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ADVERTISEMENT.

IT was the Author’s wish and intention, that the follow-
ing Narrative should go forth to the world, accompanied by
a ** List of Subscribers:’’ but, in deference to the opinion
of an experienced Clerical Friend, she has laid aside that
purpose; thus demying herself the satisfaction of making
. known, that many persons of high rank, and of the most
distinguished character, have encouraged this humble pub-
lication. She trusts that no offence will be taken at an
omission, by which she escapes (not to mention a copsider-
able addition to the expense of printing,) the dificulty of
correctly exhibiting nearly seven hundred names. The-
number of copies subscribed for, was little short of four-

teen hundred.

ScoPWICK, NEAR SLEAPORD:
July, 1842,






RECOLLECTIONS,

&e. &e.

TaE beloved subject of this little Memoir, whose
maiden-name was JANE ARDEN, was horn at Be-
verley, in Yorkshire, on the 26th of Auguat, 1754,
Of her early days little need be said. Let it sut-
fice, that these, like her subsequent life, were
marked by a peculiar sweetness and cheerfulness
of disposition; generous, and regardless of self, she
took a lively interest in the welfare and happiness
of all around her, and was a general favourite
amongst her friends and acquaintance. Her de-
sire for useful knowledge of every kind was, from
childhood, so intense, that it may truly be said,
she “lifted up her voice for understanding, and
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BELOVED MOTHER. 17

could adequately express the gratitude I feel towards
the kind Author of all good—particularly for restoring
the health of my beloved husband. Blessed Lord,
may it be my constant endeavour to surrender all 1
haveand am to thee!

May 3rd.—A valued friend once remarked, “ The
greatest happiness of the enlightened mind is to glo-
rify God, and to benefit his fellow-creatures: and
God confers no higher happiness on man, than when
he allows him to make that which is his duty to be
his privilege ; and to become an instrument in pro-
moting the welfare of his fellow-men.”

July 4th.—The effect of sincere prayer is always a
blessed one. Prayer has a sanctifying, calming, ele-
vating effect upon the soul. Earnest, hearty, perse-
vering prayer is without doubt the most sure way of
attaining the greatest spirituality, and the highest
state of meetness for glory.

1825.

May 8th.—Just in proportion as faith is in exercise,
does the soul of the Christian flourish or decay. This,
being the means of uniting my soul to Christ, is in-
strumental to the possession of all I need, here or
for ever.
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love, in the hour of my departure, may be as firmly
fixed on our blessed God and Saviour, as was Aers ;
and that, like her, 7 also may be enabled to say,
“ God is my portion. Whom have I in heaven but
thee? and there is none upon earth that I desire
beside thee !>

1829,

January 8th.—I am reading Leighton on St Peter.
1t is a valuable book. I hope greatly to benefit hy
its contents.

1830.

August 3rd,—~1I resign and commit our remaining
course through life to the direction of a kind and
all-wise Providence. We can only act as present cir-
cumstances seem to direct: we must let futurity
alone. God will provide.

1831.

July 3rd.—1I could weep over my secret prayers!
Why are they not more fervent? Thou knowest,
Lord, that I love thee,and desire to serve thee faith-
fully, Oh let thy strength be made perfect in my
weakness !

1832,

August 3rd.— Cast thy burden upon the Lord,
and he shall sustain thee.”” I commit all to His
keeping. “H> who once bore the burden of our sor-
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towards me |—Whatever He may see best to allot
me here, it can only be for a short time. I may con-
stantly rejoice in the prospect of a home in heaven.
¢ There remaineth a rest for the people of God;”
into which, I trust, through the atoning sacrifice of
my Redeemer, I shall be permitted to enter.

1835,

January 1st.—Year after year thou crownest me
with thy loving-kindness and tender mercies! Oh
forgive that I should have one anxious thought!
Thou wilt be our protector, Thou wilt be our Father,
and our Friend for ever!

December 24th.—To-morrow I hope to commemo-
rate the death of my blessed Saviour. May I feed
upon him by faith; and offer him my heart, in fer-
vent love and adoring praise !

Christmas-day.~—May we celebrate the manifesta-
tion of the Prince of Peace, by accepting afresh that
j)em, which the angels proclaimed on earth ; and
thus be increasingly interested in the gracious work
of our great Peace-maker ; whom the Father, out of
good-will to lost man, provided for him before the
foundation of the world.
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towards her pupils, authority and decision were
blended with so much tenderness and parental
kindness, that they at once revered and loved
her. It was her greatest pleasure to see them
happy; and she endeavoured to render them so,
by every means in her power. Sometimes she
allowed the joyous celebration of a birthday, or an
excursion of pleasure; together with other inno-
cent recreations, in which instruction and amuse-
ment were united. I may truly say, that her
thoughts and her happiness were completely
bound up in their welfare and improvement; a
fact which will, I think, be sufficiently proved by
some extracts from letters received by her, which
I now introduce.

