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PREFACE.
IN introducing " Eifted Clouds " to the English reader, I
would say that when the work was about to be published
in New York it was a great trial to me to be thus brought
out before the public.
The great favour with which the book has been received
(the Third Edition having been issued the first year), both
by the general reader and by the press, has been very
gratifying to me, and it is with pleasure I offer it to the
women of England, and ask them to give the life story of
one of their feeble sisters a prayerful and kindly reading,
not forgetting that it was written on a bed of great
weariness and pain, where she has lain for thirty years.
I love the land of my birth. It is very dear to me, and
in its sacred soil many loved ones rest. I have greatly
missed the beautiful hills and dales of my Derbyshire
home, where, near Chatsworth, I spent the first eight
years of my bappy wedded life. The memories of my
early years ar6 sunshine and joy, and often during the
long years that this feeble body has been imprisoned
in the little room, have I been back again among the
meadows of my native land, or worshipping in her
sanctuaries.
" They flash upon that inward eye
"Which is the bliss of solitude,"

My sympathies have been strangely drawn out for her
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Most Gracious Majesty, Queen Victoria. Of our beloved
queen, we English people in every corner of the world
are proud, and for her we do not forget to pray. Like
myself, she was early left with little children, and now,
having given her last one in marriage, she is left, as it
were, alone. In July last I sent Her Majesty a copy of my
book, thinking she might, in some lonely moments, find
something in its pages to interest her, and it was with
special pleasure that I received a speedy notice of its
reception, with an expression of her thanks, through Sir
Henry Ponsonby.
I would say in regard to the friends who kindly wrote
the prefatory notes, that Mr. Dickinson is an English
gentleman, well known here for many years, who has
known me from a little child in my English home in
Sheffield, and Mr. John Stephenson is a gentleman of
high standing in the religious and business worlds, whose
tram-way cars have made his name familiar in many
parts of the civilised world.
I claim no literary merits for "Eifted Clouds," but
send it forth with many prayers to proclaim the gracious
providences and tender mercies of a faithful Grod, Who
has said, " Leave thy fatherless children; I will preserve
them alive, and let thy widows trust in Me."
BELLA COOIIE.
492, 2ND AVENUE, NEW YOEK.

THE edition of "Eifted Clouds" published by Messrs.
Hodder and Stoughton has my exclusive sanction for
Great Britain and Ireland.
BELLA COOKE.
Nw&mber 18tA, 1886.

PREFATORY

NOTE.

EECOBDS of the dealings of God with His people form a large
part of the Sacred Volume, from which His children have
during the ages derived instruction and comfort. But in these
later times the idea is extensively entertained that the Divine
administration is not as of old, but that, as " He sendeth His
rain on the just and on the unjust" we need not seek to obtain
protection from ills or relief from trouble.
The subject of this narrative had no common experience;
indeed hers was a marvellous life of physical disability and
suffering mingled with peace, joy, and usefulness, seemingly
combining the extremes of human possibilities.
Physicians and friends (among whom it has been my
happiness to be numbered for thirty-five years) have repeatedly
looked with wonder at return of vitality to the apparently
lifeless frame, and witnessed subsequent years of beneficent accomplishments by a frail physical organism, not to be accounted
for by any known laws of natural causes.
The Controller of the ravens Who fed Elijah sent His
children to take care of this helpless one, not for " forty
days" only, and a faithful descendant of St. Luke has not
ceased his professional services, though having to wait the
settlement of account until the day of final reckoning.
He Who " chose the weak things of this world to confound
the mighty " has used this feebleness for His glory, brightening
homes and pointing restless ones to the open arms in which
are peace and everlasting joy.
JOHN STEPHENSON.
47 E, 27TH ST., NEW YOEK, 1884.

PREFATORY

NOTE.

In my early life in Sheffield, England, I well knew Bella
Cooke. She was a neat, attractive child, and evidenced the
careful training of her godly parents, Methodists of the old time,
who endeavoured to lead their children in early life to Christ.
Bella Cooke's narrative tells how in early womanhood in
the providence of God she was led to give her hand and
heart to one in every way worthy; how she removed from
Sheffield to Derbyshire, one of England's most lovely counties,
rich in minerals, in which I believe her husband had some interest, and how, moved by visions of the New World, they bade
adieu to their native land, and settled in the United States.
But " man proposes and God disposes." Their bright hopes
were not realised. The Divine thoughts were not their thoughts.
In His own way God works out His own plans.
What a course of discipline followed the steps of this young
wife and mother! Her own account will tell of the sickness
and death on the voyage, the interment of the loved one in
the stormy sea, the sorrowful landing, the illness and death
of him who was her earthly support. I n the midst of these
trials her health failed, and the weakness so much more
manifested in later life began to appear. Then every hope
of self-help was reluctantly surrendered. " Every door seemed
closed but one, but that was mercy's door."
I well remember the last time she visited my family, probably
in 1854. Prom that time to the present, though her afflictions
have been extreme and continuous, she has experienced the
upholding of the Divine power, while the faith which honoured
God has been marvellously answered by the Divine provision.
The Christian reader who follows this providential story to
its close will find new proofs that the God and Pather of our
Lord Jesus Christ is a living and unchangeable God.
HENBY DICKINSON.
BBOOELTN, NEW YOBK.
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CHAPTER I
EAELT TEABS.

" I remember the days of old ; I meditate on all Thy works; I muse
on the work of Thy hands.—PSALM cxHii. 5.
" The living, the living, he shall praise Thee, as I do this day ; the
father to the children shall make known Thy truth."—IsA. xxxviii. 19.

I WAS born July I3th, 1821, in Hull, England. Of my
parents I would speak with reverence, for I can say with
Cowper—
" My boast is not that I derive my birth
From loins enthroned or rulers of the earth,
But higher far my proud pretensions rise.
The child of parents passed into the skies."

They were devoted followers of the meek and lowly Jesus.
My father, John Beeton. was bom August 1772, in Norfolk,
England; my mother, Elizabeth Smawfield, was born December
2nd, 1776, in Epworth, the birthplace of the Wesleys. My
grandfather was in the shoe business, and the Wesley family
traded with him; my grandmother Smawfield was a devoted
follower of Christ, and died when my mother was about
twenty-one years of age. I have often heard my mother
speak of the death-bed scene. She, being the eldest daughter,
felt the responsibility for the younger children rest heavily
upon her, and when friends were praying at the bedside of
her mother, " Not our will, but Thine be done," she would not
say it, but felt in her heart to say: " A little of my will,
Lord J oh, spare my mother!" When her mother saw her
weeping, she said; "My daughter, weep not; as I am only
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stepping out of my Father's kitchen into His parlour." Thus,
as the daughter of a king, she passed OL. to her Father's house
on high. Two years later a regiment of the British army was
stationed in her town, and a young soldier, tall and o£ imposing figure, made her acquaintance. Soon after he proposed
marriage, and although he was not a professing Christian, yet
because she loved him they were married. This was against
the rules of the Society, and in due form, after prayer on the
part of the Church, she was expelled from her membership.
When informed of this, she answered: "Thank God, they
cannot read me out of heaven."
They were very happy in their married life, yet many were
the hardships which they endured while in the army. During
a short term of peace, when their first child was about three
years old, father bought his discharge from the service. They
went to Hull and settled there. My dear mother again joined
the Wesleyan Society, and my father, seeing her consistent
walk, gave his heart to God, and until death they walked with
Him. They had nine children, of whom I was the youngest
and the household pet.
In the spring of 1827 my parents removed to Sheffield
(where my two sisters and I went to the Red Hill Sunday
School, and later to the Ebenezer Chapel, a Methodist church,
where we all attended service). I was about nine years old,
and had been for some time greatly troubled about my sins.
I do not remember the time when I heard of the death of
any one that the question did not arise in my mind. Were
they ready to die ? At two different times, when about eight
or nine years old, I had told an untruth, and the anguish of
mind it caused me was terrible. Once, when mother had gone
to HuU, and I longed to have her home, I told sister Bessie
that we were to go to the coach-office to meet mother. She
asked if father said so; I answered Yes. We went, I thinking
that we shonld meet her, but of course she was not there.
When father came home, sister said : " We went to the office,
but mother was not there." Father asked : " Why did you
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go ?" Sister replied: " Bella said you wished us to do so."
Dear old man; he talked with me, and of course punished me
severely, yet that was but little to what I felt in my mind.
I hardly dared to go to sleep lest I should be lost. Thus
things went on till I was about ten years old.
Father had a prayer-meeting at our house every Sunday
evening after service. During one of these meetings my
sister Hannah, who was home on a visit, became anxious about
her soul. At nine o'clock the meeting was closed. A few
remained to pray with her, and I was sent to bed; but I crept
down and sat on the stairs, and, oh! how I wished I could
go in and be prayed for, but dared not do so. I waited until
I heard my dear mother singing, " Praise God, from whom all
blessings flow," after which I ran upstairs to bed. My sister
Hannah was very gay, and wore her hair in long curls. In
the morning I thought, " Now I will see if my sister is converted." The curl-papers were lying on the dressing-table, so
I took them downstairs, and said: " Sister, here are your
curl-papers." She said: " N o , my dear, they are the devil's
curl-papers. I do not want them now; I do not intend to
serve him any more." Then I was satisfied that she was
converted. That dear sister lived a most earnest and devoted
Christian life, and was for many years an acceptable teacher.
She died in 1852 in New York, after years of great suffering.
About that time I heard that they were having service at
Norfolk Street Chapel every morning at five o'clock. I got
father to let me go with a Mr. and Mrs. Wright—^he was a
local preacher. I went with them for some weeks, and felt I
was saved, and that my sins were forgiven; but being of a
diffident nature, I did not like to tell any one, although I often
tried to do so. By this I lost my peace of mind, and then
it seemed that I was worse than ever I had been before, and
might as well give up trying to be good. I was sorely tempted,
and yielded to many wrong things, and when I would hear
dear father pray at family worship, pleading for his children
tbat they all might be the saved of the Lord, T would often
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turn and look at that old grey head bowed in earnest supplication, and would weep, I felt so bad, and think, " Shall I
ever be saved ? " " Can I ever be forgiven, or shall I be lost ?"
I had heard the passage discussed by friends at my mother's,
" F o r if we sin wilfully after that we have received the
knowledge of the truth, there remaineth no more sacrifice for
sins." The opinion of some was that it was doubtful iE any
could be saved who had thus done, repeating the words,
"Ephraim is joined to idols, let him alone." How careful
older Christians should be in conversing before children of
these things!
Shortly after this I had several serious attacks of illness, and,
oh! what sorrow I would feel, yet dared not tell my mother
or sisters, for fear they would question me, and teU me there
was no mercy for me because I had been so naughty after
having promised to serve the Lord. These lines were often in
my thoughts—
*' What after death for me remains.
Celestial joys or hellish pains
To all eternity 1"

Thus I was until the spring of 1834, when I heard a sermon
from, " The Spirit and the bride say, Come; and let him that
heareth say, Come, and let him that is athirst come, and whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely."
The latter clause was dwelt upon, and I saw some light but
little comfort. When our Sunday School anniversary sermons
were preached I was one of a number chosen to sing on a platform in the chapel, but it gave me no pleasure, I was so
unhappy. One of the hymns was—
" Daughter of Zion, awake from thy sadness.
Awake, for thy foes shall oppress thee no more.*'
These words fastened in my mind, and I thought, " My sins
are my foes, and if they are pardoned they will oppress me no
more," and then, about nine o'clock, after the sermon, I was
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enabled to cast my burden at the feet of Jesus, and felt He
did forgive me all my sins. That was fifty years ago, and
thus far the Lord hath led me on. I did not hesitate to tell
my dear mother, my best friend, and this was a great help to
me. I became a teacher shortly after, and did what I could
for Jesus. My sisters were married, one in January, the other
in February 1835, and thus I was left at home alone with my
dear parents.
I became acquainted with, and was much in the company
of a lovely family, Mr. and Mrs. Goodwin, members of the
Society of Friends. I loved them and their children very
much, and watched their Christian life. A younger sister of
Mrs. G. was often there, Miss Grace Davy, now Mrs. Henry
Dickinson, of Brooklyn, with whom I began at that time a
life-long friendship. I was present at her marriage, and felt
that I would like to join their Society, for their plainness
suited me.
I could never think it right for me to wear a bow of ribbon
or a breast-pin or ring, though I had nothing to say about
others doing so. I went to Mr. Brown, my Class leader, and
told him how I felt about the Friends. He said, "Sister
Bella, I tell you what we will do; we will meet at seven
o'clock each morning for ten minutes in special prayer for
three months. Speak to your parents, and if at that time you
still feel drawn to leave us for the Friends, I will get you your
transfer." I did so, and although we met every week in Class
we never spoke of it again until the end of the three months.
I kept the contract to tJie letter; when I told my parents they
said, " Follow your leader's advice, and if at that time you still
wish to go you shall have our consent."
At the end of the three months I went to him and told
him I should remain a Methodist. Yet I always loved the
Friends, and had great respect for any one who belonged to
their Society.
When about six years old, in Hull, the Sunday School
belonging to the Wesleyan chapel was so far away from our
2
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home that I attended the Sunday School and morning service
of the Church of England
There I learned to love, though so young, their mode of
worship. I also attended a day school belonging to the Establishment, and so learned their Catechism, in addition to the
Wesleyan Catechism, for which I have many times been thankful. I often look back to the leadings of Providence as preparing me for the wonderful introduction to so many different
denominations that I have met with during my confinement in
my little home, thus divesting me of anything like sectarianism,
and teaching me that all who love the Lord Jesus are one in
and with Him.
When about sixteen my health was very feeble, yet I often
wanted to enter into things my parents felt I was not able to
do. At that time early morning prayer-meetings were held
in some of the chapels, and I had some years before been so
much blessed at such meetings that I wanted to attend them.
Mother objected on account of my health. I heard that the
meetings were very spiritual, and I longed to go, and my zeal
ran away with my obedience to my parents. I went again;
then my dear father took the key out of the door. StUl once
more I persisted in going, and this time I got out of the
window. When I reached home they were at breakfast. I
saw my father was displeased; I did not want any breakfast.
After some time father said, " Bella, what is the first commandment with promise ? " I repeated it; he talked very tenderly
with me; how terribly I felt! I would have given anything
if I could have undone what I had done. I had much rather
he had given me a good whipping. He told me it was their
loving care for me ; that they did net want me to go because
my health would not admit of it.

CHAPTER n .
THE YOUNG DISCIPLE.

" Sweet bondage of love ; I am willingly led
By the hand of the Master divine ;
I fear not the dangers that round me are spread,
I heed not the gathering clouds overhead.
For His love and protection are mine."
WHEN about seventeen years old I felt I must do more work
for Him Who had done so much for me. One afternoon I
went to take tea with one of my classmates, and in the evening
we went to the monthly tract meeting. Mr. Henry Longdon
was president; he was also the superintendent of the Ebenezer
Sunday School, where I was a teacher. He asked who would
take the "Isle," a vicious district in Sheffield. As no one
spoke, I said I would take it. He said, " No, my child, you
cannot take it." I said, " Not in my own strength, but in the
strength of my Master I thought I could." He gave me the
tracts for the district, and I went home delighted, but I saw
father was displeased. I was one quarter of an hour late
home. Mother said, " You had better go right upstairs;
father is not pleased; " so I did not feel that I could say one
word about what I had done or was going to do.
I often took a walk in the afternoon, and so I took my
Testament and tracts in my little bag on my arm and went to
the " Isle," but failed to gain admittance to a single house. I
prayed each day very earnestly that if the Lord was pleased
with my efforts He would grant me success.
I went forth trembling, as the place was the worst place in
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Sheffield, like the New York Five Points in former years.
The next week I gained access to one house; from another a
dog was set at me (and I was terribly afraid of dogs), but this
one did not seem to frighten me. One of the men called the
dog off, saying in his strong Irish brogue, "What are you
about there ? Sure what harm is she doing ? " Next week I
got into three houses, and had permission to read and offer
a short prayer. In a few weeks I had access to aU but
two or three houses. Thus I had been getting along when
one day I was met by a woman who said, " It is yourseff; we
were watching for you, honey." I asked her what was the
matter, and she took me to a room where was a young woman
apparently dying with her dead babe beside her. She said,
" It was yourself I wanted to see." I asked her what I could
do for her. " I want to hear more of the dear Jesus ye were
speaking to me about." I read to her the Saviour's invitation,
" Come unto Me all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I
will give you rest," also about " the new heaven and the new
earth;" but I tried to teU her how it was only those who
came to Jesus and believed in Him that could reach that happy
place and find that rest. I prayed with her, and asked her if
she did not want to see her priest; she said, " N o , I only
want to see you or one of your ministers." Then I was in a
dilemma, and needed my mother's advice. I went home and
asked mother to go upstairs with me, I had something to tell
her; she did so, and first I asked her not to be displeased with
me. I told her my story; she looked amazed. "To the
'Isle,' child!" I said, «Yes, no one else would take it."
She said, " Well, dear, our preachers live so far away you had
better go up to the vicarage and get the curate to go with you."
We lived near the parish church and vicarage. I went and
saw the old vicar—a grand old man. He called the curate.
" To the Isle! " he said in surprise ; "yes, I will go with you,
out it is only money they want." I said, "No, indeed, it is
not" We found the poor thing delighted to see us. He
talked and prayed with her ; and there, in that miserable, dirty
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place, in the corner of a room, with many people in it, on a
pallet of straw, a precious soul was redeemed, saved by grace
Divine. She lived a few days. The curate, a true man of
God, visited her every day, and told me he never saw a
brighter conversion. Is anything too hard for the Lord of
hosts ?
I continued my work in Sheffield untU I became too feeble,
and had to be sent to Hull to my native air, where I stayed
with my brother's family six months. During that time I
became acquainted with a young man who was preparing to go
as a missionary to New Zealand. I had always wanted to be
a missionary, and now thought that I would have an opportunity to do so, and was pleased with the idea that I might
some day go to work for the Master. But my brother thought
I was both too young and too feeble to receive the attention of
any one; he also knew the young man better than I did, and
requested me not to receive any more attention from him. He
wrote to father, and I was sent for to return home.
Soon after I went to call on my first Class leader, Mr.
Benjamin Wood. I found that his wife had died, that he had
broken up his home, had become intemperate, and was boarding.
I felt very sad, and could hardly believe it. They were holding
extra meetings in Norfolk Street Chapel. I prayed much
about Mr. Wood, and felt impressed to go and seek him out.
I went to where they told me he boarded; it was a long way
from where we lived, but I went and waited for him to come
from work to his tea. He was surprised to see me. I told
him what I had heard. He said, yes, he was at first innocent
of the charge, but afterward gave way to temptation, and then
gave up going to chapel altogether. I told him I had come to
take him to chapel. He asked if I would walk with him through
the streets. He wanted me to leave him, and he would come
some other night. I replied that I had come for him, and I did
not wish to go without him. We went to God's house together.
He sat in the back seat, and refused to go farther in. He
promised to be there the next night, and not only kept hia
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promise, but went forward as a penitent, and was restored to
the joys of salvation.
What a happy man he was! and as long as I remained in
Sheffield he kept in the good old way. " I will heal their
backslidings, and love them freely."
My health was very poor for some time. I was taken with
great pain in my knee, which seemed to baffle the skill of the
physicians for a long time. Very severe treatment was used,
but to no purpose, when it seemed to one of the physicians
that it might proceed from the spine. The day had been
fixed to have the limb taken off, but my doctor said he could
not bear the idea of this. He studied much about it. The
spine was examined, and there was found the cause of all the
trouble. Again very severe treatment of issues, and leeches,
and blisters was used, but in a few months I was able to walk
again. In about a year I was taken very ill with inflammation
of the brain. I lay in spasms for a long time; my head was
shaved, and again severe treatment was used; but in answer
to the earnest pleadings of my parents the Lord blessed the
means and I was restored, quite against the expectations of
the physicians. When better I was sent to my oldest sister in
Derbyshire. I became ill again. Her physician. Dr. Gregory,
was a sincere Christian. The trouble was inflammation of the
brain again. He bled me nine times in the arm in three
weeks. The last time he thought I was dead, and he pleaded
with God most powerfully to spare me to my parents. He
said that I must have had a ghmpse into the spirit world
during this illness. The curate of the church visited me often.
I enjoyed his visits and teachings very much, and was cheered
and helped by them.
It was at my sister's that I first met Mr. Cooke, who was
a frequent visitor there. He was a devoted Christian man, a
Class leader in the Church, also Sunday School superintendent,
steward, and chorister; he was in very comfortable circumstances, owned two lead mines, and had shares in a third.
Mr. Cooke was several years older than myself, but from the
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first day of my second visit at my sister's he began to pay
attention to me. He said to my sister, Mrs. Lees, " That
young woman wiU be my wife; don't you remember a dream
I told you I had some time ago ? Well, it is she I saw in my
dream;" he had not seen me at the time of the dream. He
dreamed that a young woman came to the village, that he
asked her in marriage, but she would not consent to be married
except from her father's house and the parish church in
Sheffield; and, said he, " This is she, but do not teU her my
dream;" nor did I hear of it until after we were married.
My father heard that some one was keeping company with
me, and came to see the young man and inquire into the
matter. He found Mr. Cooke aU he could desire, and gave
the consent which was asked the first opportunity after my
father came. Mr. Cooke said to me, " I have one request to
make." I asked what it was. "Are you willing that our
house should be the preachers* home when they come to
preach ?" I answered that it would be a pleasure to have
it so. He said when his father was Hving his house was their
home, but since his death they had been greatly in need of a
steady stopping-place; so as soon as we could we furnished
a little upper room and called it the " prophet's chamber."
They preached for us every other Sabbath and every
Wednesday, and stayed all night, and when they had tarried
awhile they left a blessing behind; especially did I feel it so
after our financial losses fell upon us, but never did I permit
them to see our straits and difficulties.
We were very nicely settled. I went to work in the
Sabbath School, distributed tracts, collected missionary money,
and also from the local church subscribers, from a penny to
one shilling per week.
Thus time sped on until our first baby came, when my life
was despaired of, and for two weeks the babe was taken away
to be cared for by others; but the Lord in mercy spared my
life and raised me up again. Our next babe, Mary Elizabeth
seemed to bring sorrows with her. Up to that time our
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married life had been bright and prosperous, for our only
trial was the parting with sisters and their families who left
England for the United States. I seemed to be left alone.
But when our dear child Mary was a few days old, misfortunes, as they are called, began to fall upon us. By dishonesty and robbery my husband lost much of his property.
We were greatly depressed, but even in this affliction may I
not trace the hand of Providence? for had things gone on
prosperously we should never have come to this country, nor
is it likely that I should have been so peculiarly led to live
in Him a life of faith, and learn by experience the riches of
His lovingkindness.
During this summer the celebrated Eev. Eobert Newton
came to preach our Sunday School anniversary sermons. We
always tried to have some noted preachers for the occasion, at
which times the children appeared in white on the platform
and sang the hymns. Mr. Newton made his home at our
house; Mary was in the cradle; he took her up and kissed
her, and earnestly prayed that she might be spared to be a
useful woman in the Lord's vineyard.
In August 1845 another little one was given to us, Agnes
Ann, a lovely babe, who seemed to be more of heaven than
of earth. In 1846 my sister Lees came to visit us from
New York, but only stayed two days. The next month I was
going to buy some fruit from a dealer at the door; I ran upstairs for a basket; the little one crept to the door; just then
a waggon load of hay on the street came in contact with the
fruiterer's cart and turned it over upon my darling. We
picked her up for dead after the horse and waggon were
raised. Oh, the anguish it caused me! All thought her dead,
but she partially recovered, and was with us until April 1847,
wherj God took her.

