing i He lrnows better than 
every body except Gotl Almighty." And I am happy to 
say, that as he so much admired integrity of speech iu 
others, he was equally careful tQ rractise it himself; "being 
always scrupulous, and ~oruetirries even over scrupulous 
to be verbally, as well as in substance, correct. His sister1 
whom we had the misfortune to lo£e about the same time 
that James was taken away, was in thi.s respect equally 
distinguished. 1 have often heard them repeat Herbert's 
poiuted stanza on integrity of speech, and have seen them 
greatly delighted with the following lines :-

Dare to be true: Nothing can need a lie : 
A fault that needs it most, grows two thereby. 

I never knew my dear boy to be detected in a fahehood, 
or an equivocation; so that we could always depend upon 
the truth and correctness of his statements. His memory 
also was so retentive, aud his recollection so accurate, tl1at 
if his mother had an enaud t.hat embrace<l a number of 
particulars, and required great accuracy of ext:cution, 
James was always selected as the messenger. 

In the important matter of keeping a r,ecret, I had the 
most perfect confidence in his integrity, and I nerer kn ew 
him to betray my confidence. lt is trne, that, when very 
yonug, he did on ouc or two occasions betray the im. 
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plicity of the child, by saying in the pre. cncc of otlier r- 1 

"Papa, I have not told any body what you told me not to 
tell, and I won't tell." But of such inadvertenc:ies he was 
quickly cured ; aud I never knew him to fall into that 
error afterwards. My dear child and myself were almost 
constant companions: His society was always acceptable 
and interesting to me; and he, ou his part, always preferred 
my compar.y to that of his juvenile acquaintance. My 
method of instrnction was usually colloquial; and as I had 
a pleasure in encouraging his childish inquisitiveness, aud 
studied to satisfy hii, numerous inquiries, we never wanted 
a topic of conversation, and often fell upon something that 
was both .iuteresting a.nd useful. He sometimes accom­
panied me in my journeys into the country ; in which we 
were accustomed to beguile the lapse of time and the length 
of the way, by conversations upon subjects both literary 
and religious. As we rode home, one \·ery dark night, in 
the neighbourhood oi Leicester, he interrupted the silence 
that had for some time prevailed, by saying, "Papa, I 
was thinking about Mr. Wesley; how many miles he 
t ravelled to preach the Gospel to sinners : I dare say he 
used to be very much tired sometimes, especially at night. 
But it is all over now, and I am sure he is very glad that 
he took all t~at trouble to save sinners. Why, I suppose 
he converted hundreds and thousands, and most of them 
are goue after him to heaven. Well, I wish the Lord would 
make rue a preacher of the Gospel. I should like to con­
vert sinuers : I should not mind the trouble, nor travelling 
in the dark, if I could but couvert sinuers." These delight­
ful words, as may be easily supposed, touched the keenest 
feelings of my heart, and flattered my parental fondness 
iuto the pleasing, but alas, delusive hope, that Goel would 
ouc day bestow upon my dearest b0y, a literal fnlfilment 
of these pious desires. For my own part, if ever I hal'e 
been betrayed iuto an impious wish to recall him from the 
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tomb, it has been when I have seen young men of splendid 
talents in the work of the ministry; for, on such occa­
sions, I have said, If my dear James had been spared, he 
would probably have been employed with equal credit and 
equal success. On another occasion, as we were riding 
over the ridge of those bold hills, which lie between Shef­
field and Penistone, the summits of which command au 
extensive view of the neighbouring country; after a long 
• ilence, in which his minrl had been evidently absorbed in 
contemplation, he said, "Papa, can you guess what I 
was thinking about?" Of course I replied in the negative. 
" Twas thinking," said he, "about the De\'il taking up 
our Lord to the top of an exceeding high mountain, and 
showing him all the kingdoms of the world, and the glory 
of them: and I was thinking it was just such a place as 
this." To this I replied," And do you remember, James, -
that one of the Evangelists says, that the Devil showed 
our Lord all the kingdoms of the world and the glory of 
them in a moment of time? "Aye," said he, "that':s 
a mysterious subject. It is more than I am able to com­
prehend." 

Child as he was, hi:, character was dignified by a manly 
generosity; in confirmation of which I could relate many 
pointed iucidents : But one only shall suffice. He had, 
among his juvenile treasures, a large handsome medal, 
which he valued highly. One day, however, while look­
ing over his little trinkets, I observed that the medal was 
missing, and said, " James, what has become of your 
medal?" He replied, with great frankness, "Well, I'll 
tell you, papa. A littlt' boy, in onr school, had set his 
heart upon it; and one day, he brought me his dinner and 
several other things, and begged I would give him the 
medal for them. I saw that a dinner was a great thing to 
him : I had a dinuer of my own at home, so I gave th e 
medal to the boy, diuucr and all." 
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.My dear boy was fond of numbers; aud although, from 

the state of his health, he had many interruptions in his 

arithmetical pursuits; yet, before the commencement of 

his last illness, he well understood the common 111les of 

arithmetic, and could answer a plain question in the Rule 

of Three. As he bad a retentive memory, I procured him 

c. multiplication table as high as the square of twenty-five, 

which I intended he should have committed to memory: 

He had, indeed, gone far enough to multiply tweuty-five 

by several of the numbers, before the commencement Qf 

his last illness, and would no doubt have completely suc­

ceeded iu the uudertaking, if the Lord had continued hil; 

health but a few mouths longer. But he is gone into a 

world, where decimals are uo longer the measure and the 

bounds of his calculation ; where every thing exists 011 

the grand illimitable scale of immortality and eternal life. 

I believe that he made religious duty a point of consci­

ence wheu a mere infant; for on observing one morning, 

that he came down from his chamber in unu:,ual haste, l 

:mid to him, "James, I fear you have forgotten to say 

you1~ prayers ?" He was greatly confused and said, "Yes, 

papa, I hare. I'm very sorry; I'll go back again and say 

my prayers." Aud so saying, he returned to his chamber; 

but his wounded spirit was sr.arcely healed during that day. 