B———, July 5. 1816.
.Dmn Mapan,

My beloved Jane A—— left me last Mon-
day, after a residence of four months with us; during
which time I experienced the highest satisfaction in
observing the excellence of her disposition, her culti-
vated understanding, and her polite and agreeable
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made known, when “the secrets of all hearts shall
be revealed.” Hers was a deep and fervent piety,
hidden in her heart : so noiseless, that we only knew
it was there, by its lovely influence on all around.  ®

Believe me, dearest Eva,
Yours most affectionately,

P— C— M—.

The grateful and affectionate letters my mother
was continually receiving from her young friends,
of which the following extract is a specimen, were
so many sweet and refreshing cordials to her.

N. , January 16. 1829,
My vERY DEAR MRs. GARDINER, .

‘WHaaT cause have I to be grateful, on re-
viewing my past, though very short, life, when I
discover so many instances in which an overruling
Providence has evidently been exercised—especially
in causing me to be placed under the tuition of one,
who not only instructed me in what it was necessary
for me to be acquainted with in this life, but taught
me also, both by theory and practice, the beauty of
religion, and the necessity of it to produce real last-
¢ng happiness ; and this at an age when my mind
required peculiar care, when my opinions were form-
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desires which the Almighty has put into my heart to
attain to such perfection, are a pledge, I trust, that
he will crown my efforts with his blessing, * * 1t
is impossible to tell you by how many mercies I
am surrounded, and what abundant cause I have to
praise the Lord for all his benefits! Oh that I may
prove to him my gratitude, by devoting my life to
his glory! ¢ o That every blessing may rest
on you and yours, is the fervent prayer of your most
grateful and affectionate

Mary W

From the deepest conviction of the value and
importance of Religion, my dear mother desired,
above all things, to make it the basis of her instruc-
tion. She had found it, by happy experience,

td

“ the pearl of great price;”” and she considered
it to be the safeguard and ornament of youth, its
sure guide to usefulness and peace here, and to
eternal rest and happiness hereafter. Hence she
sought to imbue the minds of her pupils with the
precious truths of Christ’s holy Gospel, and to
urge upon them the immense advantage of seek-

ing God in early life, That blessed Book, which






















































BELOVED MOTHER. 49

day, I can now and then distinguish the liquid
.notes of the nightingale, among a variety of other
sweet warblers ; every bird sings its hymn, with more
or less melody. As I pass along with the church
- in view, “its silent finger pointing up to heaven,”
I enjoy the delightful perfume of the lilac and sy-
ringa ; I am filled with admiration, gratitude, and
praise, to behold the beauties which surround me.
‘What love ought to fill our hearts towards the bene-
ficent Author of all our pleasures! ® ¢ T hope,
my E., that we shall not be parted long. He loves
us, and is full of compassion; let us cast all our
cares upon him, and give ourselves to prayer. Our
petitions will reach His ear, though they are devoid of
fine flowing language, and often even of words, -If it
were not so, what would become of me! We have
an Advocate who has presented himself before the
throne, in the office of a sin-bearing and all-atoning
sacrifice and Mediator. ¢ Even one sigh going up in
the incense of His worth,” your valued friend Mrs,
Stevens remarked,  is a sweet odour before God.”

September 14th.—1I did not forget, this morning, to
remember particularly in my prayers one whose
birthday this is.—While I was thus engaged, the
idea that you, my love, were probably occupied

-in a similar manner, imparted a sweet feeling of
E
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walk under them. These silent but impressive mo-
nitors, my dear young friend, speak to my heart
the solemn truth, ¢ We all do fade as a leaf.” The
autumn of my life is passed, and the winter of old
age hangs over me; but the Sun of righteousness
cheers my heart, and, I humbly trust, will shine forth
upon my soul in my last hour, and permit me to de-
part in faith, hope, and peace. .