CHAPTER

in.

THE SHADOWS OP THE SEA.

" I am bringing my child to the heavenly land,
I am leading her day by day,
And am asking her now, whilst I hold her hand,
To come home by a rugged way.
" By a way that she never herself would choose,
For its beauties she doth not see ;
And she knows not yet what her soul would lose
If she trod not this path with me."
IN January 1847, my dear husband, on account of repeated
losses in business, which reduced us greatly, decided to come
to New York, and accordingly, after many severe trials and
heart-rendings in bidding adieu to parents and friends, we
embarked on board the ship Cambridge, Captain Peabody, at
Liverpool, on the 4th April, 1847, and after lying in the
Mersey six days, we bade a final farewell to our native land,
where we had been taught to bow the knee in prayer, and
lisp Our Father, and the sweet name of Jesus. Every stranger
knows it is not a small trial to set out for a strange land.
Mine had been a favoured lot, as I was blessed with parents
who walked with God—and I felt assured that it was a final
fareweU.; but in this trying hour the Lord stood by me, and
although I was living far below my privileges in Christ, H e did
not cast me off, but was still whispering in my heart, " Come
closer, this is the way, walk thou in it." But my rebellious
heart would say, " Nay, Lord, but in this way." O h ! the
wonderful longsuffering of an offended G o d ; H e cast me not
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off in my lukewarmness, but in answer to the prayer of Him
Who ever liveth to intercede for me, He cut me not down as
a cumberer of the ground, but pruned the unfruitful branch
that it might bring forth more fruit.
" Tears of joy my eyes o'erflow,
That I have any hope of Heaven;
Much of love I ought to know,
For I've had much forgiven."
In the ship the Lord raised up friends for us. The captain
and his wife were very kind, also the other officers of the ship.
There were 350 Eoraanists in the steerage, most of them of
the lowest class, and among them was our lot cast; but the
goodness of the Lord gave us favour in the sight of the captain.
The fare of the first-class state room was more than we felt able
to pay, as there were five of us. But how to live in that place
we knew not; for two nights I could not undress, and in our
trouble we cried to the Lord, and unworthy as I was He
answered, and on the third day Captain Peabody called for me
and asked how I was getting along. I told him I did not
know how we could live there for five or six weeks, that we
had no idea of being put in such a place and company, but if
I could not have my circumstances to my mind, I would try to
bring my mind to my circumstances. He replied, " That is a
very good way; but," said he, " I never intended you to be
down there; you would never live to get to New York." Nor
do I think we could; for to say nothing of the dirt, it was a
constant uproar of fiddling and dancing, cursing and swearing,
and sometimes fighting. The captain called two of his men
and bade them take up our baggage and put it in the house
on the deck, and then took me by the hand, and led me into
the cabin, saying, "Here, Mrs. Cooke, is your place." I
replied, " W e could not pay the difference in the fare;" he
answered, " You have nothing more to pay ; I have an interest
in the vessel, and it is my wish for you to be here." Then he
went and sent my dear husband and children to me. Express
our gratitude to him we could not; all this from a stranger,
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we could scarcely believe it. Mr. Cooke observed, " If this is
the way Americans treat strangers (for the officers of the ship
were Americans) we have not much to fear." That night was
the first time since being on board that we could have our
little ones around us and read undisturbed the word of God.
And, oh! how earnestly did my dear husband plead with the
Lord to guide us safely to our destined port, and thank Him
for His lovingkindness. Our companions were very kind,
and so were the captain and his lady in their notice of our
children, and their pleasure in hearing them sing. On the
14th of the month our dear little Agues was taken with shipdysentery; the captain did all he could to save her, also the
first mate; but the Great Captain ordered it otherwise. He
saw fit to take her from the voyage of life, and land her where
no rude blast should trouble her more. She lingered on in
great suffering until the 22nd, and at two A.M. the precious
Saviour called her to Himself, and sheltered the tender lamb
in His bosom. But, oh! how my heart rebelled, and would
not be submissive; would not give her up. I could not say
" Thy will be done." I entreated the Lord, in agony of soul,
to spare her. How could I give her beautiful body to the
deep ? She was my idol; my dear husband entreated me to
give her up, but no, I could not. Yet the Lord took her.
Mr. Taylor, the first mate, was with us, and when all was over
he desired me to lie down, but I replied that as long as I
could keep her I would not leave her for a moment. At five
o'clock the captain came and found me clinging to that loved
form ; he with his wife and Mr. Taylor wept—the strong men
wept. It was a solemn time.
Though so rebellious this passage was given with great force
to my mind: " The sea shall give up its dead." The Holy
Spirit strove with me, showing me how wrong it was for me
to feel and act in this way. As I was the only professor of
religion among the women, I should have set an example of
resignation and patience. But how could I when I did not
feel it ? The captain called Mr. Cooke aside and asked if he
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knew the mode of burial at sea. He answered that he did,
after which the captain said: " I will encase that little body,
and put baUast to it myself, and also give you back her passage
money; you have lost enough by losing her." He returned
and told me, and we were completely overcome with the
goodness of God in putting it into the heart of the captain to
treat us with such unexpected kindness. But, oh! my hard
heart, I could not take comfort in any of these things—only
looked at the dark side, thinking how hardly I was dealt with
by Providence—away from parents and friends in my affliction,
upon the trackless deep, and my idol about to be consigned to
a watery grave. I was almost wild with grief; how many
times since then have I been lost in wonder at the longsuffering
of my heavenly Father, that He did not strip me of all my
children or husband, and leave me to the hardness of my heart I
Yet amid all this I would occasionally plead for perfect
resignation, and feel as if I was about to enter that " rest'
promised to the children of God ; but soon again I would find
myself in the waste, howling wilderness of unbelief.
" In darkness willingly I strayed ;
I sought Thee, yet from Thee I roved.
And wide my wandering thoughts were spread ;
Thy creatures more than Thee I loved ;
And now if more at length I see,
'Tis through Thy light, and comes from Thee."

Yes, blessed Lord, it was because Thy mercies fail not that
I was not consumed. After I had with my own hands washed
and dressed ray precious babe, at ten in the morning it was
taken out to the side of the ship for burial.
The boatswain piped " all hands to bury the dead," the ship
was hove to, and the officers and many passengers gathered
around the gangway with uncovered heads. The good captain
read the Burial Service, but three times during the reading he
turned aside and wept, and then
" The heavy-shotted hammock shroud
Dropped in its vast aud wandering grave."
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My heart sank down beneath the waters with my darling,
but a voice still whispered : " The sea shall give up its dead."
In the afternoon we perceived that Mary was sick, and for
twelve days we watched her, expecting her to follow Agnes,
for three of our fellow-passengers passed away in the meantime. But the Lord spared our child. Before we reached
Quarantine the captain came to me and said: " When your
trunks have been examined you will have to pass the doctor,
and for your children's sake look as cheerful as possible, lest
you have to go to the hospital. Although you have no fever,
you look dreadfully bad." While waiting on deck for my
turn to pass to the boat, a poor woman stood near me with
her babe in her arms closely covered. I asked if it was sick.
She looked around, and then said: " Ain't you the lady that
lost the beautiful child ? " I said, " Yes." " Och, then," she
said, "it isn't yourself would betray the likes o' me if I were
after telling you it's dead my child is, after losing one of your
own and having it buried in the great sea. Sure, then, I'd
jump in after it, for I could not myself bear the like of it."
No, it was not I that could betray the poor creature. She got
to the city with the dead baby, and I trust met with friends
who could sympathise with her.
While watching to see if there was any one looking for us, a
fine young man came on board and asked for his father and
mother. The names were looked over; they were among those
we had left behind in the deep; he was shown their baggage, but
took no notice of it, and his cries were beyond anything I have
ever heard. While thinking of his distress a hand was laid upon
my shoulder. It was my brother-in-law, John Evans. The first
word was, " Where is the baby ? " My brother-in-law, George
Lees, was with him, and took us to his home. My sister,
holding out her arms, exclaimed: " WTiere is the baby ? " The
wound was probed again. I said, " Agnes is no more."
"Well, dear, let us thank God that you and Joseph are
spared." I was thankful it was so, but could not praise the
Lord for all that was past or trust Him for the future, but had
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settled down into a sort of melancholy, and my thoughts were,
" I t is very easy for them to t a l k ; they have not lost a child."
Oh, the longsuffering of the Lord to m e !
" Thou thinkst it sweet when friend to friend
Beneath one roof in prayer may bend ;
Then doth the stranger's eye grow dim—
Far, far are those who prayed with him."
Sabbath, the 16th May, 1847, was our first day of rest in
the New World, and in the evening Mr. John Pullman and
Miss Wilson came to see the strangers. They received us very
kindly, and Brother Pullman said, " Well, friends, would you
like to go to church?" I said we would, and he took us to
Rose Hill church.
They were singing these words as we entered—
" He in the days of feeble flesh
Poured out strong cries and tears.
And in His measure feels afresh
What every member bears."
I was very much impressed, and they seemed as a balm to
my wounded spirit. The place, the preacher, and his sermon
had a soothing influence on my tempest-tossed soul. I sought
to be quiet and to trust in the lovingkindness of God.

CHAPTER IVTHE

BUGGED

WAT.

"The Lord preserveth the strangers."—PSALM cxlvi. 9,
" Oh ! it is hard to work for God,
To rise and take His part
Upon this battlefield of earth,
And not sometimes lose heart."
ON Monday Rev. Mr. Perry called upon us and advised us
to join the Church. We had our certificate of membership,
but by some means it was mislaid; but we showed our last
quarter's tickets, and Mr. Cooke's Class book, with which he
was perfectly satisfied. Besides, his acquaintance with my
sister assured him that there was no deception on our part.
On Tuesday evening I joined Class, and my husband did the
same on Thursday evening. Oh ! how thankful I am that
my feet were ever led to that little church, and that He gave
me a place in the hearts of His people, for they have indeed
cared for us with a fatherly care, and watched over us in all
our affliction, and it is my earnest prayer that the Lord even
our God will stand b.y them one and all, and give them an
abundant entrance into the heavenly kingdom.
The next question was. Where shall my husband find
employment? for our means were limited. My sister Evans
took Mary E. with her to Meriden, Ct., for the summer. My
sister Longdon took Hannah with her to Wethersfield for
some months. For all this I was very thankful, yet it was
a trial to me and the children, as they had never been
separated from me before Mr. Cooke traversed the city daily
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in search of work, but in vain. In July 1847 Brother
Pullman called to say he thought he had met with just the
right thing for u s ; he had been talking with Peter Cooper
about Mr. Cooke, and he was to go to Andover to take charge
of the mines belonging to Mr. Cooper, and with great joy
he left me, thinking how well we should get along. But the
Lord's ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts our
thoughts. My husband was to come or send for us in four
weeks, but when he arrived there the agent had engaged
another man, but he desired Mr. Cooke to stay two or three
weeks and give them some ideas of the English methods of
mining, for which he was liberally paid; he returned home
with our hopes crushed, not knowing what to do. I was
ready to say, " All these things are against me.*' One day,
while sitting and looking out of the window on the East
River, I was musing upon that which was often in my
thoughts, the death of my babe, and also upon my honoured
father's removal, which we heard of three weeks after we
landed, and the last words he uttered as he leaned upon his
son's breast, " My son, live to God" (he, the aged pOgrim, and
the little child, had met where parting is not known), when
these sweet words were given to me with great power—
" Give to the winds thy fears,
Hope and be undismayed,
God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears,
God shall lift up thy head.
Through waves, and clouds, and storms
He gently clears the way ;
Wait thou His time, so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day."

My thoughts foUowed the hymn to its close ; I sang it over
twice, and besought the Lord earnestly with groans and tears
to give me that sweet peace which I had read of in the lives
of Mrs. Hester Ann Rogers, Carvosso, Bramwell, and others,
which I had in a measure possessed some years before, but
had let slip from me, so that for the last two years I had
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been very unhappy; I could not get away from self and hide
in the Redeemer, but thought I must become better before I
dare trust for that state of grace. As I sang and prayed
I felt lightened a little of my load, but did not dare to
reckon myself dead indeed to sin. I t was the almost constant
breathing of my h e a r t :
" When, gracious Lord, when shall it be
That I shall find my all in Thee ?"
Oh ! how dark things looked ; there was no light upon what
we should do through the coming w i n t e r ; I would not dare
to say I could not trust the Lord, yet I did not trust Him.
I was full of doubts and fears.
I n September 1847 I became unable to do anything as I
had done for my sister, and she kindly gave us a room in her
house for ourselves. How could I keep house in one room ?
Well, I must t r y ; no other way was left; my husband had
no work except a day now and then, and the children soon to
come home from the country; the little money we had was going
very fast. Sometimes I was almost beside myself, but would
not let any one know if I could help it, and hid it all in my
own heart. I have since often wondered that I kept my
reason, thinking of my coming sickness, our dismal prospects,
my husband and my children. I t was almost more than feeble
nature could sustain. But the lovingkindness of my heavenly
Father and the intercession of my High Priest prevailed.
"Spare her yet a little longer," was mercy's cry. Truly it
may be said of me, if I hold my peace the very stones might
cry out against me. No, blessed Jesus,
" I will Thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath."
About this time I became acquainted with the late Miss
Martha Cooper and Mrs. Ryer, of precious memory, also
Miss Kate Busteed and others who had known my sister Lees.
I often heard these dear women converse about the blessedness of being whoUy the Lord's, but never dared to ask them
3
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anything about it, and, strange to say, they never addressed
anything to me on the subject, although I believed they all
lived in the realisation of it. On the Ist November, 1847,
we had another little one added to our family, Ann Evans.
At this time I was brought very low, but in addition to the
pain of the body was the agony of my soul, for I remembered
that without holiness no one can see the Lord; and I deeply
felt that there was a nearness to God and rest in Him to
which I was still a stranger. My unfaithfulness and unbelief
were a grievous burden to me.
Oh ! I thought if only some one would speak to me on the
subject, for I could not tell my feelings ; but they could not see
the troubled waters that were ready to overwhelm the poor,
sinking soul, and supposed that all was peace within. Oh !
that Christians would deal more plainly with each other, and
draw out the timid ones to tell of their spiritual troubles and
the workings of the Spirit to those who might instruct and
help them. One day in January 1848, Sisters Busteed and
Ryer called for my sister to go to the female prayer-meeting in
our church. I was not asked to go. I suppose they thought I
could not take the child or leave it. This hurt me sorely, but
as soon as they were gone I wrapped up the child and followed,
hoping to hear something that would bring comfort to my soul;
but what was my surprise when in the meeting a dear sister,
who I thought lived a life of entire consecration, rose and said
that she did not think a mother could maintain such an
attitude. Here was a good hold for the enemy, who lost no
time in telling me that if one in her station could not thus five,
it was useless for me to seek it any longer with my three httle
ones, a poor feeble body, and so many other things to try me.
I might as well give it up, and try and live as nearly right as I
could in my humble way; but for me to seek after purity of
heart at present was of no use. And thus instead of casting my
burden upon the Lord I was making up my mind to trudge
on with it as best I could.
My dear husband would often say, "What makes you eo
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unhappy ? Cannot you trust the Lord when H e hath done so
much for us ? We shall never w a n t ; something will turn
up by-and-by." H e thought all my sorrow was on account of
outward trials. W e were very fond of singing, but I could not
get up the ladder any higher than such hymns as—
" Depth of mercy, can there be
Mercy still reserved for me ? "
" My Saviour doth not yet appear.
He hides the brightness of His face."
Sometimes I would get on as far as—
" God is love, I know, I feel
Jesus weeps and loves me still,"
When in church or anywhere else the people sang hymns of
praise and triumph I would stop. I dared not sing what I did
not feel, as I considered it would be mocking G o d ; for although
I did not serve with filial love, but with a servile fear, I would
not knowingly displease Him. And still I was displeasing Him
all the time by not making a full surrender of all I was and
had to Him. The Comforter continued to stay near me, and I
wonder H e did not say, " Ephraim is joined to idols; let him
alone." But no, the prayer had gone forth, " Father, I will
that these whom Thou hast given Me be with Me where I am,
that they may behold My glory." And although so unworthy
and so unfaithful I was still one of His little ones, and often
did I hear the gentle voice : " Come unto Me that ye may have
life ; yea, come that ye may have it more abundantly."
One afternoon in the following March it seemed as if I had
almost become desperate, and giving the babe to Mr. Cooke, I
said : " I must go to the prayer-meeting—would you not like
to take care of baby?" H e answered "Yes." I went. There
was quite an assembly, and Mrs. Sarah Lankford led the
meeting. I had seen her before, but not to speak to her. She
gave out the beautiful hymn—
" Jesus, Thy blood and righteousness
My beauty are, my glorious dress."
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I could not sing, only wept; Sister Lankford remarked that
" the strange sister who appears very much depressed we
should like to near from." I tried to speak, but utterance was
choked. Sister L. spoke of my feeling so badly; a sister
replied that any of them would feel badly if they were in a
strange land, with little children, and husband without work.
Then Mrs. Lankford came forward, and laying her hand upon
my shoulder said: " Darling, cannot you trust the Lord ?"
I replied that I was trying to trust Him, but it seemed of no
use. She then asked me what Mr. Cooke could d o ; I told her
he was willing to do anything to earn an honest living for his
family. She replied: " H e may come down to Dr. Palmer's
to-morrow morning, and I think Mr. Lankford will engage
him," and looking at Mary asked if that was one of my little
ones, with so much affection that it won my heart and the
child's heart also.
With what joy did I go home, and as soon as I entered the
door, said: " Father, there is hope of work." I t was so
unexpected that he said, " Not for me ? " I said, " Yes, for
you." The tears started into his eyes while he asked me
about it. O h ! how anxiously did he wait for the morning,
which at last came, and he went to meet Mr. L., who thought
Mr. C. was not strong enough for his work ; he said: " If you
will only try me I will endeavour to please you ; " but Mrs.
Lankford said, " I want you to engage him, for I want his
wife and children with us up at Caldwells." Mr. L. replied
that he could try, but it was evident he had not been used to
such hard work as was needed. I t was agreed that he should
go up the following Tuesday and try for a month, and then
take up his family if he succeeded. H e came home like a new
m a n ; as he entered the door he clapped his hands, saying:
" I am going,-—the gentleman has engaged me." Oh, what
rejoicings were in that little home ! My sister said: " I am
so glad the Lord has opened your way to go t h e r e ; you will
be well cared for." This dear sister had always had a mother's
onrr^ over me. Surely here was the hand of the Lord direp*'n<-
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my steps to the prayer-meeting, and also the steps of Sister
Lankford ; for she but seldom attended that meeting; and for
this I will praise the Lord through all eternity. The coming
week he left us, earnestly praying that the Lord would open
his way before him, and give him favour in the sight of his
people.
After two weeks Sister L. came down and told me to get
ready, for they could not part with Mr. Cooke, and he would
be down for us in two weeks. My joy was almost unbounded;
wbat to say I knew not. Mr. L. was trying to have a little
cottage prepared for us, and if he could not succeed, would let
us have two rooms and make us comfortable. How happy I
was! Constant work., our own bread, and a home! The
following Monday ray husband came, but Mary was sick with
scarlet fever; my things were all packed, and he could not be
away from his work another day; but my way was opened,
for sister wished to keep Mary and take care of her. April
9th, 1848, we reached Caldwells, a beautiful place on the
Hudson, above Haverstraw.
Happy time, happy change! Mrs. L. came down to the boat
to meet us and gave us a hearty welcome. We went with her
to dinner, after which Mrs. Lankford said, " I have to go to
the city for a few days. The cottage is not ready for you yet;
you had better remain here until my return." After she left
I told Mr. Lankford I preferred to go to the cottage ; he said
it was not ready; stUl I wished to go, and did so. I said I
could clean it, and we could sleep on the floor. I longed to
be in our own home, besides, I feared the children would be
troublesome. With what joy did we close the door of our
cottage! for it was the first time we had had a house to ourselves since we broke up our home in Derbyshire. Often did
I think of Mother Cooke's words : " Bella, you will never have
another home like this ;" and my brother, as we were parting
at the railway station, said : " Bella, this is a wild goose chase ;
you have brolton up a lovely home ; will you ever have another
like it ? "

CHAPTER V.
THE VICTOET OF FAITH.