As he grew older, he became more and more attached to 

religious exercises; aud in his last illnes!;, it was exceed­

iugly painful as well as pleasing, to observe what efforts 

he would make to rise up in his bed, and kneel in time of 

prayer; and this he did until almost the laflt day of his 

life ; nor could any remonstrances of ours prevail upon 

him to remain in a recumbent posture during family wor­

ship, as long as he could possibly raise his head from his 

pillow. During his illness, we usually performed our family 

de\'otio11s in the room where he lay; but sometimes when 

he appeared to be slecpiug, we were unwilling to awake 
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him, and therefore occupied some other part of the hem c 
for that purpo e , vVheu he awoke, however, he always 
sent for me to pray with him ; saying, "Papa, I cannot 
be comfortable unless you pray with me." J have been 
many times called out of my bed to unite with my dear 
little boy in prayer to Almighty God in his behalf. 

The quickness and correctness of his inferences were 
often ~uch as would have been no discredit to a person of 
riper years. His sister and he bad, one day, entered into 
a conversation upon the subjer.t of human redemption, 
which interested and gratified my parental feelings in a 
high degree; when the following dialogue ensued: "Why, 
si ter, you know that God himself is our Redeemer." 
"Nay, brother James, Jesus Christ is our Redeemer." 
" Well, sister, and Jesus Chri3t is Gcd; and therefore 
God himself is our Redeemer." 

While in the country with me a short time before~his 
last illness, a piece of poetry in the Methodist l\1agaziue 
liad attracted his attention, which he committed to 
memory. On our return home he repeated the lines to his 
sister, who was equally pleased with them, and in ~ like 
manner quickly got them by heart. In the course of the 
exercise, she called his attention to the last line; "May 
our justified souls find acceptance in heaven," by saying, 
"Then I suppose, brother James, we must be justitiecl 
before we go to heaven?" "Yes, to be sure, sister," 
replied he, " and sanctified too, or we shall never 
get there." It was highly gratifying to me, to see that he 
was so much alive to the meaning and importance of tho c 
olemn word1i : "Without holiness no man shall see the 

Lord." 
His sister, who was about two years and a half older 

than he, wa. a child of great quicknc::;s of intellect, and of 
HU cxcec<lingly ~eudc r pirit: She was taken ill 011 the 
\'C l'Y . amc clrl,y that her brother ::.ickened, aud hel' di..orckr 



,:,, 

JAMES B, JONE • 1. . 

being an inflammation of the bowels, ia the short pace of 

thirty-six hours, this promising child was nnmbNcd with 

the dead : But she was numbered among tho. e happy dead 

who die in the Lord. She had been . pending the Christ­

mas holidays at Norton ; aud during her risit had attended 

the worship of the Established Church, where she heard a 

sermou on the Ministry of Angels, which interested and 

delighted the child beyond all her powers of representation . 

It was evident to me that the sermon had been accom-

pauied with a Divine influence 011 her miud; for when 

i,;he -came home, her little heart was ~o full of the subject 

that she scarcely talked of any thing el. e but God, aud 

ai1gels, and heaven, and eternity. She spoke of the dis­

course to every person who was willing to lend her a hear­

ing ; and was never tired of the subject. She remembered 

the method which the preacher had a(loptecl iu treating the 

. ubject, the promineut doctrines c;f the discourse, and the 

manner in whic:h he had applied them to different characters. 

The clergyman himself had been surprisingly endearecl 

thereby to the affections of the child ; so that 110thing 

could gratify her more highly that a w0rd of approval or 

admiration of the clergyrn::w or his discourse. "Dear 

Mr. -- ! 0, papa, I wish you had heard that discourse 

about the innumerable company of angels. I ne,·er heard 

any thing so delightful iu all my life: 0 ! it was so much 

like heaven." These and such like expressions were con­

tinually falling from her lips. 

The following Sabbath was au exceedingly cold day; 

and my two lovely children attended the morning service 

as usual, where I have reason to believe they took a cold 

from which they never recovered. T!tey were, indeed, 

(lifferently affected, but the cause was the same in both. 

My dear .James sickened immediately; but the ery­

sipelas did not make its appearance nntil the morning 

of his . ister';,; derca -e. She, clear child, was seized witJ1 a 

. 
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violent bowel complaint, which quickly prostrated her 
strength, and absorbed her spirits: The progress of the 
disorder was rapid and irresi!:-tible, and she slipped out of 
our hand:i before we were fully aware of her danger. Ou 
the night preceding her death, she appeared to be consider­
ably easier; so that we were deluded into a hope that her 
symptoms were improved. But alas! alas! early on the 
following morning, I perceived that the child's speech was 
failing; and when I said to her, "My dear Elizabeth! my 
precious child ! do you know you are dying ? Do you 
know that you are going to heaven ? Do you know that 
you are just going to join the innumerable company of 
angels ? ," she answered me only with a smile. She could 
do no more. Her eyelids frll ;-her breathing became gra­
dually shorter and shorter, and weaker and weaker, until, 
like a falling breeze, she finally expired. But who can 
describe my feelings, when the lifele;,;s body of my dear child_ 
sunk into my arms, announcing her departure; when as I 
grasped the mortal part, i found that her happy spirit had 
slipped from my embraces, and had escaped to those of her 
heav~nly,Father? I involuntarily cried, "She's gone! she's 
gone!" Her poor mother cc lifted up her voice and wept," 
and my dear little James, iu the adjoining bed, answered 
us only in sighs and sobs ; while the shaking of his bed 
beneath him, attested the powerful throbbiugs of his 
wounded heart. 