January 28th, 1839.—The days are dark, and my
eyes not so good as they were,—one of the warnings
of old age. I have nearly given up all my young
correspondents; still, as long as I am able to use my
pen, a chosen few I cannot relinquish. You are
one, my dear P., who always were and ever will be
dear tome, It is very kind of you, wishing frequent-
ly to hear from me; but I have now nothing interest-
ing to relate. Every day I read the ‘same favourite-
authors, and walk in the same chosen retreat: my
sister’s deafness renders it impossible for me to con-
verse with her ; and my husband having undertaken
to conduct the repairs of the house, and to con-
tinue also his various improvements in the grounds,
his time is fully occupied from morning to night; so
that I live much alone. And yet not alone; my
unseen Saviour, I hope, is with me. On n’est jamais
seul avec lui.—Need I say to you, that I think unceas-
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BELOVED MOTHER. 57

“ 0 God, I have made an ill use of thy mercies, if I
have not learned to be content with thy corrections.”
No one ever passed through life in a more even
course, or with fewer sorrows than myself. God has
done for me more than I can express. Hvery moment
has proved his loving-kindness and tender care.
‘Why then should I be troubled and distressed, with
fearful apprehensions of the future? If he sends
trials and changes, he sees them to be good for me—
His will be done! May my feelings be those only of
contentment, love, and gratitude !

To Miss S. B.

November Tth.—It is ggtifying to your old gou-
vernante to think she is not forgotten, and that
her life has not been quite useless,—I hope to be
enabled cheerfully to submit to whatever our hea-
venly Father allots for us. I desire that He only
may guide and direct us.—I spend an hour every
morning, in looking over and selecting old letters,
previous to our removal, I am struck with a solem-
nity of feeling, at the thought that so many of my
young correspondents have been called into eternity,
while I am left! Oh that I might hope to meet
them all around the throne of God and of the
Lamb, and for ever to join with them, in one tri
umphant chorus of praise and thanksgiving !
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death of our beloved Mrs. B——, that when the ex-
pected intelligence arrived, my feelings were a mix-
ture of lamentation and sacred joy. Her happy
spirit has doubtless been conveyed to the mansions of
bliss ; her days of trial are ended, and she is now in
the presence of her God and Saviour, from whose
boundless love she receives that fulness of joy, which
will continue and increase through eternity. Her
departure, my love, causes me to think of my own,
which cannot be very far distant ; nor can I desire
it to be so, old age is accompanied by so many in-
firmities. Imore than ever feel the loss of your sup-
porting arm, and affectionate care and tenderness—
though I have, thank God, the kindest and best of
husbands. * ¢  We have now scarcely two
months to remain here ! How I dread the removal!
And what is to become of us, God only knows; but
however unfavourable may be our prospects, or low
our circumstances, it is our great consolation to
think, that we are never placed beyond the notice of
His eye. Hewill provide! ¢ *  How safely
may we resign every thing to the wisdom of such a
kind heavenly Parent! ¢ ¢ That he may
continually bless and watch over my dearly beloved
Everilda, is the unceasing prayer of her tenderly

affectionate mother,
J. GARDINER.
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of many of her relatives, friends, and papils; be-
seeching the Lord to bestow upon them every tem-
poral and spiritual blessing, and to reward seven-
fold into their bosoms those from whom she had
received benefit and kindness. She also earnestly
entreated that success might attend the labours of
every Minister of the gospel, both at home and in
heathen and distant lands; and that all the inhabit-
ants of the earth might see the salvation of God,
and receive into their hearts that  kingdom, which
is righteousness and peace and joy in the Holy
Ghost.” 1 one evening remarked, “ You pray
more for others, my dear mother, than for yourself.”
She replied, It is the only way, my love, in which
I can now endeavour to benefit any one. It is
my privilege and comfort to pray for all my fel-
low-creatures; for many who are dear to me, and
for those especially, who are living without Christ.
As long as I am able, I must entreat my heavenly
Father, by his Holy Spirit, to make known to them
their lost state by nature, and the inestimable va-
lue of the Saviour. Oh that some whom I could
mention, for whose welfare I feel particularly
¥
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your very kind attentions. I now bid you fare-
well!  God bless you! Ihope soon to be received
into heaven! What joy will it give me to welcome
you there!” '

" Having returned to her after a short absence,
and finding her awake, I said, “I have just heard
it remarked, that not the slightest doubt can be
entertained by any one of your eternal happiness,
because you have led such an excellent and vir-
tuous life.”” She replied, *“I hope you told whoever
could say so, that my only and entire salvation
rests on the atoning sacrifice of Christ. He is my
all-sufficient Saviour. Were I to place my de-
pendance upon any fancied worthiness of my own,
I should never, never enter heaven. I ‘forcibly
feel the truth of what Bishop Beveridge said when
reflecting upon Aés past actions, that ‘my whole
life, from my birth to this very moment, has been
but as one continued act of sin. I cannot so much
as confess my sins, but my very confessions are still
aggravations of them; my repentance needs to be
repented of; my tears want washing—and the 1
washings of my tears need still to be washed.