««What hast thou done in all these years,
Since Christ in love dispelled thy fears,
And in their place gave peace of mind.
And access to His throne to find ?
Tell me, ray soul I
Oh, glorious liberty ! freedom indeed.
Deliverance, full and complete ;
Since He gives me so freely the grace that I need,
I willingly follow where'er He doth lead,
And I'll ever keep low at His feet."
I FELT thankful to have a home once more. Yet even here,
with everything done that was reasonably possible for our
comfort, I was not happy; the thought came that we were
having more than we earned, and thereby we were more
dependent than it suited me. Oh, my poor unsubdued spirit,
what a training thou hadst to go through before finding thy
resting-place! A few days after Mrs. Lankford returned from
the city; I was glad to see her, but when a little more than a
week had passed, and she asked me how I liked my new home,
she was disappointed in not finding me as happy as she had
hoped. Mrs. liankford said she would like me to spend a
little time every afternoon with her in reading, conversation,
and prayer. I was very thankful for the privilege.
On the second day she said: " How do you get on ? Do you
think you will like it up here with us ? " I said I liked the
place very well, but could not stay, for my husband was not
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earning all we received; neither he nor I was satisfied on that
point. She smiled, and said she did not think that I especially
had anything to do with that; Mr. Lankford was perfectly
satisfied with Mr. Cooke, but she added, " I think I know what
is the matter ; you need a little more religion, do you not think
so?" I said "No." She then said: "Well, what do you
need ? " I said, " I need much more, but I cannot stay here;
the swells from the steamboats almost drown my heart every
time they pass up the river, and I bury my little one over
again; and besides, I cannot be dependent." Mrs. Lankford
said, " You will get used to the swells, and that high, proud
English spirit will have to come down; do you enjoy the blessing of uninterrupted communion with God ?" I answered
that I did not, and there was no use for me to seek it, as I had
heard a sister say she did not think a mother could keep it.
Mrs. Lankford replied : " My dear child, what you want is
for the Lord to keep you, instead of you keeping yourself ; do
you not believe the Bible ? " I was astonished at the question,
for had I not loved it from my childhood ? but I had been so
unfaithful. Mrs. Lankford replied: " * If we confess our sins,
He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us
from all unrighteousness,' is He not ? Do you not believe that
His grace is free ? " " Oh yes." " Then why not for you ?
Now let us kneel right down and ask the Lord just now for
that cleansing." And taking the Bible, blessed Book ! she read
a part of the thirty-sixth chapter of Ezekiel, beginning at the
twenty-fifth verse, and then earnestly entreated the Lord for
Christ's sake to receive me and cleanse me from all sin, after
which we arose and sang—
" How do Thy mercies close me round,*
repeating the last verse—
•* Me for Thine own Thou lov'st to take."
We again knelt. I tried to pray, and Mrs. Lankford said,
" I want you to pray. It is you who are seeking the Lord's
blessing, and remember, you are committing suicide to carry
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such a burden with that poor fraH body; the Saviour asks you
to cast it all at His feet; He will carry it for you. The faith
shall bring the power." She said, " The Lord is waiting to be
gracious now;" and then she led in prayer again; and there,
just then, at about four o'clock P.M., I yielded all to the Lord,
and I rested. The Lord stretched out His arm, and I was
saved—yes, saved with a full salvation. It seemed to me I was
stripped and clothed, unclothed and clothed upon, filled with
the love of God. Husband, children, and everything were
taken away, given to the Lord, no longer mine. Everything
seemed to be new and lovely. Sister L. understood just how I
felt, and said : " Let us sing
" • 0 love, thou bottomless abyss,
My sins are swallowed up in thee.*"
Then we sang " Praise God, from whom all blessings flow."
And I was a new creature in Christ Jesus. Oh, the sweet,
calm, settled peace! It was beyond expression. I who had
for years been seeking this promised rest at last had found it.
I have often been lost in wonder when thinking of that day.
As long ago as 1845 I had gone with two children to Sheffield
to hear the Rev. James Caughey preach in Brunswick Chapel,
a distance of twenty miles, hoping to find " where His flocks
rested at noon," for my soul longed to find rest. After preaching Mr. C. gave out that all seeking after holiness might meet
him in the vestry. I attended the vestry meeting, but found
no resting-place, and returned to ray village home more cast
down than ever, having ridden forty miles and walked eight.
I was weary in body and anxious in mind, almost ready to
despair. Oh, cruel unbelief! how many hast thou kept in
sorrowful darkness! I thought again if I might see my old
Class leader he could perhaps throw some light upon my way;
here unbelief was again at fault. I could not take hold of the
promises and claim them mine; no, they were for others, for all
the worid, but not for me. In 1846 my sister came to visit me
and brought "The Way of Holiness." I read it with eager-
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ness, and felt a little comforted, but could not reckon myself
dead indeed unto sin ; thought if I could only see the author
and converse with her. In this I was still looking to the
creature instead of to the great I am.
When we came to America in May 1847 I determined to
see Mrs. Palmer and find that which I had been seeking after ;
but no, circumstances did not permit i t ; but in April 1848,
in an upper room, with her dear sister's advice to cast all upon
my Saviour, give up all, and believe that my Father did accept
me, not for my sake, but for the sake of His Son, whom He
gave as a ransom for my sins, the just for the unjust—take
Him at His word, that He would sprinkle clean water upon
me—I was enabled by grace to plunge into that fountain
which is opened for the house of David, and to believe that I
was accepted in the Beloved. Truly that room was a Bethel to
me, for there the Lord met me and spoke with me, as it were,
face to face. And now I raise my Ebenezer, for " hitherto the
Lord hath helped me." Although I have many times erred
through lack of judgment, or shunning the cross, yet I have
ever been enabled to look up to Him with child-like confidence
and say, " I am Thine, save me ; " and thus His smile has been
the light of my life. I returned to my home filled with new
joy, and when my dear partner came in we rejoiced together
in the Lord. Oh, what a change ! every breath seemed to bring
with it " Praise the Lord." There was no great outburst of
feeling, but a calm, serene resting in the arms of my Beloved;
a persuasion that I had given myself with all my powers over
into His care, to do with me just as He pleased, only to make
and keep me fully His. The following Sabbath I was almost
afraid to speak out boldly of what the Lord had done for me,
when this passage came to my mind : " Them that honour Me, I
will honour," and " Whosoever shall be ashamed of Me, of him
will I be ashamed before My Father and His holy angels."
With this before me, I resolved by His grace to
" tell to all around
What a dear Saviom-1 have found ; **
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and whenever opportunity offered, or I was called upon, I
would tell the wonderful dealings of the Lord with me.
Accordingly I went to the meeting, and spoke freely in the
strength of the Lord. And, oh ! the power that came down; it
almost overcame me. I hardly knew whether I was in or out
of the body. I then felt a strong desire for my dear husband
to enter into this rest, and that my dear little ones should be
saved. Shortly after the Lord gave me the assurance that my
children should be saved ; yet I dared not claim it for them
during my life. I knew it would be done. I felt that Jehovah
had promised them to me, but the time and the manner I
knew nothing about; and thus I continued to keep them
before the Lord, for they were His. Thus passed the summer
of 1848 very pleasantly; but the next winter I was the
subject of very sore temptations. Sometimes it seemed as if
Satan were let loose upon me for a season, and once or twice
I yielded in a measure, but, praise my heavenly Father, He
enabled me to go right to the blood of sprinkling, and know
that the sin was put away.
During the winter we had no opportunity of attending
public worship, as there was no preaching-place in the
vicinity. Mrs. L. was away in New York, the river was
frozen, and there was no intercourse between the city and
us ; but we held church and Sabbath School in our own room.
My dear husband would read, and explain what he read in the
Blessed Book. W e would sing and pray together, and hear
the children recite the Scripture which they had learned during
the week; and, though we were alone, our Sabbaths were a
delight. W e welcomed them as a day of rest and refreshing
from the Lord. W e invited our neighbours to join us, but
they were so busy on that holy day drawing wood or mending
their barns, that they thought they had no time to worship
Him Who gave them life aud all its comforts.
I n ihe spring of 1849 I had a sore trouble. A reproachful
charge was made against me, of which I was perfectly innocent.
This was a painful wound; but I felt that I had a sure
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resting-place, and, "though an host should encamp against
me," one thing I would seek after, that I might dwell in His
presence for ever, and be approved of Him. Oh ! with what
joy I hailed Mrs. L. back in April, that I might again be
profited by her counsel and prayer.

CHAPTER VI.
THY MAKEB IS THINE HUSBAND."

" Thy Maker is thine husband; the Lord of Hosts is His name.'' —
ISA. liv. 5.
" Give me the cup, my Master 1 See me clasp
With willing hands this remedy from Thine.
Forgive the mortal shudder, mortal gasp
That proves me human, proves me not Divine.
Slowly each drop I'll taste, and one by one,
For ThcG I drink. Lord ; let Thy will be done."
I T seems as if my cup of blessing was full. The summer came,
and with it many dear friends from the city with whom I was
permitted to take sweet counsel, and we often met for social
conversation and prayer.
I n July 1849 Mr. and Mrs. Kellogg and Mr. and Mrs. Hall
were with us. The cholera was raging at a fearful rate in the
city, an I this was the theme of conversation. Mr. Hall said
that he knew the Lord would preserve him and his family from
it, for the Lord had said: " There shall no evil befall thee,
neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling." I replied
that I could not say so, for if my husband or children should
be taken with it, I could not look upon it as an evil. I t would
certainly be a great trial, but not an evil, and I believed the
Lord would sustain me through it. He said I was welcome to
my views, and he would keep his. Four weeks from that day
I was called to lay tho remains of my dear husband in the cold,
cold grave, there to rest in .^ure and certain hope of a glorious
resurrection ; for " the trumpet shall sound, and tho dead shall
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be raised incorruptible." On the 19th of August, 1849, the
scourge seized him for its prey; it awoke him in the early
morning, and he passed away with the sunset of a glorious
earthly Sabbath to enter one of eternal rest.
On the evening of the 18th of August, after supper, the
children were in bed, we sat on the steps of our house watching
the steamboats sailing up the river, and the beautiful moon
shining brightly on the waters. We sang many hymns, after
which, when about to retire, Mr. Cooke said: " Well, dear,
to-morrow would have been Mr. Loomis' day to preach, but he
is gone, and we cannot tell who may be the next." (Mr. L.
had died the previous week with the cholera.)
We had prayers and went to bed. About half-past two A.M.
the babe awoke and wanted a drink. Mr. Cooke said : " Can
you get her a drink, dear ? I feel sick." I did so, and gave
him a drink also. In about an hour he was very sick, and I
went, against his wishes, to Mrs. Lankford for some medicine.
Mrs. Lankford said: " If Mr. Cooke is not better in an hour
let me know, and I will go and see him." He got no relief,
and as I stood with his head leaning against me, he looked up
very sweetly, and said: " My dear, I am going home to-day."
I said : " Oh no, papa, do not say so ; you will be better soon,
I hope." He replied : "No, I am going home to-day." I went
for Mrs. Lankford. She, with Mr. L., came at once, about
half-past four A.M. Mr. L. took a man and boat and went to
PeekskUl and brought a physician. Mrs. L. said, " Brother
Cooke, you are very sick." He replied: " Yes, I am going
home to-day." Mrs. L. said: " I hope not, for the sake of
those dear children and your dear wife," when he again repeated
it. When the doctor came he gave us very little hope. Mr. L.
took him back and brought another doctor. He gave us no
more encouragement than the first. Everything was done for
him that could be done, but of no avail. All through that last
fatal day, amid cramps and sore distress, he was labouring
for Christ—warning sinners or urging believers to a closer
walk with God; asking them what he could do now if he had
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to make his peace with God, often saying he was almost home.
When he heard the bell for Sabbath School he said
TeU
them it is the last time I shall hear the Sabbath bell^ .^ut I shall
be with Jesus, for I shall get home to-day " Then he told us
how he had loved his duties as superintendent and teacher in
his own land. In the aftc^i-nuoix Mrs. L. said: "Brother Cooke,
you are almost home. Is Jesus precious ? " He answered :
" Yes, yes, very precious." " Is the prospect clear ? " " Oh
yes ; clear and bright." " Praise the Lord !" To which he
sweetly responded: " Yes, praise to Him."
Can any one wonder at my strong love for that dear sister,
who has been with me and stood by me in all my sorrow ? At
half-past four that morning she came with Mr. L. and cared
for that poor suffering body all day, except a little time for
food. Fear of infection seemed not to enter their minds; they
saw he was hastening home, but strange to tell, I could not see
it; at six his speech left him, yet I could see no danger.
At six P.M. Mrs. L. urged me to go down and take a cup of
tea she had prepared for me; I did not wish to leave him; he
heard the request, and looked very earnestly at me. I leaned
over him; he said: "Go, dear." I kissed him and left him
for a moment; when I returned his speech had left him. I
never, never heard that gentle voice again. Oh! how I reproached myself for leaving him for that brief minute. When
about to put the children to bed I thought it strange that
Mrs. L. should wish me to send them to her house. After
seeing them to bed, I took my stand at the head of the dear
sufferer, one arm under his head, the other holding one of his
hands, and Mrs. L. holding the other and fanning him, Mr. L.
standing at the foot. The room and yard were fuU of people,
when about seven o'clock Mr. Coles stood upon the doorstep
and said to those without: "Come in and see how the Christian
dies ; we may well say, ' Mark the perfect man, and behold the
upright, for the end of that man is peace.'" I wondered at
those words, for Mr. Coles was not one who professed to
follow the Lord Jesus, but he had to acknowledge the power of
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God to sustain in the trying hour of death. There we stood
when, at twenty minutes to eight P.M., I was arrested by
Mrs. L. saying : " Happy soul, thy days are ended." I looked
at her and said: " I s it s o ? " "Yes," she replied, "our
brother is with the blessed ; " but so calm, so much like falling
asleep, I could scarcely believe i t ; truly he slept in Jesus,
blessed sleep. All I could think of was, " It is my Father, and
He is too good to be unkind. My Father I My Father I
Thus passed away a good and kind husband, an affectionate
father, and a devoted Christian; one whom the Master made
ready as a shock of corn to be gathered into the garner of the
Lord. We remained silent for some time, when Mrs. L. said
to me, " Come, dear, you must go with me; Mr. L. will care
for the poor body ; you can trust it with him, can you not ? "
So after getting the things necessary for them, I went with
Mrs. L. to her home, where I found the little ones had been
taken, with the baby in the cradle. She led me to her room,
where my sleeping little ones were unconscious of the loss
they had sustained. We knelt, and Mrs. L. poured forth her
soul in prayer and supplication to our dear Father in heaven,
that He would be the Father of the fatherless and the widow's
God, and pleaded the promise and assurance in Isaiah : " Thy
Maker is thy husband and thy Redeemer, the Holy One of
Israel, the Lord of Hosts is His name." I had read those words
many times, but never before did I see the force of them; it
seemed as if I did take the Lord at His word and cleave to Him
as my husband. After some time we rose from our knees, and
Mrs. L. gave me a little room adjoining hers, the maid having
been told to prepare it for me. 1 entered, but not to sleep. I
went over the past day, trying to realise it, for it seemed as a
dream. My eyes rested on the illows of the bed; certain
passages of Scripture were on the pillow case, and I read : " I
will never leave thee, nor forsake thee, but lo, I am with thee
alway, even unto the end of the world." Also, " H e that
keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep." No one can
tell the comfort I derived from those Scriptures; I seemed
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fixed to the chair; I read and re-read; oh, how sweet were
the blessed words ! I knew it was not done intentionally by
any one, for the girl was not a Christian. At last I laid down,
but not to sleep; I felt perfectly secure in the arms of Israel's
God. At early dawn my little ones awoke and asked why
they were there, and was papa better ?
The baby could not be pacified, she wanted papa; all her cry
was, " My papa."
It seemed as if my heart and brain would burst. I could
not weep; tears refused to flow. Even before breakfast Mr.
L. came to ask what commands I had, and what I would like to
have done. I had nothing to say, but would like, if possible,
to have the remains laid in a Methodist burial ground. He
said it should be done if possible. A spot was obtained in
Peekskill, and he had already sent to New York to my friends,
sisters and brother-in-law. The dear remains he had brought
to his own house, where he had the services.
I have often wondered at this love in comparative strangers,
that they should take pains and care for us in such a manner
at a time when some might have fear of infection. I was
perfectly astonished, and have often thought it might have
appeared strange to them that I had so little to say in the way
of thanks.
Mr. L. had all things ready, and went to Peekskill again for
the Rev. Mr. Young to speak at the funeral, as the regular
minister was absent. The house was full, and the minister
spoke from these words : ** Then shall the dust return to the
earth as it was, and the spirit shall return unto God Who gave
it." The hymn was sung—
" And must this body die ?
This well-wrought frame decay ?"
A procession of seven boats took us across the beautiful
Hudson, and as we passed over I thought of another glorious
river—a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding
out of the throne of God and of the Lamb, where there shall
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be no more curse, and there shall be no night there, and they
shall reign for ever and ever.
On the other side a hearse and carriages were waiting to
take us to my dear partner's final resting-place. Amid all this
my mind was kept sweetly stayed upon God, no distracting
thoughts were permitted to distress or agitate my soul, but
Psalm xxiii. was given me by the Comforter. This sustained and cheered my poor, crushed, yet trusting, heart, for
I felt that it was the Lord, let Him do what seemeth Him
good. There were my little ones, the eldest just eight years
old, the baby one year and eight months old. My health was
feeble, and with nothing of worldly goods beforehand, yet I
felt secure in the hands of my heavenly Father, assured that
He Who had taken away my earthly prop would not leave me
to suffer. No, " The Lord is my Shepherd" was with me
constantly. I had nothing to fear, but much to praise Him
for, inasmuch as He had raised up for me such friends in a
strange land.
After laying the precious relics in the silent tomb we
returned to Mr. L.'s, where my three little fatherless ones met
me at the door and the baby crying for her papa. A silent
solemnity pefvaded the house; we were not permitted to
return to our home that night. In the evening Mr. L. said :
" Well, I have had many men to work for me in my life, but I
never had one like Mr. Cooke, nor do I ever expect to have
another so truly conscientious and good." This was a great
comfort to me. Mrs. L. told me the next morning that they
would fit up a room in their house until I should be over my
approaching illness. I was very thankful for this new token
of love, but my sister in New York wanted me with her.
" Well, then," she said, " leave me one of your little ones, and
I will keep her until then." She took Mary, and instead
of a few months, provided for her eleven years, even until the
child was fitted to teach. " Pause, my soul, adore and wonder.
Ask, oh ! why such love to thee ? "
It needed all that my husband had earned to pay the funeral
4
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expenses, and when I returned to the city to rest a little Mrs.
L. gave me twelve dollars. I also sold some things that I did
not need. I told my sister I could help her through the
winter, and my sister Longdon took Hannah, so I had but one
child with me.
On the following 20th of March, 1850, another child was
given me, Josephine Lankford, a lovely child, but, oh! who but
those who have passed through such circumstances can tell the
feelings of a mother to the child? My physician, a kind
Christian gentleman, waited until it was dressed, when he
brought it to me and said: " The Lord has given you a lovely
babe; nurse and care for it for Him." I said, " Oh, Dr. Fitch,
but her father!" He replied, " Yes, my dear, God will be her
Father," and before he would go down to eat some breakfast
said: " Let us kneel and thank the Lord for sparing the life
of our dear sister," and with great fervour he approached the
throne of grace in my behalf and for my little ones. After
this my life was despaired of, but I was raised up in answer
to prayer.

CHAPTER V n .
THE

WIDOW'S

GOD,

" For He shall deliver the needy when he crieth; the poor also, and
him that hath no helper."—PSALM Ixxii. 12,
" Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve them alive; and let
thy widows trust in Me."—JER. xlix. 11.
IN April Mrs. Lankford came to ask me what were my wishes
for the future. I said if I could I should like a little home
of my own; I would be very thankful. She said it should be
so. Two little rooms were hired, where I removed on the
6th of May. Few can tell what were my feelings when I for
the first time locked the door of my habitation against the
remains of the one I held most dear on earth; but I found
it very sweet to take my little ones and kneel and claim a
Father's care and blessing; nor did we ask in vain. Dear
Mrs. L. brought me $15 to commence housekeeping with.
Being settled in my little home I went to the coal-yard and
asked for a bushel of coal, wishing to have it sent home. The
gentleman in the office said he would like to ask me a few
questions, and hoped I would not think it was idle curiosity
that prompted him, for he had seen me passing and repassing
for some months, had missed me for a while, and now saw rae
with a babe. Was I not a widow, and to what Church did I
belong, and what were my means, or had I a competency, for
I had been very much on his mind ? I told him I was a
widow, and belonged to the Methodist Church, and had the
promise of the Father of the fatherless and the widow's God.
He said he thought so, and he belonged to the Forsyth Street

52

Rifted

Clouds,

Methodist Church ; that he would send the coal, and would not
take any pay, and when I wanted more I must not hesitate
to go and tell him. Ten days rolled round. It was Saturday
evening. I was somewhat perplexed; I needed coal, and did
not like to go to the yard; it seemed like begging it. I did
not like to go anywhere else; that would appear ungrateful.
I sat down with my head on my hand, and was asking my
heavenly Father to guide me when a man called out: " Mrs.
Cooke, here is some coal." I knew that it was from the same
gentleman; I never learned his name. For two or three
weeks I got along very well, but then my strength began to
faU, and the doctor said the child must be put out to nurse,
and I must get to the country by short and easy stages, by
which my life might be prolonged through the summer, or in
a few weeks, to all human appearances, I should be done with
all the cares of life.
Accordingly my kind friends gathered around and got a
nurse for the baby, and made me up a purse. Mrs. Stephenson
and Mrs. Howe were ever ready to help me. They sent me
to Miss Busteed's, at Tarrytown, until I was able to go to
Mrs. Lankford's.
After about two months I was much better, and was able
to take the baby and Hannah, and go to my v^ister Evans, who
had sent for me, and where I remained until September, when
I returned to the city, much improved in health, and determined, if possible, to get work and take care of my little ones.
I solicited sewing from my friends, and went to work, having
my three children until December, when Mary came home. I
worked nearly night and day to provide food necessary for
myself and little ones.
Early in February 1851 I had a trial of my faith. I had
some shirts to make, and when done took them home on
Thursday evening, expecting to get six dollars, having spent
my last six cents going down in the stage; but what was my
surprise when told that the lady had left the city, and would
not be home until Tuesday. My heart replied: "Though
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Thou slay me yet wiU I trust in Thee." It was a bitter cold
night, and I hurried home and found my Hannah had tea
ready. I had but part of a smaU loaf of bread, nothing to
cook, and no mUk for my baby. I gave the children their
supper, took a cup of tea, and gave baby some sweetened
water. I knew if I could get along until Saturday I should
have a dollar. We went to bed and slept soundly; in the
morning we had very little, and dear Hannah wanted to go
and get a loaf of bread so that I could have some. I said,
"No, not this morning." Mary said, "Mamma, I am sure
I could eat more;" I replied, " You shall have all the bread
you want for dinner;" then Hannah spoke up and said:
" But, mamma, you say that we ought not to eat fresh bread,
that it is extravagant;" again I said: " You shall have all
you want for dinner ; mamma does not wish any now."
At family worship, when pleading the promises, there was
such a holy calm with the full belief that deliverance was at
hand, that my little room seemed filled with the presence of
God. I sat down to my work and sang, and never was
happier. About eleven o'clock I thought I would go to my
sister's and ask her to lend me twenty-five cents.
I M'^ent through the heavy storm, and found her sewing.
I sat down a little while, but could not tell her what I wanted;
I rose to go, when she went into the backroom, singing:
" Come, Thou fount of every blessing." I stood for a moment
speaking to my brother-in-law, when she called to me, " Come
here, Bella; would you not like a loaf of home-made bread?
I have been baking this morning." She met me with a loaf.
I took it, and went home and laid it on the table, and went to
my little room to return thanks to my kind, good Father Who
pitied rae as a father pitieth his children. I had my breakfast,
or rather my dinner, and it tasted so good. The children
asked, " Mamma, where did you get this new bread ? " I told
them the Lord gave it to me, for I wished to impress on their
minds His great care over us.
'Never have I seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed
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begging bread." And so the Lord sealed my mouth, and
worked in His own way and time. In the evening I thought
I would tell my sister; and with tears she said: " Why did
you not teU me ? " 1 said : " I could not; the Lord seemed to
seal my lips." I went home, and H. met me, saying, « Oh,
ma, do hurry." I went in, and on the first chair was a large
piece of corned beef, a cabbage, a loaf of bread, and some
potatoes. I asked where they came from; she said: " A man
brought them, and he said the Lord sent them to mother." I
never knew from whence they came. So the good Lord
provided for us in a wonderful manner. AU that I could
say was, " I thank thee, my Father. When He hath tried
me I shall come forth as gold." To no one had I said a
word of my peculiar necessity, but my kind, good Father,
whose ear is ever open to His children when they cry, knew
my wants.
FAINT YET PURSUING.