This was an unexpected and powerful stroke to us all : 
so that it required no common effort in us to say, cc The 
wi.11 of the Lord be done." We had, indeetl, every conso­
lation we could have desired, in her early piety, and iu the 
very auspicious circumstances which preceded her illness 
and death: but the suddenness of our dear Eli7.abeth's 
removal deprived us of those extraordinary consolations 
which we had under the protracted and sanctified illness 
of our dear little boy, ancl which we have no doubt, under 
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similar circurnstauces, would have equally uistiuguished 
the sick and the dying moments of his dear sister. It 
is worthy of notice, that a little girl of her age, a member 
of the family that she visited, and who heard the discourse 
ou the ministry of angels, before spoken of, but who had 
heard nothing of Elizabeth's illness, said to her mother on 
the morning of the child's departure: " Mother, I dreamed 
last night, that I saw Elizabeth Jones in the midst of a 
great company of angels." 

Our kind friend, Mr. Montgomery, whose religious 
sympathies are always accessible and always active in the 
cause of Christian charity, favoured us on this trying oc­
casion with the following tender liues ; which proved a 

seasonable emollient to our wounded spirits. 
LINES in memory of Elizabeth Jones, a child of great re­

ligious sensibility; who had been much affected under 
a discourse on the ministry of angels, which she heard 
a sl1ort time before her decease. She died at Sheffield, 
after an illness of about thirty-six_hours, on Wednesday, 
January 18th, 1826, aged eleven years and three months: 

Visions of angels, beautiful and k.Uld, 
Tum'd to a Paradise thine infant mind; 
They seem'd at home within so pure a breast, 
Yet vanish'd soon, for here was not their rest, 
Nor thine ;-like those in Jacob's dream, they trod 
A ladder rising to the throne of God ; 
And taught thy little steps that easier way, 
From night on earth to heaven's unbroken day. 
Angels ere long, but not in vision, spread 
Their golden pinions round thy dying bed; 
And in their arms thy ransom'd spirit bore, 
With songs of joy, where death can be no more. 
Dwell there, sweet saint, in bliss with Him above, 
Who loved thee with an everlasting love ; 
And wait the answer to thine only prayer 
Yet unfulfill'cl,-that we may meet thee there. 

My readers will forgive me, if I add 011e notice more of 
our departed daughter. Since her decease, the lady to 
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whose seminary he bclougcd, she hander! to 11 ,, a let.ter, 
of which the/ollowing· is a copy. It was one of her school 
exercises, and was addressed to a young lady of the same 
e, tablishmeut, and of her own uame. 

"SHEFFIELD, Tuesday, Dec. 20, 1825. 
"illy dear Friencl,-According to your request, I nmv 

sit dowu to write you a few lines; but so many thiugs 
occur to my mind, I hardly know which of them to select 
for the subject of my prese11t communicatiou. Aft.er a 
little consideration, J have fixed upon religion. Religion, 
undoubtedly, i:s of so excellent a nature, anci its purpose3 
are so benevolf'nt and glorious, that every person to who111 
it is ' offered, ought to esteem it as the greatest blessing. 
Let you and me, my dear Elizabeth, embrace this great 
salvation in the days of our youth. We shall thereby 
finally secure the favour of God; so that, whether we clie 
soon, or are spared long, we shall be happy in life, ready 
for death, and fit for eternal felicity. l am, my dear 
Elizabeth, your affrctionate friend, E. Jo Es." 

The death of our amiable daughter, youug as she was, 
proved to both her mother and myself, a privation the most 
appalling and irreparable. We were, for the moment, 
pro~tratecl undel' the suddenness and violence of the blow, 
and wet'e bruised aud crushed under the pressure of the 
fall. l3ut the state of our dear little boy, whose sicknc. s 
grew more alarming every day, 8erved, by its sea ·onablc 
rc-actiou, to keep our energies alive, and to call away our 
attention from the dead to the dying. The erysipelas quickly 
sealed up both his eyes, and spread itself over every part 
of his face; it afterwards inrackd the :scalp, and cxtendccl 
its ravages entirely over the region of his head; nor wa. 
its pt'ogres. arrested until it had trarnlled a considerable 
way down the conrsc of the SQiue. Uuclcr these painfut 
circumstances we had the happiness of wit.ne~siug in him , 
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the uuspeakal.Jle a<lvautages of jure11ilc pid), a11d of tuu ­
templating the dignity which personal religion confers upon 
human beings, when under the severest suffering1-, and the 
heavie~t privations. He would often express a desire to 
die, if it were pleasing to the Almighty; but he never 
betrayed any symptoms of impatience, or any want of 
1·esignation to the will of God : on the contrary, he would 
say to his mother, " Is it right for me to wish to die, 
mamma? because, if it were improper, J would rather 
suffer twelve months longer, as much as I have suffered, 
than displease the Almighty ; but if the Lord pleases, I 
should like to die." Our dear little boy, against all our 
calculations, got the better, at length, of the erysipelas; 
but the disorder had so completely broken up his constitu­
tion, that he fell into a decline, which, in the course of a 

few months, brought all his sufferings to a close. During· 
the progress of the disorder, his symptoms rose and ~u11k 
repeatedly; sometimes flattering us with the hopes of a 

5pcerly recovery, and at other times menacing us with a 

precipitate aud sudden removal; but un<ler all this pai11fnl 
alternation on our part, we had the pleasure of wituessing· 
in him a growing preparation for heaven, aud a brightc:u­
iug prospect of eternal glo1-y. lt was highly gratifyiug to 
my feelings, an<l. was a topic of frequent thanksgiving to 
God, that althongh his sufferings were excessive, aud his 
:Spasms, at times, the most excruciatirig, his spirit:s uever 
failed him, nor did his mind ever lo~e its native activity 
aud vigour. He uever evinced any alarm at the prospect 
of death, nur did he ever seem to view the subject under 
any other aspect than that of being" absent from the bo<ly,. 
and present with the Lord." He would often request me 
to come and sit J:iy hi:S bed, and talk about God and heaven: 
and if T flagge<l i11 my discourse, he would quicken my at­
tention by saying, "Tell me somethiug more, papa; I'm 
never tired iu lieariug of heaven." One evening, while 
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his mother was talking to him, as she was accustomed to 
do, ou his favourite subject, she happened to say," My 
dear boy, when you get to heaven, you will be wiser than 
Dr. C., and kuow more thau the wisest men in the worltl." 
On hearing this, he looked at me very earnestly, and said, 
" Do you think, papa, that is quite correct?" I answered, 
"Perhaps it needs some little qualifioation ; you will uot, 
J presume, immediately on your admission into heaveu, 
have more general or scientific-knowledge than all the wise 
and good men of the present world possess; but you will 
know more of God aud of Jesus Christ, and also of the 
eternal world, than they at present ltnow." He then re­
plied, "I thought it was s@mething in that way." 