F 2






BELOVED MOTHER. 69

ture hope for this unspeakable, this inconceivable
bliss ! '

¢ How can it be, thou heavenly King,

That thou should’st man to glory bring ;

Make slaves the partners of thy throne,

Deck’d with a never-fading crown ! ”’
It seems too much for me to anticipate. Yet
thou hast promised, ¢Him that cometh unto
me I will in no wise cast out.” ¢In my Father's
house are many mansions.” ‘I will come and re-
ceive you unto myself; that where I am, there ye
may be also.’”

She would repeatedly say, as she beheld us
watching over her, * God Almighty bless you—my
husband, my child, and my poor sister, and faith-
ful, attentive Ellen! Who was ever so kindly
watched over and nursed? Such an unworthy
creature as I am, to be so affectionately attended,
while my blessed Saviour in his most trying hour
was forsaken by all!

Two of our servants having requested permission
to see her, she said, as they severally approached
her bed-side, “Love God, Charlotte, make him
your friend; and when you die, you will be as
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stantly it had been her prayer, that the Almighty
would ever exercise towards me his fatherly pro-
tectiom, and, after the removal of my earthly
parents, would himself supply their loss”—adding,
with her usual emphasis, ““I am quite assured he
will.””  She frequently asked me to pray with her;
and when I concluded, her hands would be raised and
clasped while she fervently ejaculated, ¢ Almighty
God, hear the prayer of my dear child! Bless her
and keep her to the end of time, and be her ever-
lasting portion in eternity.”

After expressing her hope of soon uniting with
the redeemed in their heavenly hosannas, she joy-
fully vepeated the well-known lines of. Dr. Watts,

¢ 1’11 praise my Maker while I've breath ;

And, when my voice is lost in death,
Praise shall employ my nobler powers ;

My days of praise shall ne’er be past,

‘While life, and thought, and being last,
Or immortality endures.””

The goodness of God, in short, was her constant
theme. Such ardent and perpetual breathings of
praise appeared to be striking indications that her
soul was ripening for immortality.
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worn-out body mav be carried through it.” (She
alluded to the gravel walk made by my father, on
each side of which he had planted forest-trees and
had long been her chosen retreat; it was consecrated
by prayer and praise, and was consequently asso-
ciated in her recollection with many pleasing idess.)
“ 1 can just fancy I see the coffin borne along, and
my two dearest earthly treasures following it !> I
replied, < And at that very time, your soul will be
perfectly happy with Jesus, far from the reach of
sin, of sorrow, and of care; and singing with angels
the song of redeeming love.”” She exclaimed, ¢ Oh
how I long to join in their chorus!

¢ When from the dust of death I rise

To claim my mansion in the skies,

Ev’n then shall this be all my plea,
Jesus hath lived, and died, for me."’’

Hearing an observation made respecting the de«
grees of happiness in heaven, (in reference to the
passage, “ for one star differeth from another star
in glory,”) she said, “ IfI may only be admitted to
the lowest place where my Saviour is—if I may but
behold him and share his love, I shall be satisfied.”
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gratitude and praise, generally expressed in the fol-
lowing terms— I thank thee, my kind, indulgent
Father, for the sweet sleep thou hast given me;”
laying a particular emphasis on the word ¢ sweet.”
With such a stedfast reliance upon the Lord who
« giveth his beloved sleep;”” thus * strength-
ened by him upon the bed of languishing”—his
merits the covering over her, and his promises
the pillow beneath her head—sweet indeed was her
repose! With what holy joy could she exclaim,
¢ His banner over me is love!”

Sometimes, when I offered to moisten her parched
lips, she would say, “ Never mind—it is of little
use—I must bear it. Iam content to thirst, until
my Saviour leads me to °living fountains of

. waters.” Though the refreshment you give me,
my love, is very pleasant, yet it is momentary.”

In the evening, when suffering from extreme
exhaustion, she recollected that I had not assembled
the family for prayer; ¢ Go, my child,” she said;
“never, on any account, omit that duty: you need
not fear—my heavenly Father continually watches

over me.”