Straits and poor health continued until late in February
1851. One day, while I was sitting sewing, Mrs. Thompson
called. I had just sent Hannah to our coal-house to pick up
what she could. Mrs. Thompson asked me if I had plenty of
coal, and how I had got through the winter thus far. I
merely said I had some coal. Just then Hannah came in and
said, " There, ma, is every bit I can find." I shook my head
at her, but Mrs. Thompson asked: " What is it, Hannah ?"
I begged her to excuse her, but she pressed the question, and
Hannah said it was all the coal she could find. Mrs. Thompson
said, " I thought you said that you had coal." I replied, yes,
I had, and before that was burnt I would either have coal or
money. She stood at the door to leave, when a knock led her
to open it, and there stood a man with a whip in his hand and
asked if Mrs. Bella Cooke lived there. " Here is a ton of coal
for her." I said: " I t must be a mistake, I had not ordered
any." He said, " If that is your name, and you are a widow,
it is for you." Mrs. Thompson said that I was as bad as they
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were when praying for Peter's release from Herod's prison,
when he stood at the gate and they would not believe it. " You
said you would either have coal or money, and now it is just
here." My heart went up in praise to God for all His goodness to me. " He knoweth our frame, He remembereth that
we are dust."
In March I was taken very sick, not able to sit up.
Through the winter I had been working till twelve and one
o'clock at night, and up again at five in the morning, for I
knew that my children would want new clothes in the spring
—four little ones at my feet, the oldest but nine years. Then
I was laid up for a month. Dear Mrs. Lankford went to
work and clothed Hannah and Mary, and my sister Evans
came and asked me if I would give her Annie. I said I could
not give any of them away, but I would lend Annie to her a
little while if she could coax her to go with her. She did so,
and when she had gone half-way home the little thing cried
and said, " There, now, take me back to my poor dear mamma.
I have been with you far enough; take me home." But
she had to go on, and for months after when she heard the
steam-whistle, would say, " They are coming to take me to my
mamma." I continued feeble, and the physicians said I must
get to the country. Mrs. Lankford sent Mary to school. The
rest of us went to my sister's in Meriden, then to Wethersfield till the last of July.
After our return my dear baby was taken ill, and on the
19th of August went home to join her dear father and sister.
He doeth aU things welh, Praise the Lord! Both the Doctors
Palmer attended my darling babe, and were very tender over
her. As I sat and watched that lovely form waste away, I
felt that all was weU, not one stroke too many. The Sabbath
before she died Sister Shipman was with me, when, laying her
hand upon my shoulder, she said, " Don't forget, dear, that
the Saviour said ' What I do thou knowest not now, but thou
shalt know hereafter.'" It was a word of comfort, but I felt
no repining, for I knew I was my Beloved's, and He was
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mine, and that He did all things weU. After she passed away
friends laid her beside her father.
NEW YORK, Avgv,it ISth, 1851.
M T DEAR SISTEES,—I just write to say that my dear baby still

lives. Dear lamb, we have been watching ever since Wednesday for every breath to be her last. She has had convulsions
with very little intermission, after which she would He in a
state of stupor- She has lost the use of her left side. I have
been looking for letters from you. Mrs. Lankford came from
camp-meeting, as Dr. Palmer sent her word baby was so sick ;
and what a comfort she is to me. How kind they aU are I
May our dear Father in heaven reward them for their kindness
to the widow and the fatherless. Give my love to the children,
and tell them dear little Josey is near home—will soon be
with that dear Jesus Who said, " Suffer little children to come
unto M e ; " and with her dear father who would have loved
her so much if he had lived to see her. This morning at three
o'clock she raised her right hand as high as she could, and
pointing upward said three times : " See there ! There !
There ! Papa! Papa! "—the only thing she has said for
eight days, except on Thursday, about midnight, when raising
the same hand and opening her eyes she said: " See there!
Papa, papa!" Who can tell but that she saw into that land of
spirits to which she is hastening ?
Pray for me, your stricken sister,
BELLA COOKE.
To THE SAME.

Avffust 2ith, 1861.
MY DEAR SISTERS,—I received your kind notes on my return
from Peekskill, where we had been laying the remains of my
precious babe. Truly, I found it a great trial, but blessed be
the Lord, He sweetly enabled me to say, " It is well with rae,
it is w^ell with my husband, it is well with the child." Yes, it
is well with them ; they are "far from a world of grief and sin,
with God eternally shut in," and by-and-by, if faithful, I, too,
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shall be permitted to enter those pearly g.vtes, Vv^here I shall
never in the anguish of my soul cry out, " My child, my
child ! " but there every tear shall be for ever wiped from our
eyes, and we shall no more say, " I am sick." On Tuesday
Mr. and Mrs. Lankford and Mrs. Shipman came up and made
arrangements how to proceed. Mr. Lankford went to Peekskill, and had the same ground opened for father and babe to
lie together, carriages to meet us at ten o'clock on Thursday
morning, and on his return called and brought Mary with him.
The minister here, Mr. Perry, preached from the words, " Is it
well with thee ? Is it well with thy husband ? Is it well with
the child ? And she answered. I t is well." Yes, praise the
Lord, it is well. This service was on Wednesday afternoon,
and the next morning Mr. and Mrs. Lankford and Mrs. Shipman went up with me to Peekskill with Miss Cannon and the
children. Mrs. Shipman repeated over the grave these words—
" Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb,
Take this new treasure to thy trust,
And give these sacred relics room
To slumber in thy silent dust."

Mr. Lankford paid for the grave opening, carriages, and railroad fare, and told Mr. Lees to keep an account of anything
else and he would pay it. " Praise the Lord, O my soul, for
H e hath done great things for thee."
What a friend H e has given me in dear Mrs. Lankford,
who stands by me in all my trouble.
Help me, dear sisters, to praise the Lord.
Your sister,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTER

VHL

JOY IN THE WILL OF GOD.

" Nevertheless, afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness."—HEB. xii. 11.
" What shall thine ' afterward' be, 0 Lord,
For this dark and suffering night ?
Father, what shall thine * afterward' be f
Hast thou a morning of joy for me
And a new and joyous light ? "
a fortnight after this I was seized with spasms. My
faithful little Hannah was my housekeeper, and she went for
some friends, who remained with me through the night, and
who, with Doctors W. C. and M. W Palmer and my pastor.
Rev. J. J. Matthias, thought I could not live, but the Master
spared me a little longer. I was up again, and worked pretty
hard, and suffered much in body, but my soul leaned upon
God. He was my present help.
The following March 1852 the Lord saw fit to put me
through another trial. He took from me my sister Lees, my
last prop. She being so much older than myself, I leaned
upon her, although my other sisters were equally kind. She
calmly fell asleep in Jesus after having suffered with dropsy
for six years.
After the death of my sister my health sank very much,
and friends, at the doctor's advice, with great care took me to
my sisters at Meriden and Wethersfield. I was several weeks
on a sick bed, but by the blessing of God on the labours of a
kind physician, Dr. Brown, of Hartford, and the incessant care
of mj sisters, I was spared.
ABOUT
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Doctor Brown left me one night at twelve o'clock not
expecting to see me alive when he returned in the morning.
Two days before this I had a very bad turn. I do not know
how it was. I was feeling badly, and asked my sister to raise
me up. She did so, when to all appearances I died. She
alarmed the house. My brother-in-law ran to the next house
for help. Mr. Boardman came and begged them to let me
alone, as I was dead; but they continued their efforts to resuscitate me. At last my brother-in-law poured my mouth and
throat full of brandy, and that seemed to choke me, and I
rallied. I was in this state about twenty-three minutes, and
strange to say, although I could hear everything that was said,
I could not move a finger or toe, nor any part of my body;
and though I could hear their cries and moans, I was not in
the slightest degree affected by them. But all that I ever did
wrong seemed to come up in array before me, and beside them
stood my Saviour, and it seemed as though I saw His wounds
and heard Him say: " I suffered this for thee; thou art Mine."
I felt as if suspended between earth and heaven. Oh, the
depth of unworthiness that I felt! It seemed as if it would
sink me down, but my Saviour held me up. Nothing on earth
—children, sisters, or friends—gave me the least concern.
Through all this the Lord spared me, and here I am a monument of His power to save. How many times have physicians
given me up to die, and felt no more could be done to prolong
my life!
The last of September I returned home again and strove to
labour for the bread which perisheth. Yet I thought I must do
something for Him Who had done so much for me. So I
devoted one or two hours in the day to work among the poor
in Bellevue Hospital and on First Avenue, taking the streets
from Twenty-eighth to Thirty-fourth and from Third Avenue to
the river. I found many cases of distress, which were helped
and aided, and some professed to find the " pearl of great
price," and, as we believe that prayer shall not return void, we
may hope to find some precious souls at the right hand of God.
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Miss Mary Cannon sometimes went with me to the Hospital,
and dear Mary Stephenson, now Mrs. De Lamater, went with
me to the houses.
You may say, "Where did you get the money, clothes, and
food you needed in your visits ? " Well, I was widely known
on Third Avenue, and many of the storekeepers would give me
food when I presented my bad cases.
Mrs. A. G. Phelps and her daughter, Mrs. Stokes, hved in
the old homestead then, and they would always help me with
clothing and sometimes with money, as also did some of the
brethren of our own Church for funerals. I was hardly ever
refused by any one, as I always laid the cases before the Lord
before I went out, and asked of Him to appoint my way and
direct me where to go. Neither fevers nor small-pox detained
me. It was the Master's work, and 1 believed if He wished me
to go He would protect me—and He did. Of course I took
every precaution not to carry infection to others. " He that
hath a bountiful eye shall be blessed."
In December 1852 I was very poorly, and not able to work
much, and again I was in need of coal, and did not know
what to do but go to my Father, Who seeth in secret, and teU
Him all my wants. I did so, and earnestly poured out my
soul to Him in prayer; and while I was yet asking the answer
came. The door-bell rang, and the person on the first floor
called out: " Mrs. Cooke, it is for you." And lo! a ton of
coal. I stood amazed; for although I was asking, and felt I
was heard, I hardly expected an answer so soon. But there
it was. I could only praise and adore. Mr. Warner, who
lived downstairs, said: " What did you pay for coal ?" I
answered: " Nothing; my heavenly Father paid for it." On
the next evening Mr. J. D. Smith, who kept a fancy store on
Fourth Avenue, called on me and asked: " Had I a ton of
coal come ?" I told hira " Yes," and that I was just then
asking for some. He said that was strange, as that morning
he said to his wife: " Eliza, I don't think we give enough
away; we are not prospering in business as we might. I
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think we ought to send Mrs. Cooke some coal." She said:
" Well, do so." He went immediately to the coal-yard, and
ordered the coal that came to me. He then went down town
to sell sewing-silk, and that day cleared twenty-five dollars—
more than he had sold for a long time. Thus did our Father
in heaven show His approbation of the act by blessing the
labour of his hands before he slept, restoring to him fourfold
what he had given to His needy child. Yes, our heavenly
Father knoweth that we have need of these things, and we
will praise Him, for He is worthy. Oh, the Lord was very
good to shield and give me favour with His children! And
that I might not be chargeable to others, as I read, " Be not
slothful in business," I went back to my work, and would sit
up one, two, three hours at night to make up the time I had
spent in going my rounds, and how sweet were the hours spent
for my Saviour!
" He spoke, and my poor name He named,
Of Me thou hast not been ashamed."
But this little labour was not to last long.
The poor body gave way, and after much struggling with
pain and nervousness I was induced by Mrs. S. G. Smith and
Mrs. Mason, in September 1855, to go to the " Women's
Hospital." I felt I must consult Mrs. Lankford and Doctor
Palmer. Mrs. Lankford objected. The other two ladies wished
her to visit the hospital and see Doctor Sims. They met at
my house, and we all prayed over the matter. Then they went
round, and the doctor tpld them that without help and treatment there I could not live three months, as my spine, lungs,
and liver were much diseased, and neither did he know if he
could help me at all; but I should have the best of care, and
should go in immediately. Dear Mrs. Lankford returned with
the decision that I should go at once. Then she took Mary,
and Mrs. Cooper took Hannah, and on the 17th my pastor
and Miss Mary Stephenson took me to the hospital. I was
on the second floor, where were nine beds, all occupied but
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one. All were respectable, intelligent women, but not one did
I see bow the knee in prayer or read the Word of God.
On Saturday my dear young friend, Miss Stephenson, came
to see how I got along. I told her it seemed as if I should
starve to death. " Why," said she, " do they not give you
enough to eat ?" " Oh yes, but we have no spiritual food."
Then she said, " Would you like to see my father ? I will teU
him to come."
That evening a lady. Miss EUis, came in. She took out her
Bible, read and knelt in prayer. On Monday Mrs. Boden
came to me, as I was the only one confined to the bed, and
said, "You think we have not much regard for the Sabbath
or God here, I suppose?" I told her how I had felt, and
hoped by another Sabbath some Christian friends would visit
us, and that I missed family prayer so much, and wished we
could have this blessing, and that if she would pray I would
read, but she said, " No; you must pray and I will read, for
you are a Methodist and I am a Presbyterian." So we determined to put it to vote with the ladies and have their decision.
We found we had Baptists, Presbyterians, and others, and I
was a Methodist. So we called them all to my bed, and laid
the matter before them, and they all said "Yes," and some
lamented with tears that they had been so ashamed of Jesus,
and had not honoured Him by taking up their cross. The
next thing was to speak with the matron and managers. Dear
Mrs. Doremus said she was so glad, and they were very sorry
that in their anxiety for other things they had overlooked
provision for the soul. With much trembling we commenced
daily worship, and on the Sabbath Mr. Stephenson, wife, and
daughter were with us to sing and pray, and truly the Lord
of Hosts was with us, and we felt that the God of Jacob was
our refuge, Praise the Lord! He is the same, unchangeable,
yesterday, to-day, and for ever. Brother Stephenson and part
of his family came every Sabbath while I was there. No
weather deterred them or the friends who came with them.
Things went on pretty smoothly, and souls were stirred up
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and blessed through the prayers of the brethren. But Satan
does not like to see his kingdom in danger. He aroused one
who had the power to put a stop to our services, who told
me that the doctor said I must quit praying. I said, " I
could not." Then she said the doctor said it was an injury
for me to rise so early and to kneel. I usually rose about
seven, and-would sit up for breakfast and family worship. I
said, very well, I would stay in bed till after breakfast, and
then we could have prayers after the chambermaids were
through and the doctor had been his rounds. She was quite
displeased, and spoke harshly. I answered, " I thought you
loved me more than any one in the hospital." She said,
"Well, I do." Then I said, "Will you take from me the
greatest comfort I have?" At this she had nothing to say,
but that I could pray as much as I liked and kill myself. I
said that we would not only continue them in the morning,
but we meant to commence in the evening, as it had been a
great blessing to all of us, but if the managers disapproved
that would alter the case, and that I was willing to sit in
my chair and not kneel, if the doctor would not allow me to
do so.
We rejoiced when we were alone, as some of the patients
were afraid I would yield the point, and yet they dared not say
a word.
The next day, when the doctor came to me, I asked him if
it would hurt me to sing and pray. He said, " No, if it is
done in moderation; but why do you ask me ? " " Well, Mrs.
H. thought it did, and that we had better give up morning
worship." " Oh," said he, " don't give that up. I often come
in at the back door and listen; it does me good ; but I would
rather you would not kneel."
Then there was an attempt to hinder our Sabbath evening
meetings, and I spoke to Mrs. Doremus and Mrs. Mason, and
they stood by me and said they would not permit any interference with our worship, and Mrs. Doremus came several
e\renings to be with us, and went through the house inviting

64

Rifted Clouds.

others to come and join us, as they had been forbidden by
Mrs. H.
I suffered much from this source, but the winter rolled away,
and in the spring I was not able to walk out at all. I asked
Doctor Sims if he thought I should ever be any better, and what
his opinion was of my case; I could bear to know it. " Can
you? " " Oh yes, tell me just what you think." "Well, you
will never be any better." "Will I not be able to sit up a
little at a time and sew awhile ? " " No, you will not." For a
moment I looked up to my Father, and then victory came.
I had to exclaim : " Thanks be unto God, Who giveth us the
victory, through our Lord Jesus Christ." The doctor turned
and wept, but my poor heart was kept in peace.
In the evening our kind friends came to sing and pray with
us, and I told them what the doctor had said. Brother
Stephenson said, "Sister Cooke, if you have anything you would
like me to attend to, with regard to your children or yourself,
let me know, and it shall bo done." I could only thank him
and say, " Another token of my Father's love;" " Leave thy
fatherless children, I will preserve them alive, and let thy
widows trust in Me." Oh, how His promises have been
verified!
A FEW MEMORIES OF FORMER LABOURS.

In 1854 I was sent for to see a lady who was ill and wanted
some fine sewing done for her little girls. It was Mrs. Tieman,
a sister of John Stephenson. The word was that Mrs. T. was
mnch pleased with my work. I did not see her, but her sister.
The next day I was sent for by her maid. I went trembling,
for I said, " She is not pleased with the work, and if not, what
shall I do ? " Rip that fine work I could not, without spoiling
the goods. One of her sisters met rae at the door: "Mrs.
Cooke, Mrs. T. wants you in her room." She was very ill;
she requested her sister to leave the room, then she said, " Mrs.
Cooke, do you think I am going to die ? " I said, " I do not
know, dear ; you are very feeble." " Well," she said, " I dont
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want to die; the doctors say I must, and I cannot die. What!
leave my husband and six little children! No, no, don't tell
me that God is love, if He can take me away from them."
I tried to calm and soothe her, but she was in great distress
of mind. I asked to read to her, but she did not wish i t ;
when leaving she said, " Come to-morrow." I went, no
change; still " Come to-morrow." Thus I went for four days,
and then she said if I wanted to I could read a little ; I did so,
and committed her in prayer to her father's God, for he had
gone to his reward, and her mother tremblingly told me if only
Jane was ready, we could give her up. I went home and I
pleaded earnestly with the Lord that He would arouse her, as
she still would not believe she must die, but I got the answer
and felt prayer was heard. I told her mother and sisters that
I knew she would leave a bright testimony when she should be
called, that she had gone to be with Jesus.
On the next Sabbath, while we prayed together, she was
seized with deep conviction of sin. I soothed her as far as I
could; her friends were distressed for her, one sister coming
to my house to talk with me about her. I told them I had
the answer, and I knew she would be saved. I asked her to
see Rev. Dr. Floy or Mrs. Lankford; she said, " No, I only
want you." I continued ray visits all the week, and on the
following Sabbath she found peace to her hungry soul. Her
joy was very great; she sat up in bed rejoicing in the God of
her salvation; her husband came in and tried to quiet her, but
she turned to him, saying, " Would you have me hide ray joy
and praise ? Let the doctors tell me now that I must die, and
I shall say Amen." He stood there in amazement, and there
also stood the aged mother, a mother in Israel, also her sister,
weeping for joy. I asked, " Will you allow me to bring Mrs.
Lankford up now, and Mr. Floy?" "Yes, anybody." She
hved on for a few weeks. I went all I could, but, being feeble,
could not be there as much as she wished, but left word, should
Jb appear that she was about to pass away, to send for me.
•^he had several of her dear children dedicated to God in baptism
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at her bedside. On a Friday evening I was sent for, and stayed
nearly all night; went early the next morning, and as I sat
holding her hand, her husband brought a cup of coffee to see if
she would not take a drink with him; she looked up sweetly
at him and said, " No, dear, nothing more till I drink the new
wine in my Father's kingdom." At noon she sweetly went to
meet her risen Lord.
A STRANGE CASE.

I n this year, 1854, I was deceived by a poor family in a
strange way. Having heard of a case of great distress in
Thirty-first Street, I visited the house and found a sick man
laid on the floor on straw, several children in rags, and an
untidy mother. Moved by their distress I went to Mrs. A. G.
Phelps and Mrs. James Stokes and secured flannels, clothing,
and a new bed; from others I obtained food and money.
Miss Mary Stephenson visited the family with me, and we
made them comfortable. After some days the wife came to
say her husband was dead, that she had nothing to bury hira.
I told her to get what she could and I would do the rest. She
got ^5 but needed »$30. At the time I was very feeble, but
felt that I must bury the poor man, so I went forth and got
$20; I took it to the woman. I found the corpse stretched
out with a cloth over the face, and the woman weeping and
lamenting. I tried to comfort her and left. Having reached
the street I turned back to talk of some plans for the children,
but on opening the door what was my surprise to find the man
sitting up, and his wife standing beside him as they counted
the money. I was startled, and said: "You have deceived
me." The woman was not at all abashed, and replied, " Sure,
then, it's dying he is; and isn't the praist after giving hira
holy unction ; an' it's dead he'll be soon." I said a few words
on the wickedness of doing so and left, well knowing he could
not live long. He lived about two weeks, then died, and I
saw him really dead. Those who visit the very poor must be
prepared for anything. Most of the money was gone. I got
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her a coffin from the city, as I could not beg any more money.
I have had frequent applications for money to bury the dead,
but never gave anything until I found out if the story was
true. This is a plan often pursued by the lower classes, as
they think ladies will not go to see, but their sympathies will
be wrought upon. But I have only been deceived once in this
way.
** LABOUR AND SORROW."

At one time an old coloured woman came to me and said,
" Mrs. Cooke, there is a poor woman in great distress on
First Avenue, near Thirtieth Street; will you go and see her ? "
I went, and found the poor woman had, two months before,
buried her husband, and now she had three children sick, one
of whom lay dying. I went out and got her some food and
raiment for them. Her rooms were wretched, stripped of
every comfort—no bed, no stove, a few old chairs, and a bit of
straw in a corner, and an old lounge completed her store of
household goods. The children were almost naked.
I tried to point her to the Saviour. In two days the babe
died; I went out and begged money to bury it. In a week
the other died; I repeated ray work, begged the raoney from
friends, and buried it; then the third was taken sick. I sat
with it night and day a large part of the time amid great dirt
and filth; but the poor mother was so crushed she could do
nothing. In a few days this one died also, I did not know
where to go for funds to bury this one, so I got in a car to go
down town to some of the business places of gentleraen I
knew. While in the car it occurred to rae to speak to an old
gentleman who sat beside me. I asked him if he were a
father; he said yes, he was a grandfather. I told him my
story. Others listened, and the result was S5 from those
good people. Then I went to the office of the Evening Post
to see Mr. Timothy A. Howe, to Liberty Street to see Mr.
Pullman, also to Mr. James Stokes, and got what I needed to
bury the little one, and shoes were bought and other thing
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for the mother and remaining girl of about ten years. Then
we had her removed to another and better apartment, got a
bed and bedstead, a stove, some chairs and a table, some food
in the pantry, coal in the cellar, and paid one month's rent;
work was also found for her, and thus set on her feet we left
her, feeling that she had begun a new life, trusting in God.
Another time I was called to a poor family where the poor
man had fallen and broken his leg, and two children were sick
with small-pox; everybody avoided them. I went and did all
I could; they were very poor. I went to Mrs. Stokes, who
then lived in the Old Homestead; she gave me a little money,
and said her cook should place some cooked food in a certain
part of the garden where I could go each day and get it for
them. We buried one of the little sick ones, but it was very
sweet to see the resignation of those poor stricken parents, and
their thankfulness that no more of their eight little ones were
taken from them. I always changed my clothing before and
after I went, so as not to carry infection to ray own dear little
ones or others. By God's blessing, though often exposed to
contagious diseases, I never contracted any of thera or carried
them to others.
I could give many similar cases, but these will suffice.
MADISON A V E N U E HOSPITAL,

Wednesday, December \2th, 1855.