Whenever his mind was umler a cloud, or his religious 
enjoyment had suffered any diminution, he would disclose 
his feelings to his mother, and desire her to ask me to come 
and pray with him; and generally, after some time spent 
in these delightflll exercises, he would appear to be greatly 
€omfo1:ted, and say, "Thank you, papa, I am very happy 
again; all my fears and doubts are gone away." 

After coughing se\•erely on one occasion, he burst into 
tears; his mother, on observing them, asked if he was 
iu great pain ; he replied, " No, mamma." She said, 
"Are you unhappy, my dear child?" He answered," 0 
llO, mamma; these are not tears of grief: they are tears of 
joy." On another occasion, being in great pain, which 
powerfully excited the tender sympathies of his mother, 
she said, "Are you happy, my dear boy?" To which he 
replied, " 0 yes, mamma; and f was just thinking, that if 
a father would not afflict his child willingly, I am sure thG 
Lord would not willingly aIBict me. I know it is all for 
my good." 

The remarks which fell from his lips during his afflictiou, 
were often highly interesting, as they betokened a mind 
habituated to reflecti-0n, and accustomed to treasure up in 
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his memory any passing incident or piece of inforn1atio1 
which he might meet with, particularly on religious sub­
jects. One evening, after a long silence, in which hii­
thoughts appeared to be engaged about something that 
interested his feelings, he said, " I have been thinking a 
great deal about Judas Iscariot betraying his Lord and 
Master. What a foolish thing it was! 1t would have been 
foolish if he had done it to gain all the world, but it wag 
only the small sum of three pounds fifteen shillings~ 
English money." 

Mr. Dixon's servant calling one day to inquire how he 
was, he said, after the servant was departed, "Thomas is 
a converted man ; what a blessing it will be to Thomas's 
children that their father is become religious-he will 
take them to the chapel, and teach them to read the Bible, 
and: they will learn tu fear God while they are young. I 
have often thought of what Thomas said on the way, when 
he was taking us to Handsworth Woodhouse. He said, 
that after he was converted every thing was new to him: 
And I am sure it is exactly so with me." At one time, 
wh~n his symptoms appeared to be a little more favourable, 
and some person was speaking of his recovery, he said, 
" I do not expect tG recover; but if I were to get better, I 
should like to meet in class, and belong ta the society; yet 
I know, that meeting in class alone will not save me: i 
must meet with God there.'' 

Like many older and more experienced Christians, 
although he usually found no difficulty in committing his 
soul to the care of Goel, he sometimes felt a shrinking at 
the horrnrs of the grave. He said to his mother, therefore, 
on one occasion, " Mamma, I have been thinking about 
the preachers' vault in the chapel-yard ; as there are s@ 
many people buried in it, I think I should like to buried 
in some other place. I am afraid they will be moving my 
body about after I am buried" His mother .endeavoure<I 
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to call hi~ atteution away from the gl'ave, and direct hL 

thoughts to the happiness of the future state. He made 

no reply at the time, hut a few days afterwards he called 

his mother to him, allfl said, "Now, mamma, while I 

think 011 it, I will just tell you that I feel 110 concern at all 

about being buried in the preachers' vault: It is all removed 

uow. J am quite ea y about it, for I am sul'e that God 

will take care of my body, as well as my soul." 

He w;cis excredingly teuder of his mother's feeliogs, and 

often anticipated the effect of his departure upon them; 

and thii; he did by suggesting the most seasonable and ap-

. propriate consolations. One day, he sai<l to her, "Mamrua, 

1 was thinking about my clothes. 1 h,n·e observed how 

much you have been affected at seeing any thiug which 

helongcd to my dear sister. Now, when I am dead, you 

must not grieve at seeing my clothes; for you mu t think 

at the same time, how much better I shall be cloth~d in 

l1earen." Deal' boy, lie used often to anticipate his bei11g 

clothed with immortality. His :::ympathisiug mother sel­

dom left her station at the side of his bed; but while ~he 

was performing the numerous and tender offices of mater­

nal kindues~ to her afflicted son, the remembrance of her_ 

departed <laughter would sometimes break in upon her 

spirits like the whelming tide. Sigh would foHow. igh, 

sob succeed to sob, and tear roll down after tear. " 0 my 

clear Elizabeth !-l\1y poor Elizabeth ! lVIy precious child!• • 

were exclamations that ofteu interrupted the silencl' of our 

sick chamber, and drew from my dear little boy, as well as 

from my elf, the looksantl tears of sympathy on his broken­

hearted motl1e1·. During one of the e scenes of painful 

excitement, which happened while I was absent, the child, 

tliinkiug hiR mother's grief was carried beyond its proper 

limlts, administcrrcl the following gentle but convincing 

reproof:-" Mn111ma, I don 't 1i1.e to hear you talk in that 

\"flV; uec-au~e it look,; as thongh vou tlicl uot think nn 
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sister is gone to heaven. You call her poor, but if ~he i)' 
iu heaven, she cannot be poor; she is rich,-shc is happier 
than any of us." But these words, tender a they were, 
only Ren·etl to open wider the sluices of his mother's 
sorrow; so that she passionately exclaimed, "Gone to 
heaven? 0 ! If I should not meet my dear Elizabeth in 
glory, I fear heaven itself would not be heaven to me •. " 
These incautious words started a que tion which was of 
too deep an interest to be overlooked by the inquisitive 
mind and tender feelings. of the child. He however said 
nbthiug in reply, until I returned to his :chamber, when 
the following dialogue ensued :-

Cltild.- Papa, I have an important question to ask you, 
and I do hope you will be able to satisfy me. 