' BELOVED MOTHER. 79

¢ Deathless principle, arise, &c.”
which I repeated to her, concluding with the words,

« Sach the glorious vista, Faith

Opens through the shades of death.”
She remarked, with an expression of calm, heavenly
delight, « That is my glorious prospect.” I said,
““ We go with you to the celestial portal; but there
you will leave us! We must turn our thoughts
to earth again; we must continue to dwell in this
wilderness-world !’  Not long, my love; you will
soon follow me—very soon:” adding, “ If I had
not this blessed assurance, it would be agony to
part from you.”

On my placing before her a beautifal rose-bud,
which had been growing under her window, she
said, “What infinite beauties have I observed in
the wonderful works of God—particularly, I think,
in the ¢fairy-peopled world of flowers;’ but, like
every thing earthly, they quickly fade away. Ileave
them for a world of life and immortality; where I
shall behold ever new and undying beauties—and,
above all, the Creator himself, my God and my
portion to all eternity.”
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then asked me to pray with her, and soon after fell
into a peaceful slumber. This was almost the last
glimmering of life’s expiring taper.

On Tuesday, she slept nearly the whole of the
day; once unclosing her eyes, while the glowing
beams of the sun, just before his going down, il-
lumined her apartment—a prelude to the glorious
light she was soon to behold. I see,” she said,
“ the rays of the sun for the last time?” < You
will soon, my dearest mother, see the rays of a
brighter sun. Jesus will be your everlasting light.”
“Yes, he will shine upon me—he is a Sun that will
never set. Oh, when will he come for me! How
long it seems!”” At another time I asked, « Have
you not any fear of death?”’ ¢ None whatever, my
love. Irest on the promise of my Saviour, that he
will be with me: and I rejoice in hope of that glory,
which lies beyond the grave.”

The probability of a last struggle, which we
greatly dreaded, caused not the slightest apprehen-
sion to our patient snfferer; whose only feeling was,
¢« 4s Thou wilt, wkat Thou wilt, when Thou wilt.”
After one of her distressing attacks of sickness, I

G
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-smile, and the pressure of her hand, she faintly
articulated, ¢ Asleep in Jesus!” These were the
last words she uttered. Who can conceive her
feelings, as, conscious of dissolution, she repeated,
19

“Adsleep in Jesus '

— ¢¢ Blessed sleep !
From which none ever wake to weep :
A calm and undisturb’d repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.

¢ Asleep in Jesus /—Oh how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet !

‘With holy confidence to sing,

That Death has lost his venom’d sting ! '

During the night, whenever I moistened her lips,
she invariably made an effort, but ineffectuslly, to
speak ; she had not even power to return the pres-
sure of our hands. While suffering from extreme
exhaustion, her cries were most distressing: but as
the morning dawned she became composed. I re-
peated her favourite Psalm, the 23rd; and after-
wards, at intervals, such passages as I deemed cal-
culated to administer consolation. ¢ God will re-
deem your soul from the power of the grave;
for he shall receive you.—An entrance shall be
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her happy spirit took its flight, to be numbered
with those of “ the just made perfect.”

Thus, on the moring of the 29th of January,
1840, at the age of eighty-one years and six months,
“the earthly house of her tabernacle was dis-
solved ;”’ and she became, we doubt not, a joyful
inhabitant of that building of God—that * house
not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.”

Her remains, followed by my father and my-
self, and a few friends, were carried along her
favourite walk agreeably to her desire; and inter-
red in the village church-yard—there to rest until
the morning of the resurrection, when ¢ this cor-
ruptible shall put on incorruption,” and * mor-
tality shall be swallowed up of life.” ¢ Blessed
are the dead which die in the Lord! Yea, saith
the Spirit, that they may rest from their labours;
and their works do follow them.”

Havine now brought my little Memoir to a close,
I beg to present my sincere thanks to all who have
kindly aided its publication. I may perhaps be
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friends, was carried far beyond the time they passed
under her roof. The confidence they reposed in
her fully proves their sense of this regard, and the
value they put upon it. If at any time her efforts
to benefit her pupils appeared frustrated, or any
circumstance arose to occasion her uneasiness, she
sought communion with her heavenly Father, the
light of whose countenance never failed to impart
to her peace and joy. By such blessed fellowship
she was cheered and refreshed, until, her pilgrim-
age being closed, she passed in confidence the
dark flood of Jordan,

¢ Thro’ the dear might of Him that walk’d the waves.”’

I will only add, that, in the humble individual
whose character I have thus endeavoured to de-
lineate, we behold the inexpressible value of the
Gospel of Salvation. What was the principle, which
cheered her dying moments? What was it, that
took away the sting of death? What made pain
easy, and death desirable?

¢ What to her soul such glad assurance gave,
Such hope in death, such triumph o’er the grave ? ”’


