This day three months ago I came to this house, and have
been partaker of unnumbered blessings. The Lord has been
my support and strength. Three times I have been brought
to the verge of the grave, yet the Lord has spared me a little
longer. Let me show by my life that I have given myself
unreservedly to Thee—body, soul, and all ray powers. Have
been favoured to-day with a visit from Sister Lankford and
Doctor Bangs.
December 20th.—Mrs. Stephenson came to see me, and told me
that all my furniture should be carefully stored away. How
shall I thank my heavenly Father for the kindness of Christian
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friends! Truly I find it a privation to give up my home, the
place where together my little ones and I have spent so many
happy hours; and we may never meet in one home again on
earth. Yet, ray soul, why shouldst thou for one moment dwell
on these things, although thou knowest not why these things
are so ? Thy heavenly Father hath told thee thou shalt know
hereafter, and He hath also said, " I will never leave thee nor
forsake thee." Enough that He hath given me a place in the
hearts of so many Christian friends.
December 24th.—Have suffered much since last I wrote, but
the everlasting arms are round about me. Was again able to
lead in family worship. 0 my Father, grant that these precious
seasons may be as bread cast upon the waters, and found after
many days.
December 25tJi.—Considered the Saviour's birthday. A precious
thought that He came down and took upon Him our nature,
was tempted as we are, yet without sin, and even suffered in
our stead. O my Father, help me to adorn the doctrine of
Christ in all things. Feel very poorly, but the Lord is my
Shepherd.
January 1st, 1856.—Full of pain, but it is the Lord ; let Him
do as seemeth Him good. Another year has flown, and in a
manner I am laid aside. Yet I ara Thine; save me. AVednesday was led to see it my duty to commence family worship in
the evening, and have been much blessed in the attempt.
There is some opposition, but I must go on, for the battle is the
Lord's. It is not the strong, but those that endure to the end,
that shall be saved. Truly I feel that I am unworthy and incompetent to take the lead. I know ray weakness on this point,
but shall I, for fear of feeble raan, " the Spirit's course in me
restrain"? " Them that honour Me I will honour." C a u l
for one moment bear the thought of forsaking my Saviour ?
" Ashamed of Jesus 1 that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of Heaven depend f
No ! when I blush be this my shame,
That I no more revere His name."
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May ^Oth.—After a month of extreme weakness, early in
May I was taken with inflammation in the stomach, and was
supposed to be dying. Sister Lankford was sent for, and
remained with me one or two days. Sister Mason also came.
The doctor would come in through the night to see if I was still
alive. The sisters prayed with me, and at one of their visits I
could not forbear, although so weak. I had to say, " What
have I to fear ? He has promised to be with me to the end;"
and then I repeated the lines—
" With Him I on Zion shall stand,
For Jesus hath spoken the word;
The breadth of Emmanuel's land
I survey by the light of my Lord."

My soul seemed just to bask in the presence of God, in the
full light of His countenance. But not yet was I to sit down
with Him in glory. This sickness was to bind Christian hearts
to mine, to raise up friends to care for me and mine. How
wonderfully the Lord works to carry out His designs ! Chain
after chain is filled out, link by link made into one. Here I
was a confirmed invalid with no means, yet did my soul dwell
in peace, for I felt the word of the Lord had gone forth, and
heaven and earth should pass away, but not one of all His
promises should fail in being fulfilled. The gold and the sflver
were His, and the cattle upon a thousand hills, and all hearts
He held in His hands.
June.—The doctor said I must be taken to the country, as
nothing was left for me but a change of air. And the next
question was, " How could I be taken there ?" Brother
Stephenson, with others, decided that a carriage could be
brought with a mattress, on which I was laid, and so carried to
the cars. There everything was in readiness for all my wants
and ease as much as possible. Mrs. Lankford, Mrs. Mulholland,
and Mr. De Lamater went with me to Meriden, where my
Sister Evans did all in her power to restore me to a measure
of health. I stood the journey better than was expected, as the
doctor had said he would not be surprised if I died before they
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got me there. Ten days before I left the hospital Mrs. Peck,
one of the managers, was saying they were sorry I had to leave
them. I answered, " Had I known that I could never be
better, I would not have stayed to be a burden." She said,
" You have not been a burden, dear Mrs. Cooke. We wished
you here at the first meeting of the ladies after you came; the
doctor told us he could do nothing for you; your case was
incurable, but we must keep you, and not tell you that it was so,
or you would not stay. But we were delighted to keep you
and do all we could for you." Here was kindness ! Oh, what
love! nothing but lovingkindness strews my path. I stayed
with my Sister Evans until August, then was taken to East
Hartford to my Sister Longdon's, where I remained until the
middle of September.
A LETTER TO MY ELDEST DAUGHTER FROM THE WOMEN'S
HOSPITAL.
MADISON A V E N U E , June Qth,

1856.

the mercy of an all-wise God,
I am permitted once more to write to you, although I am very
feeble, not able to be out of bed. I have had my bed made but
once in nearly four weeks, but hope ere long to be able to sit
up, and go and see you. Since I last wrote to you myself, I
was given up to die. The doctor and all others thought I
could not live. But the Lord's ways are not as our ways, nor
His thoughts as our thoughts. In His mercy He has spared
me to you a little longer. Oh, my dear child, I want you
to help me praise Him for His goodness and tender mercies
toward us ! Yet the doctor says it is not likely I will be long
with you. I may rally through the summer, and I may not;
but, my dear child, whichever way aU will be well. I know
you will feel it to be a very severe stroke, but in every time of
need cast your care upon your heavenly Father, and He Who
has proved Himself your Father so long, will not leave you.
No, my dear. He will never forsake you. He is the God of thy
fathers, and will not only be found of thee, but will bless and
M T DEAR HANNAH,—Through
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sustain thee. What should I have done in all my sickness and
bereavement without the precious promises ? They are indeed
" a sovereign balm for every wound, a cordial for our fear."
But if I am spared, it must be for a life of suffering, and no
one but my heavenly Father knows how much. Yet if it is
His will I should live threescore years, and by so doing I could
bring any glory to His name, I would gladly do it. Yet, the
rest from pain and temptation to sin looks very sweet. I can
truly say—
" Give joy or grief, give ease or pain.
Take life or friends away ;
But let mefindthem all again,
In that eternal day."
My dear, I am glad to hear from you at all times; it does
me good to hear of the welfare of my children, and you all
were never dearer to me than now. It would have been a
great comfort to have had you with me when I was so ill, but
that could not be, and I am thankful you are with your uncle
and aunt, and have so good a home. I hope you strive to do
aU you can, and the best you can. In all things, my dear, ask
your heavenly Father to guide you, even in little things,
just as you would ask an earthly parent, and He will do it.
My love to your dear little sister. Mary is well, and happy
at school. She came to see me a week ago. She has a good
home. Mrs. Smith sends love to you and other friends also.
I hope you will never forget the kindness of friends to your
poor mother and you all for these many years.
I wrote this letter yesterday, and received yours this morniog,
but I want to say to you, do not fret, dear child, for u hatever
you raay have said Or done before for want of thought I most
freely forgive, and love you most dearly, and if spared, want
you to be a corapanion and comfort to me, which I know you
will strive to be, will you not ?
Your affectionate and loving mother,
BELLA COOKE.

Joy in the Will of God,
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PRAISE IN THE FIRE.
To MRS. EVANS.
MADISON AVENUE, June lO^A, 1856.

received your very kind letter,
and was so glad to hear from you; but, dear sister, I cannot
bear to have you feel so sad about my being so feeble. Remember, dear, that He Who sits as a Refiner will not let the
precious metal perish; but when His image is reflected He
wifl say, " I t is enough." And, no matter how fiercely the
fire may burn, He hath said: "I will never leave thee nor forsake
thee." He is ever saying unto me: "Fear thou not, for I
am with thee; be not dismayed, for I am thy God. I will
strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee, yea, I will uphold thee
with the right hand of my righteousness." And surely this is
enough, and how can we fear ? Dearest sister, if I should be
called to rest a little before you, do not fear. There is indeed
grace to help in every time of need. Oh yes. He is our God
and Guide, even unto the end. Praise the Lord! We will
trust Him where we cannot trace Him. I know my loss
would be a great trial to you, but ere long we will meet
never more to part.
Dear sister, the rest looks very sweet, but what must it be
to be there? Let us ever stand on the watch-tower, that
whether He shall come at the early dawn or evening shade all
wiUbewelh I am so tired. Believe me still
Your affectionate sister,
MT DEAR PRECIOUS SISTER,—I

BELLA COOKE.

With many forebodmgs I left my little home in the faU o£
hst year for The Women's Hospital, and now Doctor Sims
orders me to the country as his last hope, that a change of air
DQay do me good.
f . l T ' " " ^ ' ° ' ^ ' * ""' ^'^'' '''"'^"'^«« 'e-^^ved while here
irom my old friends who still called ponn me. Among these
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friends, the wise and good Mrs. T. C. Doremus deserves special
mention, both for her devotion to the institution and for her
interest in all its inmates. She is untiring in her efforts to
promote our comfort, and her cheerful " Good morning, ladies
—what can I do for you to-day ? " as morning after morning
she visits us, is a cordial better than medicine, and can never
be forgotten by any of us. In the early morning she visits
Washington Market in order to secure provisions for the
house, and from that hour till evening most of her time is
devoted to our welfare.
Afilicted women will ever owe a large debt to Mrs. Doremus
for the support she gave to our physician in establishing this
hospital, for at the first he met with opposition and discouragement on all sides. But at last he made the acquaintance of this elect lady, and her great motherly heart was at
once enlisted in his plans, while her social position and high
character won new friends and brought success to the enterprise. Hundreds of poor suffering women who have been
relieved or cured bless God for such spirits as Mrs. Doremus
and Doctor Marion Sims.

CHAPTER IX.
WAITING AND

SERVING.

" We sometimes wonder why our Lord doth place us
Within a sphere so narrow, so obscure,
That nothing we call Avork can find an entrance ;
There's only room to suffer, to endure.
Well, God loves patience ; souls that dwell in stillness,
Doing the little things or resting quite,
May just as perfectly fulfil their mission,
Be just as pleasing in the Father's sight."

July Srd, 1856.—Have passed through a very trying ordeal
to-day, but think I never felt the force of that promise as at
this time, " My grace is sufficient for thee." Praise the Lord,
it is suf&cient; it can and does sustain. I will trust and not
be afraid. When about to retire, while suffering much pain,
this was brought to my mind: " He giveth His beloved sleep."
I lay me down and slept, for the Lord sustained me. Yes,
He gave me more sleep than I had had for some time in one
night. Oh, how good, how kind, thus to condescend to one
80 unworthy! I would indeed say—
" Take my body, spirit, soul,
Only Thou possess the whole."
" Simply to Thy cross I cling."

July 4«7i.—While left alone, had a most refreshing time
from on high. The Lord God of Hosts is my refuge, wheremto I can run and take shelter. I was led to pondering on
the longsuffering of our God. The portion for to-day is:
.'Famt, yet pursuing." Though so weak and feeble I need
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not fear, for He has told me, and His word is firmer than
the pillars of heaven, that He will not break the bruised reed,
nor quench the smoking flax. No, He will never forsake them
that trust in Him. I will not forget His benefits, but praise
His holy name.
July 9th.—Have been very much blessed while reading in
Eevelation: " Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee
a crown of life." Oh, that I may be of that number! Although
it is with trembling I cannot refuse to say. He hath given me
the white stone with a new name written thereon. For hath
He not said: " I have called thee by thy name; thou art Mine"?
Glory be to His holy name.
" Jesus ever lives above,
For me to intercede;
His all redeeming love,
His precious blood to plead."

Keep me close to Thy bleeding side, however various may be
the current of my life, that my " loins may be continually girt
about," to be ready when Thou shalt call me.
July 15th, Thursday.—Oh, this weakness, this extreme prostration of body—strengthen me, my Father, I beseech Thee,
that I may endure Thy righteous will, not only patiently, but
rejoicing in Thy salvation; that I may in all things, and at
all times, give thanks, for truly Thy lovingkindness is better
than life.
" Courage, my soul, on God rely,
Deliverance soon will come,
A thousand ways has Providencd
To bring believers home."
So I wUl not faint but praise God.
To MES. H . V- BUTLEE.
HANOVER, W. M., Avgn^t Ist, 1856.
cannot tell you how thankful I was
to have a letter from you. I would have written before, but I
DEAE MUS. BUTLEE,—I
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was not able. Since you saw me I have been very feeble,
sometimes scarcely able to lift my hand to ray head, and am
now suffering a great deal. I am glad you and the dear little
ones are quite well, and have a comfortable home; it must be
pleasant, so near the beautiful ocean. I would like to sit with
you on the rocks and talk over the dealings of our Father in
His lovingkindness and longsuffering to rae, so weak and so
unworthy a child. Will you not, dear friend, help rae to praise
Hira? Truly "not more than others I deserve, yet God hath
given me more." I am very glad to hear you have such pleasant
company; how sweet to converse with the children of God,
with those who are travelling to the same city.
" And if our fellowship below
In Jesus be so sweet,
What heights of rapture shall we know.
When round His throne we meet."

Yes, meet in those mansions which our Saviour hath gone to
prepare for those who believe in Him. Pray for your unworthy
friend, that I may endure patiently all my Father's righteous
will. I have been very much blessed in reading the Eevelation,
especially part of the twenty-first chapter, where we are told
that " God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes." No
more sorrow, crying, pain, or death. Oh! is it not worth while
to suffer a few trials and privations, to be partaker of all this ?
I can truly say this, no cross, no suffering I decline.
" Lo, I am with you," is my constant comfort. I am glad
to hear you wiU be in New York in September, and hope, if
spared, to meet you again. I do not know where my lot may
be cast, but the Scriptures assure me " The Lord will provide."
Although my earthly path may appear mysterious, or even dark
to some, I know that my heavenly Father knows I have need
of these earthly comforts, and He doeth all things well. It is
very pleasant here to see the green and beautiful grass, all so
fresh and cheering. Yet I have not been able to walk out
since I came, but if able, will go to East Hartford the thirteenth
of this month, and be in New York early in September.
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1 often think of you, dear ]\Irs. B., and your disinterested
kindness to me, a stranger in a strange land. I pray our
Father to bless you and yours, and give you all an abundant
entrance into the heavenly kingdom. Please excuse this,
as I have to write as I lie on my back, and my braui is much
confused.
With much love, believe me,
Your true, though unworthy friend,
B . COOZB.

In the middle of September I was brought to this house by
kind friends. Miss Lispenard and Mrs. Stephenson, who
prepared all and placed my furniture therein. Oh, how thankful I was once more to get into a little spot of my own, with
one of my dear children with me! But how were rent
and fuel to be met, besides food and clothes ? Faith was
brought into exercise and triumphed. Praise the Lord! None
ever trusted in Him and was put to shame. Dear Mrs.
Doremus and Mrs. Butler came, and were very kind. Mrs.
Lankford was about to send Mary to Charlotteville to school,
but her mother, Mrs. WorraU, said she thought I would rather
have Mary at home; she had been with her a year, and when
Mrs. L. spoke to me about it, I replied I would much rather
have her at home, and let her go to the public school; and this
was for several reasons: one, I longed to have my children with
me, and I thought the education at one of these schools more
thorough. So she came home, and I began my housekeeping,
by faith, in the " Second Avenue."
In October I was confined to my bed. A friend sent for
Doctor Barker, who said nothing more could be done for me;
then my ever kind friend. Doctor M. W. Palmer, came again to
see me, and did, and does still all in his power for my improvement.
•* Thus far the Lord hath led me on.
Thus far His power prolongs my days,
And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of His grace."

Waiting and Serving,
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DrVINE SUPPOET.

January l^th, 1857-—Dear Sister Mason and Miss Jacques
came to see me. O my Father, why this boundless love to
me, the least of Thy children? And so many other dear
friends were with me. " Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all
that is within me bless His holy name."
January 23rd.—Since I last wrote I have been, as it were, on
the borders of the New Jerusalem, but my Father sent me back
into the vineyard for a time, and may He enable me to let
patience have her perfect work, that I may labour faithfully
for Him, for in no position can a Christian be placed but he
has a work to do. Every day Thou art showing me Thy
goodness in raising up friends to care for this poor body. For
all this I thank Thee, 0 my Father.
January 25th, Sabbath.—Feeling a little easier to-day I
praise the Lord for His goodness; the room appeared filled
with the power of God while some brethren were with me in
prayer and praise. He heard and answered. I'll praise Him
while He lends me breath.
January 28th.—Was sorely tried and tempted to-day, but
will he therefore let me go ? No, no! In the strength of
Jesus I shall conquer. Sisters Lankford and Wendell were
here, and we feasted at the throne of grace. My old and tried
friend Mrs. Dickinson was with me, also Mrs. WorraU, who
told me anything I wanted to let her know, and she would get
it for me.
January SOth.—Very feeble, but the Lord is very near,
and I feel that " glorious hope of perfect love; it bears me
up on eagle's wings." Glory, glory! How thin the veil between the golden city and me! When He hath tried me I
shaU come forth as gold. He will come and say, " Child,
come home," and then I shall go to be for ever with the
Lord.
February 11th.—The Lord wan very near while Sisters
Shipman, WorraU, and Lankford were with me. They think
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my race is almost run. Well, the Lord is a stronghold,
beneath and round about me are the everlasting arms.
Such love, such care call for songs of loudest praise. Yery,
very feeble; hard work to guide my pen, but I must praise
Him, for He doeth aU things weU.
While the sisters were at prayer such a blessing came down
that it seemed as if the windows of heaven were opened.
Enlarge our faith's capacity, and our souls for ever fill.
February 14th.—Mrs. Butler was here to see if I had coal to
keep me warm. Thou precious Saviour, Who hadst not where
to lay Thy head, carest for me. Not a hair of my head shall
fall to the ground without Thy notice. WhUe we are asking
Thou dost answer. In His own good time deliverance comes.
" Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve them alive."
February 25th.—Am very feeble.
Art Thou about to
unloose the fluttering spirit, that it may rest in the mansions
of glory ? Thy wiU be done. AU is well. Thou canst take
care of my dear girls and watch over them with a Father's
care, and I doubt not wilt bring them in Thine own good time
lo meet those gone before. Father, bless and reward aU those
dear sisters for their labour of love to me. Oh, how many
cups of cold water have they given to me, and Thou hast said,
" Not one shall go unrewarded," and Thy word is true.
Glory, glory! Children of a King; heirs of God; joint heirs
with Jesus Christ. We will praise Him.
March 2nd.—Have been feeling the heat of the furnace
keenly the past few days, but the Eefiner sat by and would
not let the precious metal be destroyed. No, no ! But when
His image is perfectly reflected He will say, " I t is enough;
come up higher; " then to be in His presence and be like Him.
Oh, rapturous thought! WeU might Thy saint exclaim, " Glory,
glory dwelleth in Immanuel's land."
March 11th.—Sister Lankford was here with Brother Hall
frora Canada, and we were much blessed while talking of
Jesus, for He was in our midst, and we were ready to say,
"Let us build tabernacles,"
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March l%th.—Brother Hall called again; he came to hear
what great things the Lord had done for me. Be Thou to me
a mouth and wisdom, that I may with the Spirit teU of Thy
goodness, not only in word but in deed, that I may in all
things adorn the doctrine of Christ my Saviour, that others
may see that I have been with Jesus, and that I live and dweU
in Him. To think He calls a worm His friend!
March 22nd.—Have felt to-day very much oppressed, but
why I know not. Surely by-and-by He that shaU come will
come and will not tarry ; mould and fashion me as Thou wUt,
only as I have borne the image of the earthly so may I bear the
image of the heavenly ; make me all like Thee.
April 1st.—Have this day seen Brother Hall for the last time
on earth, as he leaves for home. But I trust to meet him with
all the redeemed in our Father's house, and worship around
the throne without alloy. His blood avails for me.
April 17th.—My Sister Evans, with my darling Annie, came
to see me to-day to stay awhile. Truly the Lord is good, and
grants us the desires of our hearts. Much as I would like to
have my dear child with me at home, yet I know she is well
cared for. Well might the Psalmist cry out, " Oh, that men
would praise the Lord for His wonderful works to the children
of men!"
Ajoril 20th.—Yesterday had more kind friends to see me
and talk over the lovingkindness of the Lord. Truly it is no
vain thing to wait upon Him. What a mercy it is that we
need not go to the temple or to Jerusalem to worship Him,
but that He is in our hearts, if we only believe.
** Lord, I believe Thy every word.
Thy every promise true ;
And, lo ! I wait on Thee, my Lord,
Till I my strength renew."
April 2Qth.—Have decided to remove on the 1st of May,
if the Lord wills it. Cannot see why, only it seems I must.
My Father knows best. He has some wise end in it, no doubt,
6

82

Rifted Clouds

for He doeth aU things well. I have not sought it, and He
says He wUl direct my steps. It has been much prayed over.
I must believe He does appoint the way.
May 1st.—Brother Stephenson kindly sent the men to
remove me and my goods to my new home, corner of Twentyeighth Street; but I was not able to be taken any farther
than downstairs to Mrs. Marshall's room, where she has
kindly invited me to stay until I have recovered from the
fatigue.
May 2nd, Sabbath.—Had a visit from some of the brethren,
and though very feeble in body I feel the force of those words:
" When I am weak then I am strong."

Yes, praise the Lord, He does give strength to the weary
sufferer. He is ever saying: " Fear not; I, the Lord thy
God, wUl hold thy right hand." Oh, what love ! it is immense
and free,—to think it ever found out me.
WhUe they were singing
" I shall behold His face,
I shall His power adore ;
And tell the wonders of His grace
For ever, evermore,"

it seemed as if I were translated to His right hand. But
again the Master bade me wait. Give me patience to suffer
aU Thy righteous wUl I want a trumpet voice to teU of His
goodness. Praise the Lord!
•• If such a worm as I can spread
The common Saviour's name ;
Let Him who raised Thee from the dead
Quicken mv mortal frame."

CHAPTEE X
ANSWEEED PEAXEE; HAPPY DEATHS.
'' Th(! Lord shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this
time forth, and even for evermore."—PSALM cxxi. 8.
" Thou, Lord, hast blest my going out,
Oh, bless my coming in ;
Compass my weakness round about,
And keep me safe from sin."