Fatlter.-Well, my dear, tell me what it is, and I wi11 
endeavour to do so. 

C.-Suppose I were to die, and go to heave11, and not 
tiucl some persons there that were nearly related to me, 
and whom I very much loved; persons that I very much 
wished to see in heaven, aud was much dii;appointed in 
not finding them there; do you think I could be happy 
myself i~1 heaven ? 

F.-M-y dea-r boy, in answering that question, I must 
ask you several questions. 

C.-Well, Papa. 
F.-You say these persons were related to you. 
C.-Yes, Papa, very 11early related. 
F.-Were they related to the Almighty also? 
C.-To be sure, Papa; because you know h<;! made them. 
F.-Nearly related? 
C.-0 yrs; much nearer than father, or mother, 01 

brother, or sister. 
F.-You say you loved t.hese persons? 
C.-Ycs, papa, very 111uch. 
F.-Did the Almighty love them a:; rnucl1 as you ? 
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C.-To be sure he did; for he gave his Son to die for 
them. 

F.-Did the Almighty desire to bring them to heaven ? 
C.-Yes, that I'm sure he did. 
F.-And must it not tlien be a disappointment to God 

himself, if, after all he lias done to bring them to heavet1, 
they are not saved at the last? 

C.-0 yes, papa, it must be the greatest disappointment 
of all to him. 

F.-WeJl then, my dear child, do you think that God 
himself can be happy in heaven if they are not sayed ? 

C.-Yes, to be sure, papa: He must be happy; because 
you know Gori cannot be unhappy. 

F.-Now, my dear James, if the Almighty, who was the 
llearest related to them, and loved them infiuitely more 
than any other person did, can be happy if such persons 
are uot saved, why may not you be happy ? 

C.-I see, papa, it must be 80: Thank you, I am quite 
satisfied now. 

F.-My dear child, that question is founded on a false 
assumption; because it assumes that we have good feel •• 
ings towards persons which the Almighty does not posse:-;s; 
whereas it was God himself that planted those good feel ­
ings in our hearts. Besides, on the supposition we should 
not find some persons in heaveu that we desired and even 
expected to see there, we shall have no person to blame 
but themselves , And least of all could we blame the Al­
mighty : For he desired more than any other being, and 
did infinitely more than any other being, to bring them to 

eternal glory. 
Yet he was very sensible, during our repeated and pain­

ful affiictious, how greatly his mother was iudcbted to 
divine support; for while she was attending upon him, 
he would say to her, "Mamma, I often look at you, and 
woncler at yon : FormC'rly, when auy uuc of us was ouly a 
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little poorly, you looked so pale, and could scarcely eat your 
dinner; but now, when you have lost my dear eister and 
little Henry too,* and though I am so ill, yon seem quite 
different from what you w5ed to be. I am sure the Lord 
jS very kind to you, or you could not bear it a E you do." 

The ascendancy of his rP.ason over his animal sympathies 
was another interesting feature of his character. This we 
had opportunities of observing on many occasions ; but 
particularly in the undaunted resolution with which he 
generally took his numerous and often-repeated doses of 
the most offensive medicine. An instance of this kind, l 
will take the liberty of relating: On one occasion, when 
his mother's resolution failed he1: in administering the 
wonted draught, she said to me-" I really cannot ask him 
to t~ke any more medicine.'' Well knowing his character, 
I said, "Give it to me; I can soon get him to take it." 
Going to the side of his bed, I said to him, "Come, my 
dear boy, I have brought yoUI' medicine." He replied, 
"0, papa, it is ve!'y unpleasant. I had rather not take 
any more." " ·well, but surely you do not mean to say 
that its being unpleasant, and your not choosing to take 
any more, are sufficient reasons why you should not take 
it?" He replied, "No, papa; but I believe it will uot do 
me any good." I said," Well, my dear boy, but you must 
11ot set up your opinion against that of the doctor; for you 
must think the doctor lmow.s what is likely to do you good, 
much better than you can know!" "Yes," he replied, 
"but I do not think he knows so well as you do.'' "Well, 
my dear, will you take it upon my recommendati0n ?" 
" Yes, papa, I will." " Then, my dear boy, I shall be very 
much pleased if you will take it." The words were scarcely 
uttered, when he took th1 cup out of my baud and drank 
the nauseous potion at a ~iugle draught. 

"' The Lord has taken away four of our dear children in the space of 
about twelve months. 
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lt was gratifying in the liighcst degree, to observe the 
tligJJity of spirit wit.h which Christiauity could inspire 
the heart of a child like him. His body \\'a ted by linger­
ing disease, hi:, couutenaucc stung up into convulsions 
with spasmodic :1e izures, au<l the unwilling tear trickling 
down from swimming eyes, would often excite our tender­
est sympathy, and draw from our hearts the soothings of 
parental condolence. But our compassion served only to 
rouse the magnanimity of his soul ; so that he would 
generally reply, "My dear Mam ma, don't you be troubled: 
I don't suffer so much as you think I do, by a great deal; 
anu you know it will soon be all over." 

As he drew nearer and nearer to the close of life, l1e 
manifested a growing spirituality of mind, and a scrnpul­
ous delicacy about his own conduct and speech, as well 
as about the deportment of other~. Miss S. happening to 
shew him a fashionable cap which had been sent her as a 
present, he said, "0 Miss S. that cap is too much like the 
world." He sometimes desired his mother not to bring 
persous to see him who did not talk about God and heaven; 
au<l when he heard the brawlings and profaneuess of 
people in the street, he would say " 0, how sorry I am to 
hear the people shouting and talking in such a manner! it 
docs so paiu me I cannot describe." His mother·s hea1th 
having suffered considerably, by her almost constant atten­
dance on her dear little son, the doctor thought it improper 
in her to sleep in the same chamber with him. This was a 
painful prohibition to both the mother and child; but the 
consen t of the child was more easily gained than that of 
his mother; as he manifested, on this trying occasion, the 
greatest docility of disposition, a spirit of truly Chrh;tian 
res ignation. One morning uot long after this separation, 
he cnt the nur. c to i11<1nire if 11e might lJe remO\·ed for a 
few rninutcs to l1i ::1 mother's , hed, to which she readily 
cvuscutetl. Wheu he wa rcmoYcd lie brgau to sa-y to hb 
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mother that he 11ad had an unhappy night, and that he had 
been greatly tempte4; but he did not describe the nature 
of the temptation. His mother begau to soothe hi. :,;pirits, 
by reminding him of the goodness of God to him on 
former occa3ions, and by calling to his remembrauce some 
encouraging passages of the Holy Scriptures; and her 
words were accompanied with such a divine influeuce on 
his heart, that his burden was completely remored, and his 
soul was filled with consolation: His feelings were ~o 
trnly ecstatic, that he burst out in the praists of God, and 
said, "0 my dear mamma, I am so happy-] am i-u 
happy : I cannot live-I cannot live, I am ~o happy. 0 
lww I should like to <lie. I should like to go to heaven 
uow ! " His happiuess at that time was such, that his 
emaciated body would not hare been able to support it for 
many minutes in f-uccession. But it pleased the Lord to 
temper the brilliancy of these gracious manife.,;tations, and 
to spare him for future communications of his goodness. 

On the evening of the 16th, in our family devotions, we 
had a season of unusual access to God in prayer; the 
power of the Lord was eminently present, and our dear 
child himself did indeed rejoice with a joy that was truly 
unspeakable and full of glory. When we rose up from our 
knees, he repeated the whole of Mr. Pope's admirable 
piece on the dying Christian. I had often admired that 
invaluable composition ; but never di~ I see so many of its 
splendid beauties, or feel, half so keenly, its touching 
appropriateness and truth of description, a 'l I .did on that 
memorable evening; while my dear little 1Joy sat up in his 
bed, wasted in body, but magnified in spirit,-presenting a 
form, in which life and death, mortality, and immortality, 
stood forth in their opposite and boldest features,-and, 
while the dying child repeated feebly, yet distinctly, tremu­
lously, but confideutly,-not as the production of another 
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person, but as tue inspiration and language of his own 
feelings,-

" Vital spark of heavenly flame! 
Quit, 0 quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliss of dying!" 

And there was, all the while, such a striking disproportion, 
between the feebleness of his body and the energy of his 
mind, and between the weakuess of his voice and the fer­
vour of his spirit, as gave an indescribable expression to 
every antithe1\is in the poetry, and delivered an invaluable 
paraphrase on that noble sentimeut of the Psalmist, 
"When my flesh and my heart faileth, ti1e Lord is the 
strength of my heart and my portion for ever." 

The happiel:lt day was yet to come-a day of unspeakable 
triumph to my dear little boy-a day that will never be 
forgotten by those persons who saw him on that memora­
ble occasion-a day that is indelibly imprinted on the 
table of my hrart. Hitherto, although he was evidently, to 
us, in possession of the Divine favour, aud was the subject 
of a real conversion to God ; and though he had been 
favoured with some extraordinary manifestations of the 
Holy Spirit, and could rejoice in the hope of eternal feli., 
city, yet there was no partit.:ular day which we could iden­
tify as the day of his reconciliation to God through Jesus 
Christ; but the time now drew near, in which the Lord 
was about to bestow upon l1im the most formal and deci­
sive evidence, that he was born of God, and made an heir 
of the kingdom of heaven. 

On the morning of Wednesday, the 17th day of May, the 
day on which he completed his ninth year, he said to his 
mother, "Mam ma, I should like to have a birth-day cake; 
this will be my last birth-day, and I ::-hould like to send a 
bit of cake to several persons that have been very 1,ind to 
me." His mother, therefore, prepared a cake, accord-
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iug to his desire, and brought it up to hiir He was 

highly delighted by his mothel''s kindness an<l being 

bolstered up on his little bed for the purpose, ht• took a 

knife, and divided the cake into small piecc3, which he 

sent to different persons chiefly in the farnilieH of my col­

leagues in the ministry, saying, " Give my love to them, 

and tell them it is my birth-day cake, and that this is the 

last birth-day I shall ever have." In the course of the 

day, he was exceedingly devout in his spirit, and spoke 

less than usual, being apparently absorbed in the contem­

plation of his approaching change. I left him early in the 

afternoon to attend a Missionary meeting a few miles from 

Sheffield, and did not return until about nine o'clock in 

the evening. In my absence, however, the Lord had been 

with him, and hatl lJOured into his sonl the most copious 

and ecstatic consolations of his Holy Spirit. When this 

extraordinary visitation descended upon him, he knew not 

for a while how to give utterance to his feelings, until at 

length he said, " My dear mamma, do come to me-do 

let me kiss you-I am so happy I do uot know what to do ; 

God has done so much for me." He now broke through 

every restraint, and poured forth a torrent of gratitude and 

praise. When I returned in the eveniug, I found him 

bol~tered up in his bed ; his countenance lighted. up into a 

celestial glow; his brilliant eyes sparkling with heavenly 

joy; antl his fluent tongue uttering some of t1ie most sur­

prising wor<ls which were ever dropped from the mouth of 

a child. His happy mother, whose tears were streaming 

over her face, and whose grateful adorations were break-

. ing forth in rapid succession, sat at the table with pen and 

paper, catching the expressions which fell from his lips. 