May 10th, 1857.—On the 3rd I was brought here in a
chair. It was a painful ordeal, and I suffered so that it
seemed as if it would prove too much for the frail body, but I
am in His hands. I earnestly pray that He wUl bless my
coming in, and open ray way. My dear girls had everything
nicely arranged, and Mrs. Stephenson sent a very nice and
good carpet, as she thought mine was too much worn to put
down again. Oh, how kind that dear family is and has been;
may the Lord reward them.
June 4th.—Surely goodness and mercy have foUowed me all
my days.
" None is like Jeshurun's God,
So great, so strong, so high;
Lo ! He spreads His wings around.
He rides upon the sky.
Israel is His first-born Son,
God, the Almighty God, is thine;
See Him to Thy help come down.
The Excellence Divine."

June 28t^—^Have just been on the verge of the Celestial
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City, yet all is well. Praise the Lord! I am hastening on to
where sickness and sorrow, pain and death, are felt no more.
Many of my dear friends with whom I have taken sweet counsel,
and who have aided me, are leaving for the country, among
whom are Mrs. Camman and daughter. Mrs. Butler has been
to say good-bye. Go with them each, my Father, and bless
them.
Sister Mason has been here. She is a precious spirit. What
a comfort she has been to me! Have had a feast of fat things;
truly the Lord was with us while partaking of the emblems of
His dying love. Oh, for the time when we shaU drink of the
new wine in the kingdom. My dear pastor, Eev. T. G. Osborne,
Mrs. Lankford, Mrs. Butler, and Mrs. S. G. Smith, God bless
them all. Had a visit from my old pastor, Eev. G. Taylor, and
wife. Goodness and mercy crown my life.
" From human eye 'tis better to conceal
Much that I suffer, much I hourly feel;
But, oh I the thought doth tranquiJhse and heal,
All, all is known to Thee."
I am one of those of whom it is said: " Ye shall not need to
fight in this battle; set yourselves, stand ye stiU, and see the
salvation of the Lord with you."
" They also serve who only stand and wait."
Oh, what a fulness in the oneness with Christ! What a joy,
a rest, and peace. And then, how much is laid up for them
that fear Thee ! There is laid up for me a crown of righteousness, reserved in heaven for us—for me—to be enjoyed fuUy
only in His presence, where there is fulness of joy and pleasure
for evermore. The spiced wine shall be given, and the juice of
the pomegranate, all pleasant fruits, and drinks from the river
of His pleasures. Oh, what love is here for me! He gave
Himself for me. He is my beloved, and I am His, bought with
His most precious blood, kept by His power, and fed by His
hand
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" Oh, for this love, let rocks and hills
Their lasting silence break 1 "
Most of my friends are in the country. Faith is being tried,
but my God has promised, " Your bread shaU be given, and your
water sure." Jehovah Jireh, the same yesterday, to-day, and
for ever. He wiU provide. In Him is my trust. Praise the
Lord! AU is " Yea, and Amen " in Christ Jesus to them that
believe—
" Who fed thee last, will feed thee stiU ;
Be calm and sink into His will."
Thou art my husband, brother, all in all, ray present help in
time of need, therefore will we not fear. " One thing have I
desired of the Lord, that will I seek after, that I may dweU in
the house of the Lord all the days of my life."
Last Sabbath I asked Brothers Stephenson, Pullman, and
Armstrong to join me each day in prayer for the convicting
power of the Holy Ghost upon the heart of my neighbour, Mr.
Enever, who is quite Ul with consumption, but says " he has
no need of a change, and will not die at this time." His wife
is not willing that any one should speak to him of his state,
for he has wronged no one, and is as good as many who go to
church. But I cannot rest. I feel the man will die, and he
wiU be lost, unless he is roused to see his fallen state, and
flee to Christ as his Saviour. Lord, give us strong, mighty
faith, that laughs at impossibilities, and cries, " i t shall be
done."
Clothe these. Thy servants, with great faith, that they may
not be deterred by the •crowd, but if need be, take him up and
let him down through the tiles, and so bring him to Jesus, that
he may be healed of his malady. " Seeing their faith, He
healed him."
To MES. H . V. BUTLER.
NEW YORK, July 2\st, 1857.
your very kind letter carce
to hand I was so overjoyed that my full heart cried out: " Oh,
M T DEAE MES. BTJTLEE,—When
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my Father, why is it that Thou art so mindful over me?" It
was such a comfort, dear Mrs. Butler, to hear from you, for I
have missed your visits so much; but I try to put this among
the " all things." And what a blessing to know and feel that
our blessed Lord Jesus never leaves us, but in the dark and
silent night, when tossed about with pain and sore distress
of body, then He is saying: " Fear thou not, for I am with
thee; be not dismayed, for I am thy God. I will strengthen
thee, yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with the
right hand of My righteousness." And when we know that
the " Great I Am" hath said this, and that not one jot or
tittle of His word shall fall to the ground tiU all be fulfiUed,
may we not say: " Praise the Lord" ? We wiU trust and
not be afraid. Oh, glory, glory! I t seems, dear friend, as
if the veU between us and the Father's face is very thin, and
must soon be rent in twain, to let this happy spirit quit this
house of clay and grasp the Saviour in the skies. I find it as
you say, " Any place with »fesus is very sweet," but it takes
more to say with the poet—
" I'll gladly linger on my threescore years.
Till my Defiverer comes,"
than to say: " Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly." StUl, if by
enduring even fourscore years, I could, by the grace of God,
encourage one poor soul, or in any way glorify my Father, I
would gladly stay.
I was glad to hear the children are well, and if it please our
Father to strengthen your poor, feeble body, I would be very
happy ; but this we must ask in submission to His wUl. I was
sorry to hear the preaching was such as you could not enjoy.
I know you cannot feel as easy as in your own Christian circle,
and under the instructions of your own pastor; but does it not
draw you nearer to the side of our precious Saviour ? When
you were telling me about the way you were situated, it took
me, in spirit, to the marriage supper of the Lamb, and to tho
city of our God, the New Jerusalem.
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I know you wish to hear about this poor body. It has had
much to contend with since I saw you, and is suffering a good
deal now, but I could not let Mary write to you, as long as I
can hold a pen; so excuse all errors.
The weather has been very hot, indeed; but how much
better off I am than many of the poor in Bellevue Hospital.
In comparing myself with them, well may I say, " What am I,
or my father's house, that Thou art so mindful of m e ? " I
opened the note you left for me on the first of the month and
found two dollars. Oh, my dear friend, how can I thank you
for your unceasing love and Christian kindness ! I never can,
but God bless and reward you, and may all your dear family
be gathered on high. There we will never be tired or sick.
Praying that you may be fiUed with all the fulness of God,
Believe me to be
Your affectionate sister in Christ,
BELLA COOEE.

August 12th.—The anniversary of the transplanting of my
dear husband and child. Looking back over these years of
widowhood I have to say the promises have been more than
fulfiUed. The Lord, the Lord mighty in battle, has stood by
me all the way through. He has brought me by a way that I
knew not. " He has led me through green pastures ;" " H e
anoints my head with oU, and ray cup runneth over." I praise
Him that we see some little gleaming of light with regard to
Mr. Enever. The fallow ground is breaking up. I have prevaUed on them to see Sister Lankford and my pastor, and may
the Lord soften his heart.
This morning my dear pastor. Brother Osborne, came in
and asked how faith stood ? Leaning his head on his hand,
he said: " Oh, Sister Cooke, pray, if faith is strong, pray ; the
doctors say my poor wife cannot live, and she does not possess
such fuU assurance as she would Uke."
I sent down for Sister Lankford to come up and see her,
and cheer her heart. It is no small trial to leave her little
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children and husband. Lord, grant that this painful dispensation may be blessed to him, and make him more than ever
alive in Thy cause, and that the Church may be aroused to a
closer walk with God—that holiness to the Lord may be
written on all their hearts, and may our aim be one, to bring
sinners to Christ.
August 21st.—Sent for a few sisters to come in and join
me in prayer for tbat dear sufferer, on the promise that where
two or three unite in anything that they shall ask it shaU
be done. The Lord was very near, the little room was fiUed
with His presence; the answer is given, it shall be done. A
glorious testimony shall be left. Satan in his last attempt
shall be foiled. The struggle is great, but the victory is
greater. Oh, Thou glorious Conqueror, the honour, the
glory is Thine, and soon she wUl be with Thee in Thy
kingdom.
August 23rd, Sabbath.—Dear Sister Osborne stUl lingers
on the shores of time. If it be possible, ease her sufferings;
grant her an easy passage unto eternal life. Praise the Lord,
her sky is clear; nothing intervenes between her and her
Saviour. She leaves husband and children all with the Lord.
Dear old Sister Stephenson is also on the verge of eternity.
Go with her, our Father, and light up the valley; let Thy staff
support her. Whisper in her ear, " I t is I ; be not afraid."
Forbid that a cloud should for a moment arise to hide her
Lord from her eyes. She has long been Thy servant, and now
she leans upon the arm of her Beloved. I will praise Him.
" Where shall my wondering soul begin ? " Lord, help me to
put away all fear of man, and be ever willing to sow beside all
waters. Jesus, that precious name, it charms away our fears,
and makes our sorrows cease.
August 25th.—This morning our dear Sister Osborne left us,
to be for ever with her Saviour, God; to see Him as He is.
Oh, raay this be the raeans of doing us all good, that we may,
as a Church, rest not in present attainments.
August 28th.—To-day Sister Stephenson entered her rest, as
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a shock of corn fully ripe. And while the tears will flow as
one after another leaves us, we are compeUed with Wesley to
" Again we lift our voice,
And shout our solemn joys;
Cause of highest raptures this,
Raptures that shall never fail j
See a soul escaped to bliss,
Keep the Christian festival."
May her mantle of love fall on us, and may we stand ready
girt, with oU in our vessels.
September 9th.—Sister Eeid was here and told me much
about her dear mother, Mrs. Stephenson. She feels her loss
so deeply; but I trust this holy life and happy death will be
blessed to all the family. She told me she would send me the
chair she had bought for her mother, and she hoped I might
be able to be lifted up and laid in it, that I might be rested
from the bed. She also said that her dear mother, with almost
her last breath, said: "Children, never forget Sister Cooke."
Thus I am left as a legacy to that dear family. " Not more
than others I deserve, yet God hath given rae more."
September 20th.—My poor sick neighbour, Mr. Enever, has
found the " pearl of great price." Praise the Lord! Prayer
is heard, the malady is removed. As the poor dumb boy said
to Charlotte Elizabeth when trying to raake her understand
that he had found the pearl—" The red hand has passed over
his heart and raade it all clean." Yes, washed in the blood of
the Lamb. Mr. Enever is rejoicing in God his Saviour, waiting
till He shall call him to be with Him. Oh, what love! Whosoever wiU, raay come; " him that cometh, I wiU in no wise
cast out." Poor man! he would get out of bed and come to
my room, leaning on two canes, and when he sat down he
gasped out: " I have found i t ; I have found it. You knew
what I needed. Jesus has pardoned my sins. I did not want
to be bothered, but you gave me no peace, and I thank you."
And he said much more till he was exhausted. Oh, let us be
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in earnest, bring our sin-sick friends and present them to
Jesus !
October 19th, Monday.—Since I last wrote have been very
sick with spasms. No one thought I could possibly recover
Dear friends watched with me all night, and again the Lord
has spared me and lengthened out this " brittle thread." I
found the borderlands near, calm and stUl, and the Saviour
very present.
** And live I yet by power Divine 1
And have I still my course to run ?
Again brought back in its decline,
The shadows of my setting sun.
Wondering I ask, is this the breast,
Struggling so late and torn with pain ;
The eyes that upward looked for rest,
And dropped their weary lids again 1"
But I rested in the embrace of my beloved Lord.
Had a visit from Eev. J. W- Home. He has just arrived
from Africa, where he has been a missionary since 1852. I
had a blessed time listening to the Lord's dealings with him
in that field of labour. He is very feeble in health. Our
cups seemed to run over while comparing the Lord's ways
with us. I have daily to say: " Bless the Lord, O my soul,
and all that is within rae, bless His holy name!"
November 10th.—Mr. Enever has gone to his rest; he died very
happy in his first love. A few days before his death Brother
Osborne gave him the Lord's Supper; Brothers PuUman and
Armstrong were present. They told me the sick man's face
shone with bliss ; the presence of the glory of the Lord filled
his soul. Brother Osborne said he did not remember seeing
a soul so happy. And thus he continued tUl his purified spirit
took its flight.
I was brought back to this little room on the 1st. I t seems
to me more like home. I did not see why I was taken from
it, but I yielded to the entreaties of Mrs. Enever, and went
to the same house and floor with her. Her dear husband has
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gone to his heavenly home, and she has removed to his people,
and I am come home too. " God moves in a mysterious way."
The brethren say they can plainly see why it was ; that poor
man was to be brought under the influence of prayer, and he
having come to the feet of Jesus and gone to his rest, I was
permitted to return to my much-loved little room. H aught
has been done through my instrumentality, to God be all the
glory.
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"Blessed is he that considereth the poor. The Lord will preserve
him and keep him alive; and he shall be blessed upon the earth."—
PSALM xii. 1, 2.

" I will speak of the glorious honour of Thy majesty, and of Thy
wondrous works."—PSALM cxiv. 5,
November 21st, 1857.—To-day have had a caU from a new
physician. Doctor Sabine. I was very nervous when he introduced himself, and said I thanked him for coming, but I did
not wish his services. H e said, " W h y do you n o t ? You
are very feeble." I replied, " I n the first place, I have no
money to pay a physician, and I made a vow when my husband
d ied never to go in debt; if I had not money to pay for what
I wanted, to go without. I n the second place, I have been
under so many doctors, and all have said nothing raore could
be done for me." Besides, it would not be right for me to
take his time and attention. H e looked at me and said: " A r e
you not one of the Lord's c h i l d r e n ? " I replied that I felt
I could say " Y e s . " Then said h e : " S o am 1 ; and if He
has given me a little more money or knowledge than you,
ought you not to be willing to allow me, as His steward, to
share it with y o u ? " I had nothing to say. H e said he
would be in on Tuesday, and I must be kept very quiet.
Doctor Sabine is a good, pious man, but I have no idea any
one but the Great Physician can do anything for m a I am
in Thy hand, O my Father, do with me as Thou wUt, life or
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death, sickness or health. AU is weU. Glory, glory! Help
me to show forth Thy praise.
November 24th.—Doctor Sabine was here to-day and talked
with me about my circumstances; asked what I had to support
me. I told him my dear Hannah could earn about one doUar a
week, besides doing the work and taking care of me, and that
for the remainder I was supplied as my Father saw best. He
asked me if I had got in ray winter's coal. I replied I had
some coal. He said that did not answer his question, " Had
I my winter's coal laid in ? " A person, Mrs. Marshall, sitting
in the room, said: " Well, indeed, I don't think she has much
in the ceUar at all." He talked with rae some time about my
pains and aches, and then said he thought he could help me
a little; he could not tell, but there was a new preparation
of iron he would like rae to try. He wrote the prescription,
and said I raust try and have the best of food, and then left
me. I looked into the paper, and, to ray great surprise, found
not only the prescription for medicine to be charged to his
account, but also an order for a ton of coal to Messrs. Popham,
and to be charged to him. I lay and looked at them; could
I be in my right mind ? I was amazed at this kindness from
a stranger.
November 26th.—Doctor Palmer was here; he is wiUing for me
to try Doctor Sabine, but thinks I should be careful about using
strong medicine. How strange, not tiU Doctor Sabine left me
the other day, did I remeraber that, about three weeks ago, I
dreamed of the doctor coming, and it has turned out just as I
dreamed; the very same words were spoken in our conversation that I had heard in ray dreara. I am very poorly.
December 4th.—Doctor Sabine has been here, but decHned
doing anything ; says I am too weak, and nothing can be done;
duected me to the Great Physician for strength and comfort.
December 24th.—Doctor Sabine sent me a turkey and other
things. Lord, bless and reward him a hundredfold. He
called and sympathised with me. What a man of God he is !
He thinks it would be weU to put in an issue to relieve the
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cough and spasms. I said he might do anything he thought
best, as I knew he only wanted to do me good.
December 28th.—The doctor was here and used the hot iron,
and hopes it may relieve me of some of the pain, but is not
certain. I must be kept quiet, and look to my Father in heaven
for strength to suffer and bear His will.
December 29th.—Doctor Sabine was here, and desires to
bring Doctor Camman to see me. I leave it aU with him to do
as is best. In aU my suffering my prospect is clear and bright.
Not one stroke too much; it is from a Father's hand, so
"Trusting as God will.
And in His hottest fire hold still."

December 30th.—Doctor Sabine was here with Doctor C, and
they are of the same opinion. They may be able to give me a
little relief, but no cure. Not one stroke too much, a Father's
hand holds the rod. As God wiU.
December 31st.—Thus far the Lord has led me on to the last
day of another year, and I still live. At present He says to
me, " Return to thy house, and tell what great things the Lord
hath done for thee."
My dear Hannah is dreadfully disappointed. Dear chUd, her
hopes were raised that the doctor could do something for me,
and now she is all cast down—dear, faithful chUd.
" When passing through the watery deep,
I ask in faith His promised aid ;
The waves an awful distance keep,
And shrink from my devoted head ;
Fearless their violence I dare,
They cannot harm, for God is there.
To Him my eye of faith I turn,
And through the fire pursue my way ;
The fire forgets its power to burn,
The lambent flames around me play ;
I own His powei", accept the sign.
And shout to prove the Saviour misc. *
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To EEV, T . G . OSBOENE.
March 1858,
MT DEAE PASTOE,—You wiU remember that a short time
since you desned me to give a few items of my experience.
I thought much of it, but was too sick even to dictate. But
being more comfortable, I feel it my duty as well as privilege
in the fear of the Lord, to tell sorae of His dealings toward rae
during the last four years. This body has suffered much, very
much, but the mercies and blessings of my Father have far,
very far, outstripped the pain. I can truly say the past four
years have been the happiest of my life, for the Lord has
revealed Himself to me in a wonderful manner. Yea, He has
enabled me to cry out, "Although the fig tree shall not blossom,
neither shall fruit be in the vine, yet I will rejoice in the Lord ;
I wiU joy in the God of my salvation."
Yes, when I look at the way He has led me, I ara lost in
wonder, love, and praise, for " H e calls a worm his friend.
He calls Himself my God, and He wUl save me to the end
through Jesus' blood." Yes, for me the Saviour died. I
praise Him that His blood is stUl efi&cacious, that it is sprinkled
on the mercy-seat. I can confidently look up and say, " Abba,
Father." And although so unworthy. He is ever saying,
" Fear not, I am with thee; I will strengthen thee; yea, I
wUl uphold thee with the right hand of My righteousness."
Praise Him, because my feet are fixed upon the rock, Christ
Jesus, and although the winds may blow and the rains
descend and beat against the feeble bark, they cannot harm rae,
for my Father is at the helm. Soraetiraes it seems as if I were
just in sight of port and about to enter the gate of the celestial
city, when again I ara sent back into the world. Still I hear
a voice saying, " I will be with thee, I will never leave nor
forsake thee, but, lo, I ara with you always."
Yes, I will praise ray Maker while He lends rae breath. I
know that He to whom I belong is able to keep that which I
have committed to Him, and by grace assisting me, I am more
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determined than ever to "rejoice evermore, pray \vithout
ceasing, and in everything give thanks."
I know this is His will concerning me. My soul thirsts
and pants for more of the mind of Christ, that His image may
be so engraven upon my heart that it may shine forth in all my
words and actions. There is much I would like to tell of the
goodness of my Master; my heart often cries, " Oh, for a
trumpet voice on aU the world to call!" but I know your tim€
is short, and I must be brief.
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTER
HEAVENLY

xn.

PLACES.

" When all Thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise
Through all eternity to Thee
A grateful song I'll raise ;
But oh, eternity's too short
To utter all Thy praise.'*
January 1st, 1859.—The Lord is so good to me, unworthy
and unprofitable as I am. Surely it is because His mercies fail
not that I am still spared, cared for, and blessed with every
temporal blessing. Glory, honour, and praise be to His holy
name for His goodness and lovingkindnesses. Through the
past year this poor body has been tossed about with disease, and
I seemed to be at times near home; but again the Lord has sent
me back. Eest, in prospect, looks very sweet, but the Master
has said: " Return to thine house, and teU how great things
the Lord hath done for thee."
Can I cheerfully, joyfully
return ? Yea, Lord, only Thou be with rae; and if 'tis Thy
will, though it be threescore years and ten, I will, with Thy
servant of old, s a y : " All the days of my appointed time wUl
I wait till my change come." Yes, it will be but as a moment
when compared with eternity; and I feel that it does work for
me an eternal weight of glory, while I look not at the things
which are seen, but at the things which are not seen. Can I
for a moment stagger in my faith, when I have proved Him to
7
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be faithful and true to His promises, so long and in so many
instances ? No, I will trust Him, and not be afraid. My dear
pastor and wife were here to-day, and we had a profitable
time while speaking of the goodness of our Father to us
through another year. Yesterday, whUe friends were here, the
Lord was indeed in our midst. Bless and reward them for
their work and labour of love to Thy unworthy servant. Dear
Sisters Lankford and De Lamater sympathised and comforted
me.
" Not more than others I deserve,,
Yet God hath given me more."
January 4th, Tuesday.—Had a letter from Brother Joseph
PuUman. He says: " I am the Lord's. The blood of Jesus
cleanseth from all sin. I re^t on His will and cleansing power,
and I must believe the result." Praise the Lord ! I rejoice to
hear of the fuU surrender of this dear youth. Blessed Lord,
make him very useful, and give him wisdom and knowledge.
Oh, may he be an instrument in Thy hand of saving souls ! My
soul is resting in the aU-atoning merits of my precious Saviour.
" Give joy or grief, give ease or pain;
Take hfe or friends away,"
only give me the smile of Thy face, and aU is weU. Yes,
glory! AU is well. Though Thou slay me, yet wiU I trust
in Thee.
January 6i?i.—Had a visit yesterday from Doctor Bangs, and
it was a very profitable time, although I was not able to converse
much. Have had some things of a trying nature to contend
with, but was enabled through grace to cast all upon the Lord,
Who careth for me. I must keep on the watch-tower, lest by
word or look I should dishonour the cause of my Master, or in
any way grieve His Spirit. For this poor body has to bear so
much: the brain, too, is weak. Oh, my Father, so stamp
Thine image upon my heart, that the mind which was m Christ
may shine through aU my words and actions, that every one
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who comes to see me may feel that here Thou delightest to
dwell.
January 15th, Saturday.—Last evening Brother R. Grogan
came in, and he has been sorely tempted, but was enabled to
overcome. StiU the fear of man was before him. We sang
the hymn—
** Lord, in the strength of grace,"
and then united in prayer,—sweet prayer, be it ever so simple,
there is nothing like prayer,—after which he appeared strengthened.
Miss S. was very much melted while we were speaking
of the condescension of our Blessed Lord and Saviour, and of
His great love wherewith He loved us, and to think that " the
very hairs of our head are numbered."
Surely it is good to tell of His dealings, and publish abroad
the way in which He leadeth us. Yea, His love to us constraineth us to cry out, " Come and hear, all ye that fear God,
and I wUl declare what He has done for my soul."
" Help me to watch and pray,
And on Thyself rely."
I ask not health or riches, but give me more and more of
Thyself. I consecrate myself anew to Thee—body, soul, and aU
my powers—seal me for ever Thine.
January 27th.—Received a letter from J. P. to-day. Oh,
that the Lord may keep him under the shadow of His wing.
Yea, in His pavilion jmay he trust. Oh, how good is ray
heavenly Father to me, ever saying, " Fear not, I am with
thee; be not dismayed, I am thy God." Have been much
buffeted by the enemy of souls in various ways, but I remember
that the Saviour said, " I have prayed for thee that thy faith
fail not." Help me, my precious Saviour, to look unto Thee in
all things. In the day of trouble Thou art and hast been my
hiding-place. This feeble frame shall by Thy grace show forth
the lovingkindness of the Lord. Oh, forbid tiiat by look or

loo

Rifted

Clouds.

word I should for a moment be impatient or murmur at my
stay or wish my sufferings less !
February 5th.—Bless the Lord, 0 ray soul, and forget not all
His benefits, for He hath done great things for thee. Since
writing last the body has suffered much, not only from extreme
pain, but excessive weakness, so that at times I thought I
would not be able to hold a pencil again. Truly the grasshopper has become a burden and the right hand almost lost its
cunning. It is now with great difficulty that I write, but my
cup is f uU. " Oh, for a trumpet voice on all the world to call!"
Have been sorely assaUed by the arch-enemy, on account of my
inability to lead in family worship, trying to make it appear
that, however feeble, I must do it, making a labour of what has
ever been a comfort and delight; but just as soon as I saw
from whence the trouble came, and applied to my Father, He
brought me off more than conqueror.
February 14th.—^Unto whom should I come but unto Thee ?
" Thou hast the words of eternal life." Praise the Lord, I can
come unto the King of kings and Lord of lords. Thou hast in
Thine infinite mercy adopted me into Thy family, and with
humble confidence I look up and call Thee Abba, Father; My
Lord and my God, my Rock and my Tower, whom shaU Ifear?
Again the enemy has been trying to turn ray thoughts from my
precious Jesus, and I find it is only by simple faith, ever keeping my eye fixed on the atonement, that I can drive him hence,
and by the grace of God I can from my heart say—
" What though a thousand hosts engage,
A thousand worlds my soul to shake,
I have a shield shall quell their rage,
And drive the alien armies back.
Portrayed it bears a bleeding lamb,
I dare believe on Jesus' name.

Praise the Lord for His goodness, and for His wonderful
works to the children of men. My fuU heart cries out: " Not
unto us, not unto us, but unto Thy name give glory.' Tis
more than an angel tongue can tell or angel mind conceive.
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February 24th,—
*• If in this feeble flesh I may
Awhile show forth Thy praise,
Jesus, support this tottering clay,
And lengthen out my days."
Yes, blessed Jesus, my times are in Thy hands, and only
would I live to bring glory to Thy great and holy name.
Therefore purge me, though it be with hyssop; wash me, and
make me clean. Grant that nothing may reign in me but Thy
pure love alone. " Thy word is very pure, therefore Thy
servant loveth it." O h ! what a perfect Saviour is ours; One
Who loves us and saves us to the uttermost. Praise the Lord
that it was ever written, " The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son,
cleanseth us from all sin." I may ever go to that cleansing
blood; for it is all open and free, without money and without
price. Glory, glory! I cannot express what the Lord is
doing for me.
" All are too mean to speak His worth.
Too mean to set my Saviour forth."
" I would Thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath."
March Srd—
" The promised land from Pisgah's top
I now exult to see ;
My hope is full, oh, glorious hope I
Of immortality."
Yes, my hope is f uU,. praise the L o r d ! Ere long Thou wUt
take me to that promised land. There shall be no night, and
the Lamb Himself shall lead us beside the fountain of living
waters. While I ara writing, " My soul is leaping to g o ;
this moment for heaven I would leave aU below."
Yesterday had a visit from dear Doctor Bangs. I t seemed
while speaking of the goodness and lovingkindness of our
Father God, that this spirit " would burst the bonds of clay
and soar to realms of bliss." Sister Platts was also here from
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Glen Cove, and it rejoiced my heart to hear how the Lord is
leading His dear people there. Ride on, Thou mighty Conqueror, tiU aU shaU be subdued unto Thee, from the least to
the greatest.
March 11th.—
" Jesus, Thy boundless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue declare."
The past few days my soul has been, as it were, in an ocean
of love. Infinite condescension of the Lord to me, in view of
extreme feebleness and inabUity to do anything for my precious
Jesus. I should often be borne down, and nature would say,
" How long, O Lord, how long ? " But, praise the Lord, " He
giveth songs in the night," and is stiU saying, " I wiU never
leave nor forsake thee." " Yet a little while, and He that
shall come wiU come, and will not tarry." The Great I Am,
Jehovah, is our strength. He also is become our salvation.
March 15^7*.—Yesterday had a very precious melting season.
My dear pastor and wife, and Sisters Lankford, Annesley, and
E. D. Smith, with Brother J. P., were with me when we
partook of the Lord's Supper, and told of some of His dealings
with us. My cup was indeed full. In view of what He had
done for me I was led to ask—
•' Where shall my wondering soul begin ?
A soul redeemed from death and sin—
A brand plucked from the eternalfire;
How shall I equal triumphs raise,
Or sing my great Redeemer's praise ? "
This is probably the last time Brother Osborne wiU meet
with us, but, by-and-by, if faithful, we will be together above.
Hallelujah ! We will praise Him.
April 4th.—Since writing last have suffered much; yet,
amid aU, the still, smaU voice has whispered, " Be thou faithful
unto death, and I will give thee a crown of hfe;" and through
temptations and pain I am enabled to say: "Even so, Father,
for so it seemed good in Thy sight." For Thou hast said:
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" When thou walkest through the fire thou shalt not be burned,
neither shall the flame kindle upon thee." And here I rest in
the arms of my Beloved, learning that He doeth all things
weU.
April 17th.—How true the promises are—all Yea and Amen,
in Christ Jesus to them that believe. In every trial Thou art
my sun and shield.
May 24th.—Have had a sweet visit from my new pastor,
Rev. Charles Fletcher and his wife. I felt perfectly at home
with them. Brother F. read Psalm xxiii., and while beseeching the mercy-seat for a continuation of lovingkindness I was
almost constrained to say, " Let us build tabernacles here."
" I would Thy boundless love proclaim with every fleeting
breath."
June 10th.—Many are Thy wonderful works which Thou
hast done to usward. Words and strength fail rae to tell of
all the blessed work which the Lord, even my God, hath done
for me. Not only in spiritual things does He bless rae but in
temporal things, by giving me dear, kind friends, who do not
tire or grow weary in aiding us. Among the first is our dear
Sister Lankford; and for eleven years this faithful friend and
sister stood by me and mine. In the hours of deepest sorrow
she has ever been near my side to cheer and comfort, by day
and night, and to supply our wants, and in every way to aid,
and continues to be the same untiring friend. Had a most
precious visit from her to-day. She is not only foster-mother
to my dear Mary, but to us all. O my Father God, do Thou
indeed reward and bless her in this life, and afterwards give
her an abundant entrance into the land of rest. Was favoured
with a cheering season, while several were with me who united
in reading, singing, and prayer. The Lord was in our midst.
" Surely Thou did'st unite
Our kindred spirits here,
That all hereafter might
Before Thy throne appear."
September 25th.—Although not permitted to go to the courts
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of the Lord, where I have sung in sweet and solemn lays, yet
H e condescends to consecrate a house of prayer in my surrendered heart. Glory, glory be to His name !
January 3rd, 1860.—^It is with deep humility of soul that I
would record some of the lovingkindness of the Great I Am to
unworthy me. Through another year H e has preserved me,
although in much weakness of body, and like a broken vessel
laid aside ; yet I rejoice in the Lord and joy in the God of my
salvation. And though deprived of the privUege of praising
His name in the great congregation, as I once delighted to do,
yet I can teU of His goodness to my brethren, for H e kindly
sends many of His dear children, of different denominations,
to see me. I'll praise Him while He lends rae breath. When
I look back upon the past year, upon the many mercies that
we, as a family, have been blessed with, what cause I find for
praise. Death has not entered our circle. We have had food
and raiment, and all our returning wants have been suppUed.
Many dear Christian friends have been raised up to help us,
not only temporally but spiritually. I take all as gifts from
Himself to me.
Dear Lord, be pleased to bless each one
who has ministered to us. As they have fed us, do Thou
feed them with the bread of life, and clothe them with the
robe of righteousness, clean and white, that they may be
made meet for the inheritance of the saints in light. " Sick,
and ye visited Me," let it be said to them. I t is wonderful;
side, nalccd, hungry, and a stranger, and all my wants are
supplied. I t is the Lord, and I wiU praise Him.
February 14tli.—
" Pause, my soul, adore and wonder,
Ask, Oh I why such love to thee?
Grace hath put mc in the number
Of the Saviour's family."

Hallelujah! Eternal thanks to Thee. The past has been a
solemn week to me and to many. On Monday had a glorious'
time while a few of ray Father's dear children met with me in
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this little room, in the breaking of bread. Never, I think, did
I realise such a nearness of the great Three-in-One. I t was as
if the sky was rent and the heaven opened, and there was my
crucified but risen Lord, and while each one was telling of the
goodness of the Lord, the room seemed filled with the glory
of the Most High, like the upper room where the disciples were
gathered together when the Saviour appeared and breathed
upon them and said: " Receive ye the Holy Ghost." He does
save to the uttermost all that come unto Him.
" If such the sweetness of the stream,
What must the fountain be ? "
February lOtJi.—I will wash my hands in innocency, so will
I compass Thine altar, O Lord! My soul doth magnify the
Lord. He gives me a word in season to those who visit me,
that with humbleness of mind I raay tell of His lovingkindness.
My soul was wonderfully blessed whUe conversing M^dth
Murray Shipley and Miss Kate
, friends who called upon
me this morning; together we wept and praised the Giver of
every good and perfect gift, and related the many raercies the
Lord had bestowed upon us, and upon rae, so unworthy. In
the evening Mr. Shipley returned with his cousin, Samuel
Shipley. And, oh! how true it was that wheresoever two or
three are met in His name, He does bless. We had a glorious
season while Mr. Shipley read from the Word of life and
supplicated the throne of grace. Saviour, take the power and
glory.
March IQth, 1860.—]\j;any things seek to distract my mind;
but the Lord reigneth, let the earth rejoice.
I have been asked to resign my dear Hannah to another.
Oh! it is a sore trial to me, yet I do not think it would be
right to gainsay it or put anything in her way, for the young
man is, as far as I know or can find out, all I could wish
for my dear child. But I know that now we are a happy
little family, and I almost fear to take a step lest it should
mar our happiness. The matter has long been prayed over, for
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I foresaw what would soon come to pass, and I have long
desired and prayed if it would not be for God's glory and our
good, some hindrance might be put in the way. I also spoke
with friends who have known him for years, and all seem to
favour i t ; and I think I should do wrong to refuse her to him,
as there are no just grounds for doing so. And also, if I should
soon be taken away she would have a home. Thus I have
allowed her to become engaged. Oh I my poor fluttering
heart, be still; thy God still Uves.
** Give to the winds thy fears,
Hope and be undismayed."
April 11th.—
" Here I'll raise my Ebenezer,
Hither by Thy help I'm come."
Yes, bless the Lord, Thou hast gently led me along and
cleared my way. Twelve years since didst Thou show me that
narrow path, that way cast up for the ransomed of the Lord.
Praise the Lord for the simplicity of the way, by simple faith
on the atonement, trusting in the great Jehovah, Who hath said,
" I wUl guide thee with Mine eye," " I will hold thy right
hand." Oh I how shall I piaise Thee, my Father, for Thy
keeping power ? Although in many things I have come short,
yet the blood of Jesus Christ, His dear Son, cleanseth from all
sin. Glory, Glory! The reality of this is almost overpowering for the poor feeble frame.
My heart cries out. Draw near, all ye that fear God, and
hear what He hath done for my soul. And now do I again
consecrate myself with my powers to Thee, 0 Lord.

CHAPTER X I I L
CHANGING SCENES.

*' I know not thi: way I am going,
But well do I know my guide ;
With a child-like trust I give my hand
To the mighty Friend at my side.
The only thing that I say to Him
As He takes it, is ' Hold it fast;
Suffer me not to lose my way,
And bring me home at last,' "

1860.—This year Mrs. Cooke's oldest daughter, Hannali,
decided upon her marriage, in the full determination to make
a comfortable home for her mother with her, and thus, with the
entire approbation of all parties, their domestic matters bid
fair for much happiness. For this purpose they removed tc
larger apartments, but the unavoidable increase of excitement
in a large famUy was too much for Mrs. Cooke's weak nerves
and suffering body, and she remained with her daughter a little
more than a year, and was glad to return to her own quiet
little room again; and her most loving friends thought it
necessary for her to make the change. By a singular providence
the same apartments she had left were again ready for her, and
within the same walls that had so long witnessed her joyous,
though suffering, life, she renewed her Ebenezer.—En.
May 5th, 1860.—Here I am in a new habitation ; I trust
for the best. I know this, that I am in the Lord's hands, and
I have sought to learn His will in this thing, and to be guided
by Him. Friends have been very kind, especially Brother
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Stephenson, in sending men to move my things and carry me;
and last evening they came to see how I bore the movmg, and
we sang the hymn—
" Thou, Lord, hast blest my going out.
Oh, bless my coming in 1 "

After which we prayed that nothing should mar our peace, but
that, like the family of Bethany, we might have the presence of
the Master. And my heart fervently responded " Amen!" It
is not in man to choose his way. In Thee do I put my trust.
Thou art my hiding-place. Under Thy pavUion will I rest.
May 31st.—Yesterday my dear Hannah pledged her vows
to become the partner for life in the joys and sorrows of the
young man of her choice, John Paisley. As Thou hast been
the Guide of my youth and riper years, so guide them. My
dear friends have been very kind in sending Hannah things
for her comfort. Truly it is of the Lord, and to Him be all
the glory.
June 5th.—^Had a visit from Mrs. UnderhiU, with a relative.
They are attending the yearly meeting. Miss FolweU, from
PhUadelphia, seems to be very desirous to serve the Lord fuUy,
but is afraid of running before she is sent. Open Thou her
understanding, and she wiU learn Thy will.
June 30th.—Doctor Bangs was again to see me. What a soldier
of the cross he is! It always cheers me to have a visit from
him. I think, if He has kept his servant so many years, He
can also keep me. Brother Joseph Pullman was here at the
same time, and it was food for much thought as they sat side by
side—the one just on the steps of the celestial city, having borne
the burden and heat of the day, and the other, in the morning of
life, setting out for the battle-field to fight for the kingdom of our
Lord. Make him very humble and faithful; and when Thou
hast done with Thine aged servant here, grant that he may
depart in peace. Doctor Bangs thinks he wiU not be able to go
to camp-meeting this year, and it wiU be the first he has missed
in fifty-seven years. What a lesson to others !
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Also had a visit from Miss CromweU—a very sweet young
Christian, a Friend. She is seeking the narrow way, cast up
for the ransomed of the Lord to walk in. O my Father, give
her hght. I thank Thee that so many of that society are
waking up to their privileges and seeking purity of heart.
May they corae out with raore boldness and confidence, and
speak more plainly of the Lord's dealings towards them. Yea,
may they be constrained to say, I will praise Thee with my
whole heart; with my whole heart will I sing praise unto Thee.
Have received back my poor little maid, Kate ; give me wisdom
and patience to train her aright, not only for the duties of this
life, but for eternity. She is prone to evil; Thou knowest all
that is laid to her charge, but Thou canst change the hardest
heart. She is under Thy care, as a poor, helpless, orphan child,
having never known a mother's loving care.
MEECIES.

July 13th.—This day I am thirty-nine years old. So many
years of my life, and how little I have done, and made so little
progress. Yet although I have often been weary of life
through inbred sin, now in the strength of the Lord I can
defy its power, and bless the day that I was born.
July 27th.—Whom have I in heaven but Thee, my shield
and high tower ? He deigns to bless, to succour, and sustain.
He wiU not cast me off; no, for . . .
" He by Himself hath sworn,
I on His oath depend,
I shall on eagle's winds upborne
To heaven ascend."
To MISS WHITALL.

July ZUt, 1860.
M T DEAE SISTER IN CHEIST,—Yours of the 29th gave me
much pleasure, although I suppose you think I have been very
remiss in answering it. But this poor, feeble frame was not
atle, as I often attempted without success.
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I often think of your visit, and thank my heavenly Father
for the privilege of conversing with His dear children. Where
shall my soul begin to praise Him ?
Oh, how I rejoice, dear friend, that you ever set out in the
way, cast up for the ransomed of the Lord to walk in! Surely
it is a highway, a glorious way, for nothing that is unclean can
walk therein. Praise the Lord! I rejoice with exceedmg
great joy that you have been enabled to lay hold on Christ as
your Redeemer from all sin—to trust in Him, believing that
He is able to keep that which you have committed to His care
untU the day of His coming.
In answer to your inquiry, I think just as soon as we take
Christ as our Saviour from the power of sin, and trust and believe that He is not only able, but wilUng, to receive us and
cleanse us from sin by His own precious blood, that then we
enter into the way of holiness. Nor do I think it is left
optional with us, for I think we disobey Him if we do not
accept His proffered grace, for He has said, " Ask, and ye shaU
receive, that your joy may be full," and how can joy be faU
unless we have His smile ? And surely He will not smUe upon
us if we are doubting His word. I think many of us err in
not coming out, if need be, to confess Christ as our Deliverer
from sin before the whole world, but are ever saying by our
acts, if not by words, that it is useless for us to attempt to live
this Christ-Ufe, as we could not maintain it.
It is just what we need to Jceep us. We have, dear friend, a
faithful God, Who will do far more abundantly for us than we
ask or think, and all that He requires is that we make a full
surrender, and trust Him implicitly at cdl times. May you ever
be able to say, " Take my body, s[drit, soul, only Thou possess
the whole." And may yours be a living sacrifice, holy and
acceptable to the Lord; and if at any time you should faU
into temptation for a moment, do not parley with this or that,
but look away to the blood of sprinkling, and by faith in the
blood you shall be made clean, every whit, in a shorter time
than it takes me to write it, for remember, dear, that we hav(»
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not a hard Master, but " like as a father pitieth his children,
so the Lord pitieth them that fear Him."
Though we do many times err through inexperience, want
of knowledge, or weakness of body, we have an Advocate with
the Father, Jesus Christ, the righteous ; to Him, then, let us
go, and so live that He wiU not be ashamed to call us sisters,
for He declared that whosoever doeth the will of His Father,
the same is His mother, and sister, and brother. What a high
caUing! May we in aU things walk worthy of it, and adorn
it in all things and in all places.
With regard to this poor frail body, I have not much to say ;
it seems as if I was almost home, just in sight of the pearly
gates, and then my Master sends me back for a season.
Ever yours in Jesus,
BELLA. COOKE.

September 10th, 1860.-—Since writing I have been very near
my eternal home, and oh, how bright and sweet the prospect!
Yet my prayer is, let me not die before I have done for Thee
my earthly work, whatever it may be.
" Call me not home with missions unfulfilled.
Nor leave my little spot of ground untitled.
Impress this truth upon me, that not one
Can do the portion that I leave undone."
I have heard of the sudden death of a dear friend, Mrs.
E. M., and I so frail am still spared. My two kind physicians do all they can. Oh, that Thou wouldst make me
very useful this coming winter to any who may come into my
httle room!
Was greatly blessed while talking to a stranger whom Sister
Lankford sent to see rae. She is seeking full salvation, and
while telHng her how the Lord led rae, and how great things
He had done for rae, it seemed as if I was almost carried into
the third heaven. Bless to her this intercourse, and make her
wav plain before her, and enable her to take Thee at Thy word.
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Also, a visit from Mrs. E. D. Smith; how kind to come and
see me so soon after she came home.
To Miss FOLWELL.
Novemler 20th, 1860.
M Y VEET DEAE FEIEND,—Through the infinite mercy of an
aU-wise God I am stiU spared, and was made very glad by your
welcome letter so soon after your return home; but, before it
came, your kind aunt called with the beautiful book you had
left for me. I am much pleased with it, and beg you to accept
my thanks.
I greatly rejoice that you have entered into the rest of those
who believe; it is a glorious rest. Our Jesus, as you say, is a
precious Saviour; One in whom we can find a refuge from
everything that would disturb or annoy.
I do thank my blessed Master that He ever enabled me to
lay hold on Him by faith, and taste of His goodness. He is
precious, more than meat and drink—for it takes but little of
these to satisfy the poor body, but I find that momentarily I
need and have His aid—His Spirit to feed and satisfy my
spirit. Praise the Lord !
You ask, my dear sister, if I think it possible to always Uve
resting on Jesus' bosom, or whether it is necessary to have
clouds and mists to make us cling to Him by naked faith. I
think that it is our Father's will for us ever to live under His
smile, or why would our precious Jesus have said, " That My
joy might remain in you, and that your joy might be full" ?
and I cannot see if our joy be full, how we can be in the mist.
Paul says, " I can do all things through Christ, Who strengthoneth me." Of ourselves, truly we can do nothing; but it is
written, " I will put My Spirit upon you, and cause you to walk
in My statutes, that ye may keep my judgments and do them;"
and again: " He led him about. He instructed him. He kept
him as the apple of His eye."
We may give way to temptation, and thus bring mists over
our spirits, but I cannot think this is necessary, or in any way
NEW YOEK,
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pleasing to our Father. It is our pri^Uege to rejoice evermore;
not that we are sufficient of ourselves, but our sufficiency is of
God.
Give my love to your dear mother. That peace, joy, and
love may ever rest upon you and abide with you, is the prayer
of yours truly in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.