When I entered the room he began by saying," 0 Papa, I am 

liappy ! I am very happy. I have often lieard you speak 

of my being horn at Tiverton, and say how happy yon 

were on that day; hut T think I am happier to-day than you 
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were that day. The day of my death will be better than 
the day of my birth. God loves me, aud has pardoned my 
sins : 0 Papa, I am so happy that I shall not want any pill 
to make me sleep to-night. I. hall do very well now with­
out medicine. 0, I shall very soon be in heaven, and then 
I shalt be happy-then I shall be quite happy." And, 
locking towards his mother, be said, "No, mamma, this 
will soon be all over, and I shall be in heaven: and 0, 
how happy I shall be there ! There will be no taldng un­
pleasant medicine-no taking pills to make me sleep-no 
dressing of my neck-no trouble of putting 011 my clothe , 
and taking them off again-uo sleepless nights there, and 
310 wishing it were morning. Then I shall be happy ! ! I 
hope I shall meet yon all in heaven !" and then looking 
earnestly at me, he said, " Papa, J am almost sure I shall 
mee-t you there." His elder brother standing weeping at 
the foot of the bed, he said to me, " I hope you will take 
brother William with you into the circuit, and talk to him, 
and pray with him as you have d0ue with me. You do 
not know what good it has done me ; God has often 
visited my heart at those times ; and the last time T was 
with yon at Thorncliffe, I felt the Spirit of God in my 
heart all the day." 

His little sister was the next object of hi pious ·olici­
tude. He began by speaking of certain childish foibles, 
to which she had been addicted, pointing out the serious 
consequences of sinning against God. He then, a in the 
case of his brother, appealed to me, by saying, " Papa, I 
hope you will talk to sister Marianne, and pray with her 
as you have done with mr." Dear child! he believed, in 
the simplicity of his child-like heart, that, as the Lord had 
rendered my feeble endeavours sncces .. ful in his case, llO 

person could resist either my advice or my prayers. Ho 
concluded his remarks ou that s ubject by saying, " I hope, 
i\Iari:rnne will be a good girl, and I hope she will go to 
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heaven; for, you know, papa, she will ha1 e anot/1e-r motirn 
to wish to go to heaven when I am there." 0 tho ·e 
blessed words, "Another motive to wish to go to heaven .'" 
how many times siuce that affecting day have they been 
brought to my recollection, and applied to my heart! 
Every happy death that has taken place, within the circle 
of my acquaintance, or the sphere of ruy information, has 
suggested to my feelings, " Another motive to wish to go 
to heaven.'' Every evening, and every morning, as they 
have succeeded each other, has proclaimed in my cars, 
and announced to the inmost feelings of my he,ut, 
" Another motive to wish to go to htaven." 

:Miss S., a young lacly who had paid great attention to 
him during his illness, was kneeling down and supportiug 
him in the_ bed, when he said to me, "Papa, it makes me 
so happy to hope that I have bee11 of some use to Miss S. 
She is not altogethe1· right at present: she is not con­
verted yet: but she is getting into a good way." Then 
turning to her, he said, "I do hope you will get to heaven, 
Miss S. I pray for you, but you must pray for yourself. 
0 ! what a miserable world was this to me before I was 
converted to God. When I was at Meltou .. Mowbray, I 
went down to the river a fishiug, and got into the mud, 
where I had like to have been drowned ; but a man came 
by and took me out. If I had died then, I fear I should not 
have gone to heaven, for I was uot then prepared to die.'' 
-His mother said to him, "My dear James, although I 
love you very much, yet now I see you so happy, I am 
almost willing to part with you; but if you had not been 
prepared for heaven, your death would have been a very 
different subject to me." He replied, "0 yes, mamma; 
but it is not so with me ; I am prepared : Goel has been 
very good to me. : I think he has becu kin<lcr to me than 
to auy body. Papa, mine is an C!fl'ectin(f case; but at tlw 
same time, it is tt glo1·ious one. ff/Ito would !iave tlt011g·l1 
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that God would be so kind to such a little boy as 1 am; I 
am happy: 0, I am ve1·y happy. I wish you would tell 
other little boys how goocl the L~rd has been to me; pe,·haps 
it 1)iay do t!tem good; perhaps they may come to t!te Lm·d 
Jesus Christ and be happy also." 

He then said," Papa, come sing for me; and sing, '0 
di3c1o:;e thy lovely face.' " Aud much as my feelings were 
excited, I thought it my duty to compll with his wishes : 
so that I began to sing, and the dear child accompanied 

' with feeble voice indeed, but a with more than equal devo-
tion. I shall long remember the earnestness of his 
spirit, and the tears that rolled over the cheeks of all 
present, while 'We sang-

" 0 disclose thy lovely face, 
Quicken all my drooping powers; 

Gasps my fainting soul for grace, 
As a thirsty land for showers." 

When we had gone through the hymn, aud every voice but 
his own was silent, he said with great earnestness, and 
with a look and manner that betokened the moRt confi­
dent expectation of future felicity,-

" Jesus smiles, and says, Well done, 
Good and faithful servant thou! 

Enter and receive thy crown, 
Reign with me triumphant now." 

I was now afraid that hi .~ extraordinary effo rts would 
quite exhaust his strength and sp1rits, or bring on violent 
spasms, and be followed by a painful and distressing re­
action, and therefore requested him not to speak any longer. 
This requi red no little effort; but he complied, with the 
utmost cheerfulness, and laid down his head npon his 
pillow. After a short silence, however, he said to me, 
"Papa, I was thinking of my birth-day. I am nine 
years old to-day, and the world Ls nearly six thousand 
years old . Only nine year~ olrl, anrl yet thi. is my last 
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birth-day. What a little age mine is in compari. on with 
the age of the wol'ld ! It seems to me like nothing at all." 
I replied, "Yes, my dear boy, but you will fo·e after this 
world has been destroyed ; and there will come a period 
in future duration, when your age will exceed the age of 
the world, a~ much as the age of the world now exceeds 
your age; and then you will say, I used to talk of the old 
world, and I have been in existence as many ages as the 
world existed minutes!" "Ah," said he" that's a subject 
which puzzles me very much. I can easily think of going 
to heaven; I find no difficulty in that; but I cannot think 
what it is to be there for ever. Eternity is a subject 
which I cannot comprehend." I sat up with him that 
night, fully expecting it would haV"e been his la~t ; and 
such, I believe, were his owu expectations. His mind 
seemed to be perfectly absorbed iu the contemplation of 
that event; for after every transient sleep, he would utter 
somethiug about the happiness of heaven ; aud on oue 
occasion he started up suddenly, and said, " Is this 
heaven ; Is it heaven ? Am I got to heaven ? 0, no : r 
thought I had been in heaven." He, however, survived 
the night, and was spared to stay with us a few days 
longer. 

About a week afterwards, when the surgeon called, he 
said, "Mr. H., how long do you think I am likely to 
live?" Mr, H. replied that it was very uncertain, as 
circumstances mi~ht happen either to shorten or prolong 
his life. "But," said he, " suppose neither of these were 
to happen, how long do you think I may continue?" Mr. 
H. replied, that it was possible he might continue two or 
three weeks. " Ah," said the dear child, " I was hop,ing 
you would f-ay only two or three days." And in this 
respect the Lord was pleasecl to gh•e him more thau all 
his desire; for, early on the next morning but one, he was 
with Jesus in Paradise. 
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The final close now drew uear apace ; although there 
was nothing iu his symptoms, the following day, whicl1 
might induce us to think that his end was so near. His 
dark eye sparkled with unusual animation ; his features 
had a surprising prominency of expression ; his intellect 
had all its uathc qukkne.~s and vivacity, aud his conver­
~ation had the intelligence and interest of the conversation 
of a person in the highest health and vigour. In some 
l'espects, he resembled a dying Patriarch, more than 
a child of ni11e years old. As a proof of his perfect 
composure of mind ii-1 the prospect of certain and imme-• 
diate dissolution, I might just notice, that in the course of 
this day he said to his mother, " Mamma, I was feeling 
at my hair, (his head had been shaved while he was 
afflicted with the erysipelas,) and I think you might cut off 
a little on this side. You kept a lock of my sister's hair, 
and I should lilrn yon to keep a lock of mine." His mo~ 
ther, who often inquired into the state of his mind, hap­
pening to say, " My dear boy do you still hope that the 
Lord has pardoned your sins?," il1e replied, " No mam­
rna, 1 rio uot call it hope; it is more than hope; I know 
that the Lord has pardoned my sins. I am happy ! I am 
very happy ; and I know that if I die now, I shall gQ to 
heaven." 

On the following night, which was his last, he rested 
tolerably well. Early in the morning, he desired to be 
taken out of his bed, and placed on the sofa, and the change 
.seemed to be a great relief to him. He then desired the 
crnrse to go down and take her breakfast, aud his mother 
came back for a moment into my chamber. She had, 
howevet·, scarcely left his room, when we heard him call 
fot· ·his mother. As hi-s voice ap1:>eared to be stifled, om· 
fears took the alarm at once. His mother returnerl to his 
chamber, and I followed her; but, oh! what were our 
feelings, when we saw our dear little hoy, sitting upo n the 



J ,\~IHS il, JU~J'..~. "f'. .:J,, 

sofa and vomitiug a stream of blood'. He could ju.t look 
at me and say, "Is this death, papa? Am I dying now ?" 
I replied, "Dou't be alarmed, my clear child: Only lift 
11p your heart to God, a11d you will be with Him very 
quickly in glory." He said no more-his head fell gently 
11pon his hosom, and his happy spirit, freed from all the 
pains and sorrows of mortality, entered at ouce into the 
joy of his Lord. As I stood and gazed upon his lifele~s 
little body, his own words came fresh to my mind, which 
he spoke to his mother a few days before his death. 
"Mamma," saicl he, "when my soul leaves my body, 
how long will it be in getting to heaven?" But without 
waiting for a reply, he added, " A quarter ofan hour ? 
No: Not a quarter of a minute. I shall be absent from 
the body, and present with the Lord." No, my lovely 
little boy, if it be not now profaneness to call thee by such 
a name, thy liberated spirit shall not wander up and down 
a solitary and unprotected ghost: Angels have already 
carried thee into Abraham's bosom. "And the Lamb, 
which is in the midst of the throne, shall feed thee, and 
shall lead thee-unto living fountains of waters, and God 
shall wipe away all tears from thine eyes." 

Thus, by the Divine blessing, have I brought this little 
undertakiug to a close. It has kept his mother's feelings 
and my own under constant excitement, as every succeed­
ing paragraph ha~ been written in tears. The words of 
my dear little boy have been continually sounding in my 
ears, and thrilling through my heart :-" Mine is an 
affectin-g case, papa ; but at the same time it is a glorious 
ouc. Who would have thought that God would be so kind 
to such a little boy as I am ? I wish you would tell other 
little boys how good the Lord has been to me ; perhaps it 
may do them good ; perhaps tliey may come to the Lord 
Jesus Chri:st aud be happy al::,u. " Aud 110w, my dear 
child, i11 the fulfilment of thy pious rcqncst, I publish thh 
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small rnlume, which, as a little skiff, I launch upon the 

surface of this world's sea, committing it to the care of 

Him whom winds and seas obey. And may the Almighty 

God direct its coursP., anq make it a welcome and success­

ful visitant to many towns, to many families, aud to many 
human hearts ! 

THE END. 

· JAMES NICHOLS, PRINTER, 

2, Warwick Square, Newgate.Street; London . 
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