October 7th, 1860.—Twenty years ago this day I was led to
the altar a happy bride, and united to the man of my choice,
but during the past twenty years what changes have I seen !
Four of our wedding-party have gone with robes washed white
in the blood of the Lamb to meet the Royal Bridegroom and
feast at the marriage supper. Eleven years ago my dear
partner was transferred to his home in heaven, and I, weak
and feeble, left in the vale below with the precious little ones
committed to my care, and how utterly unable did I feel to
combat with the world and provide for them, but through grace
I was enabled to say: " Even so, leather, for so it seemed
good in Thy sight." I am Thine, these are Thine; take us,
and do for us as Thou wilt.
He gave me sweet peace, and assured me that He Who fed
me before would feed me still. He has given me many kind,
dear friends, and grace to train my little ones for Him. One
He has safely housed with her father and sister above, and the
others, I believe, are earnestly endeavouring to walk in His
statutes and judgments, and do them, and the little one I have
no doubt wiU be brought into the fold. ShaU I not, in the
fulness of my heart, cry out, " Bless the Lord, O ray soul, and
aU that is within me bless His holy name " ?
The city is a scene of great excitement and bustle in honour
of the Prince of Wales, and my whole heart says, God bless
the lad, and may he speedUy be brought to submit to the
Prince of Peace. What are all the titles and honours of this
hfe compared with the title held out to us by the King of
kings and Lord of lords ? We are heirs of God, joint heirs
8
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with Jesus Christ. How many would be glad to be caUed a
friend of the young prince, yet they neglect Him Who is above
all principalities and powers.
November IQth, 1860.—Faint, yet pursuing, is my present
motto. Hitherto the Lord hath helped me on my eventful
journey. In looking back, there are some things to mourn
over, but so much to be grateful for. Every step of the way
the Lord has gently led me and tenderly cared for me. It is
six years this month since He permitted me to bow at the
sacramental board in His house and with His people, yet He
hath never forsaken me. Thirteen years ago He told me He
would never leave nor forsake me, and when He hath tried me,
I shall come forth as gold.
December 30th, I860.—This is the last Sabbath in the year—
a solemn thought, that another year is gone; to others it may
not appear so, yet I am weaker than this time last year.
" One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o'er and o'er,
I am nearer home to-day
Than I have ever been before."
What changes have been in my little home durmg the year,
and we know not what may be in the future; but this I know,
my Father has promised never to forsake rae. His promise
cannot faU.
January 2nd, 1861.—The past year has been one of many
and great changes, yet Thou hast been our guide, and we know
not what is in the future. We received news from our friends
in England which troubled us, but the Lord is our CounseUor.
I had a few friends to see me, among whom was Mr. I. Douglass,
whom I had not seen for seven years, and if seeing our friends
gives us so much pleasure, what will it be to meet all around
our Father's throne? May we have an abundant entrance.
My room was filled with the power of the living God. I do
thank my heavenly Father for giving me so many dear ones
among the Society of Friends. Miss ShotweU has indeed been
as a ministering angel, oftentimes sent with some gift when
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none but God knew how much I was in need. I have told
Him, for although He knows what we need before we ask, yet
He hath said: " For aU these things wUl I be inquired of by
the house of Israel." It is very sweet to go right to Him, as a
child to its earthly parent, and tell Him all our wants, and
watch Him open the way for us to take our daUy food, as il
were, from His own hand, just sent by one of our family, foi
are we not all of the family of Christ, bound together by one
of the strongest ties; was not the precious blood shed for us
aU; and is it not declared by Him that we are His sons and
daughters ?
January 29th, 1861.—StUl give me that sweet, trusting peace,
which Thou hast so long vouchsafed to me—make me pure as
Thou art pure—holy, as Thou are holy, so that aU with whom
I may have converse may feel that I have been with Jesus.
February 4th, 1861.—Mr. Murray Shipley was here to see
me from tho West; he is earnestly inquiring the way to God ;
indeed, I believe he has entered the way, and only needs
establishing grace. It humbles me in the dust to think of one
like him coming to ask anything of me—one so weak and
ignorant. But I know the Lord sometimes uses the most
humble to testify of Him, and it is my daily prayer that I may
be useful in that which wiU tend to His glory. Go with that
dear one in all his journey. I have sent him the Life of
BramweU and Wesley's " Plain Account." Oh, that he may be
blessed in reading them, and come forth as a bright and shining
hght!
March 1861.—Mrs. Butler called, and what a friend she
has been to me. She has had a conversation with Mrs. E. D.
Smith, and they thought I could not remain here another year,
as the family is large and the commotion too great. I would
rather be alone with Mary, but how can I meet the extra
expense ? Yet no one knows how I suffer in having so many
about me; but I cast it all upon the Lord. I did not intend
to speak of it to any one, but Mrs. Smith would know how I
was supplied. Both the ladies assured me that I should have
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all that would make me comfortable, and I should tell Mary to
look for a room, and take it as soon as possible. My Father,
guide me in all the matter.
July 9th, 1861.—On the 2nd I was brought back to this
dear little old house, where so many happy hours have been
spent. O Lord, I will praise Thee. Bless my coming in and
compass me about, and keep me from sin, that I may show
forth Thy praise. Miss Whitall and several other friends
kindly help me, so that I shall be enabled to keep house again.
I cannot tell how my poor heart rejoices in the goodness of my
Father, that He puts it into the hearts of His dear children to
aid and comfort me.
August 1861.—My dear Hannah is removed down to
Thirteenth Street; weU, the Lord reigns and we wiU rejoice;
doubtless it is right, though I may not see her and the dear
babe so often, yet she is in the hands of God her Father, and
while He is with her. He will also be with me. I triumph and
adore—my soul sweetly leans upon its Beloved. While my
mind may be taken up in a measure with earthly cares and
trials, yet, praise the Lord! my soul sees the King of kings,
and freely talks with God ; for I do feel that the Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost have come and taken up their abode in ray
heait, and though poor and unworthy, they deign to dwell with
me in this little room. He is mine and I am His. Help me
to spread Thy praise abroad and tell Thy wondrous love to me.
September 1st, 1861.—Since last writing have been very near
home, even in sight of the celestial city. Suffering aud
distress of body, with convulsions, have been my lot of late,
and the end seemed very near, but above all I could hear the
Master's voice : " It is I, be not afraid." At such times I have
no choice, dare not choose, for I am not my own, and my
prayer is. Do as Thou wilt, only let me be Thine, fuUy Thine.
" But sometimes, when adown the western sky
A fiery sunset lingers.
Its golden gates swing inward noiselessly
Unlocked by unseen fingers.
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And while they stand a moment half ajar,
Gleams from the inner glory
Stream brightly through the azure vault afar.
And half reveal the story."
" 0 land unknown ! O land of love divine 1 "

I have been looking through the opened gates. Some friends
I would like to have seen, but they were far away, among
whom was my dear Sister Lankford, more than a sister to me.
But the Lord has spared rae a little longer, and afresh on the
morning of a new month, I consecrate myself to Thee, body,
soul, and spirit; seal me Thine to do or suffer all Thy will.
October V2th.—Had a visit from two friends who are in the
town from Philadelphia—mother and daughter—Mrs. and Miss
Whitall; both are fuU of love and good works. I think I
never met with a young lady like Miss Whitall, so loving to
her mother. She seems ripening for heaven. While here on
earth may they win souls for Him.
October 15th.—To-day had a visit from Doctor Stephen H .
Tyng—the first time I have seen him. The almond tree is
fiourishing, and those that look out of the windows are
becoming dim. A great and good man.
I found it a time of refreshing. The Spirit of the Lord was
upon him, and we found it good to approach the mercy-seat.
It matters not by what name we are called if we belong to
Christ. I always find Jesus is so precious whUe conversing
with His children of every name. All one in Christ. Doctor
Tyng presented rae with his likeness, which I highly prize.
The past week I have found my God to be a stronghold and a
pr3sent help, while some things which try men's souls have
been hurled at me. I rejoice in God ; and though an host
should encamp against me, in this will I be confident;—one
thing have I desired of the Lord, that will I seek after, that I
may dwell in the house of the Lord all the days of my life.
November 1861.—My heart was raade glad and my spirit
was greatly revived to hear of the opening of the Mission
School up in Uecond Avenue by the Society of Friends. The
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first Sabbath they numbered fifty-seven. AU the chUdren are
of the poorest, picked out of the streets and brought together
to mingle with a few of God's dear children. Mrs. Euth
Murray and Mrs. A. Tatum were the chief ones to commence
this good work. They keep me acquainted with its progress.
W h a t shall I render unto Thee, O my Father, for these kmd
friends ? They are so mindful of me. They often send to me
just when the oil and meal are exhausted. I daily ask of Him
to send to me by whom H e will; and shall I not take aU these
blessings from His hand ? Although H e knows what we have
need of before we ask Him, yet H e has said by prayer and
supplication with thanksgiving we are to raake our requests
known ; and I know that H e hears m e ; and the sceptic would
stand amazed could he know how the Lord has indulged me—
how H e has had compassion on me. I t is very wonderful how
I have been cared for and fed all these years, how friend after
friend has been raised u p ; and although in the body I have
very much to suffer, yet I rejoice in the Lord and joy in the
God of my salvation; for H e maketh me to mount up as on
eagle's wings. H e anointeth my head with oU, my cup runneth
over. Oh, that men would praise the Lord !
November 24th.—John says: " I was in the Spirit on the
Lord's day." May we not also say so when the Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost manifest their presence in our hearts ? When
with two or three of His dear children we meet in this Uttle
room and sing and pray, is it not filled with the glory of God ?
Such was the case to-day.
Among the rest was Mr. M.
Shipley from Cincinnati. Bless them all, and me also, that I
may show forth Thy praise.
December 4th, 1861.—" llie desire of the righteous shall be
granted." I must here record a little circumstance to show that
the desires of the heart are given to us. On Saturday ray dear
Mary said, " Now, raother, what shall I get for dinner tomorrow ? " I said I did not know, but I would like a little
piece of roast duck. She went out and inquired the price and
came back. I said I could not get one ; they smelled too much
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of silver, but if it was best I should have some soon. Very
early on Monday morning, Mrs. A. Tatum and Mrs. Dickinson
called in, and Mrs. Tatum had a plate covered with a napkin.
She said: " Bella, we had roast duck for dinner yesterday, and
I did want thee to have some whUe it was warm, but had no
one to bring it, so I brought thee some to-day, and hope thee
will like it."
December 27th.—I have been almost overwhelmed with the
kindness of my dear friends during the past month. They
have seemed to be determined I should partake of their share of
earthly blessings. We have celebrated another of our Saviour's
birthdays.
" H e laid His glory by.
He wrapped Him in our clay ;
Unmarked by human eye
The latent Godhead lay.
Infant of days He here became.
And bore the mild Immanuel's name."

November 30th, 1862.—Thus far the Lord has led me on.
What a world of changes, coming and going, meeting and
parting; but by-and-by we shall get home no more to separate.
A short time ago a young man called and announced himself
as George Addy, son of Rev. J. Addy, of Newfoundland. I
could not for the moment believe it, as I had not heard anything of them for more than twenty years, and it did not seem
possible the son of ray dear cousin, who left England twentyseven years ago as a minister to those wilds in North America,
could be standing before me; but so it was. He is attending
lectures at the medical college in this city, and I ara thankful
to find that while he is seeking knowledge in his profession he
is not unmindful of the God of his father.
To MES. WHITALL.
N E W YOEK, January

l^th,

1862.

of the 10th came to hand all
safely. I return you many thanks, dear one.
M T PEECIOTJS FEIEND,—Yours

I20

Rifted Clouds,

Your letter was a great comfort to me. Love and sympathy
from those we love is very sweet, and to have one of those
little silent messengers to talk to us and tell us of loved ones
far away is very precious. Letters are a great treasure to me.
Your gift adds to my outward comfort. Oh, how kind!
May He whose the earth is and the fulness thereof ever bless
and fill you with His Holy Spirit.
I have not seen Mrs. H. Dickinson lately, she has been so
taken up with her numerous duties. I know she is getting
along finely in the Divine life, going on from strength to
strength. I think her a lovely Christian. Mrs. D. asks after
you when she comes.
The mission school is progressing nicely. I think a great
and good work is begun there, for in that field we have every
reason to believe that the seed sown by that faithful few shall
in many hearts take root and bring forth fruit to the honour
and glory of Him Who died for them.
I am very much rejoiced, dear one, that our Father has been
unfolding to you new beauties in His written word. Oh! 'tis
sweet to trace out His wiU in it, and His dealings with those
of old, and then to feel that this Great, High, and Holy One
is ours—our Father and our Friend.
And now you say, "Don't forget to tell me about your poor
body." Well, dear, I have only the old story of pain and much
weakness. I have had to heal up the old issue, and the doctor
had to make a new one in my side. I t is about the size of a
silver dollar, and, of course, very sore. I t makes it very hard
to move in the least or use ray hand ; but perhaps by-and-by,
when I get a little raore used to it, I shall get along better. I
have much I should like to say to you but cannot.
I still find the Lord very precious. We have One Who pities
us as a father pities his children, and as one whom his mother
comforteth, so will He comfort us, and we all know how
tender and kind a mother is to her sick child, yet how much
more the Lord is to us! Hannah, her husband, and boy are
well. Mary is well and happy. We are very comfortable in
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our little home. Much love to each of your family, and with
many prayers for your welfare.
Ever yours in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
Aufjnst \ith, 18G2.
MT VEET DEAE FETEND MES. SUIPLET,—Yours of July
12th came, for which please receive my sincere thanks. I cannot teU you how much good your dear letter did me. I was so
glad to hear that you were livinp; so sweetly under the smile of
your heavenly Father. Oh, 'tis sweet to thus dwell under the
shadow of His wing! I was glad that you enjoyed yourself so
much in our city. The Lord is good. His tender mercies are
over all His works.
I enjoy very much the visits of our dear band of Christian
sisters in Thirtieth Street; they are very, very kind to me,
their spirits are so pure. I like to have them sit by my bedside
and breathe in that spirit of love which they possess.
Have you heard Mrs. D. is out of town ? Mrs. Murray
has another httle girl. Mrs. Tatum was here the other day;
she is very much engaged with the sick and wounded soldiers.
I beheve she spends two whole days every week with them, and
as much more of her time as she can. I had a visit frora Mrs.
WhitaU on her return frora St. John's. She left dear Miss
Alice there. I rejoice to hear that she is longing after the
mind which was in Christ. They are pronounced blessed who
thus long, for they shall be filled; this the dear Saviour said,
and not one jot or tittle of His word can fall to the ground till
ah shall be fulfilled. Go on, ray dear sister, yours is a glorious
path you have begun to walk iu. No half-way work can
satisfy you. Blessed be our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.
He saveth to the uttermost all that corae unto God by Him.
It is His wiU, dear one, that you should go in and be a full
possessor of all the promised inheritance. Satan may try to
tell you that you cannot live thus, but you know his character ;
we don't pretend to believe him. And while nothing short of
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a full conformity to the Divine will can satisfy us, nothing short
of this will satisfy Him whose we are and whom we serve. My
poor feeble prayers go up daily for you and dear Miss Abby
that all the wUl of God may be done in and by you. I have
been rather poorly the past week, fainted twice in getting ray
bed raade. And now, my dear, I comraend you to God and to
the word of His grace.
Yours truly in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
To

M E S . A.

SHIPLET.

Nvvemler 5th, 18C2.

I fear you wiU, ray dear Mrs. Shipley, think rae very tardy
in not having before this answered your very kind note by our
friend Mrs. Dickinson. I t was truly refreshing to me, a few
lines from you, and to hear of the Lord's dealings with you. I
rejoice that H e is leading you step by step into the promised
land—that land of corn and wine, that rest of uninterrupted
communion which every true believer pants to see.
Go on, dear friend, turn not to the right nor to the left, but
steer a steady course and faint not by the way.
H e is waiting to strengthen you with His Spirit's might in
the inner man. But we must not forget what H e has told us,
that although He is the One to blot out all our sins and
iniquities, yet H e says, " P u t me in remembrance ; " and again,
" I wUl yet for this be inquired of by the house of I s r a e l "
Oh, then, let us come with that living faith which laughs at
impossibilities, and cries. I t shall be done ! 'Tis swtet to rest
in His embrace, and know no will but His. I have so often
seen and felt that H e knows so ranch better than I what is best
for rae, that I dare not take ray little affairs out of His hands.
I had a sweet and profitable surprise last evening. Mrs.
Dickinson, Miss ShotweU, and Mrs. Shipley all came to see me.
I t seemed like heaven below; Jesus, even our Jesus, talked
with us by the w a y ; our hearts were refreshed, we were
strengthened, at least I was, and could but praise and adore
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Him WTio is so kind. Well might the psalmist cry o u t : " Oh !
that men would praise the Lord for His goodness and for His
wtDuderful works to the children of meu." And our hearts
echo the sarae—yes, with our whole hearts wiU we praise our
God,
The ladies were all weU, and would send their love if they
knew I was writing. I am hap])y to say Jenny Dickinson is
better. Much love to Miss FolweU. And now, dear friend,
may H e Who is able to keep you from falling present you
faidtless at the coming of H i s glory with exceeding joy, is the
earnest prayer of yours, with much affection, in the best of
bonds.
BELLA COOKE.
T H E R I O T I N 1863.

" No evil shall come nigh thee."
To M I S S W H I T A L L .
SECOND AVENUE, Augvst Gtli, 1863.
M T PEECIOTJS F E I E N D , — I was so glad to get a letter from
you, you are so kind to rae, and I so unworthy; but it is all
of the Lord, and to Him shall be all the glory. How can I
thank you and your dear mother for your continued kindness
to me.
I was weU aware that my dear friend would not forget me
in the time of trial which our city was passing through in the
late riots.
W e were very mercifully and wonderfully preserved through
it all, although the whole block on which we live was threatened
to be burned; yet, not a hair of our heads was injured.
Although the cannon roared and shook our dweUing, it did not
corae nigh u s ; we were hid under the shadow of His wing;
only with our eyes did we behold it. Many were kiUed in
sight and sound of our house.
The people around here attribute our safety to the fact that
there were sorae rebels in the corner liquor store, but I to
another cause.
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Dear Mary acted very nobly until it was all over ; nor did she
falter for a moment in her efforts to keep all calm for me ; but
when the quiet came, she sank, and could scarcely rise from her
bed for one or two days
Dear Miss Alice, I have sent you a card—they say a picture
of myself; how do you like it ? I was so tired and nervous in
getting ready, and the very effort to throw it off makes me,
I think, look siUy; but all say it is like me, so it must be
right.
Yours truly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
To THE SAME.
SECOND AVENUE,

April 9th, 1864.

received your welcome letter
this morning with your kind gift, for which please accept my
warmest thanks. You are so kindly prompt. You speak of
thmking it would be better to send or give me the year's money
in advance ; about this, dear friend, I have nothing to say; it
must be left entirely with yourselves.
ShaU we see you at the yearly meeting ? I do hope we shall.
I hear Miss Abby is coming and perhaps Mrs. Shipley. I am
looking forward to a most blessed time; not that this is a time
of dearth—far from it; the Lord is indeed very good. His
mercies faU not; I wonder and adore: many times I have to
cry out, " What am l o r my father's house that Thou art mindful of me 9 » I have lately been very wonderfully cared for.
I must teU you of what my dear Thirtieth Street friends have
been doing. You are aware that in every kind, good work they
are among the first. WeU, Mrs. Tatum has made many handsome togs for the great Sanitary Fair. One is a fancy set
0 doUs so made that by turning a pivot or sprmg they are
n I set in motion. Some friend suggested it would be well to
M T DEAB MISS WHITALL,—I

benefit, and it was ^^^ff''\''^^^J\,
M a Cooke's
she would do it for twenty-five cents each tor J^e
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benefit. This was well received by aU. And how much do
you think it yielded ? Fifteen dollars, twenty cents; was not
this beautiful ? I can hardly realise it. Little did I think the
Sanitary Fair was to be any help to me. It is providential,
for Annie has had no sewing the past two or three weeks, and
thus we are cared for. My Father won't let rae be anxious ;
He does supply all ray needs, both spiritual and temporal, and
to Him shall be the praise. I have for the past few weeks
been more poorly than usual, but the Lord is ever with me: He
giveth songs in the night; He leads rae to rejoice in Him, to
trust, and not fear; to lie passive in His hands and know no
wUl but His. With many thanks for your kindness, and prayers
for your welfare,
I remain, yours truly,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE LIGHTED PATHWAT.

• For the promise is unto you and to your children."—ACTS ii. 39.
" I long to praise Thee more, and yet
This'is no care to me,
If Thou shalt fill my mouth with songs
Then I wiU sing to Thee ;
And if my silence praise Thee best
Then silent I wiU be."

January 9th, 1864.—Three days ago my dear Mary was
married to the Rev. Joseph PuUman, a young man of deep
piety and full of promise, glad to labour in the Master's
vineyard; and God grant they may both be faithful. Oh!
how lonely my home seems to me without that dear girl; much
as if I had had a funeral. But I beheve it is in the order of
Providence that she should be with that young man to work
for souls. Many friends have contributed to their comfort in
exceUent and pretty presents, and I can only say when I look
at aU the goodness of the Lord in caring for my dear children
one after another, "What hath God wrought?" They are
blessed with everything to make them comfortable and happy.
His promises have been yea and amen, and here I wiU set
up another Ebenezer.
Our dear friend, Rev. Thomas G. Osborne, came to perform
the ceremony at the church; he took dinner with us, which
was prepared and sent by dear Mrs. Taber, so that I might not
be worried with it. After dinner Mrs. Lankford and Brother
Lankford, with other precious friends, came m, among whom
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was, of course, Brother Stephenson. They sang the hymn,
" All haU the power of Jesu's name." Yes, I did feel that I
wanted them to crown Him Lord of all, for He had done
everything for me and mine. After this they went, round to
the church and were united in one, and left for their new
home and field of labour.
12th.—Received letters from my dear children; their people
received them most kindly and affectionately.
June 20th, 1864.—The past week I have been near the
celestial city; on the I5th had a severe attack of convulsions,
and for some time was unconscious of what was passing. But
oh, the goodness of God to me ! Truly His mercy faileth not;
for twelve years I have been subject to these attacks. The
first I had in September 1851, two weeks after the death of my
little Josephine.
Friends have been so kind to me in these sufferings that I
wonder they don't tire; it is the Lord Who disposes their
hearts with forbearance and love.
June 27th, 1864.—This day had the sacrament of the Lord's
Supper; my soul seemed to be basking in the rays of the Sun
of Righteousness, swimming in an ocean of love. Day by day
the Lord unfolds to me new beauties of Jesus, and I feel, as it
were, clothed from above.
" Jesus, Thy hlood and righteousness
My beauty are, my glorious dress;
'Midstflamingworlds in these arrayed,
With joy shall I lift up my head."
July ^th, 1864.—Last evening a fire broke out in the ceUar
of the front house, and the flames were raging for fifteen or
twenty minutes before engines could be brought. Brother
John Pullman was sitting beside rae when the alarm was given.
At the first sound he went to lend his aid. I was startled, but
in a moment my heart went out to my Father God, and such
an inward calm pervaded it that I was astonished at myself.
I quietly lav here and gave directions about what was to be
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saved, and told my dear Annie that the Lord would take care
of us, and she must try and keep perfectly calm. She put up
our clothing, in which I placed my Bible, hymn-book, and
album, then girded the bed-spread about me and waited the
result, which was, that only with my eyes I should behold it,
for He gave His angels charge over me. Brother John
PuUman worked very hard, coming in often to see how I was
getting along. Many brethren were at the door, but were told
it was best not to come in as Brother Stephenson was with me,
and the less commotion there was about me the better. Even
the firemen, when asked where the sick woman was, replied,
" Oh, we will take care of her, if it takes the whole of us." I
had no fear, this verse was running through my mind all the
time—
*• Calm on tumult's wheel I sit,
'Midst busy multitudes alone.
Sweetly waiting at Thy feet,
Till aU Thy wiU be done."

The 91st Psalm was a great comfort to me: " Thou wilt keep
him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Thee, because he
trusteth in Thee." O Lord, give rae a word in season for aU
who turn in to see me. Let all our conversation be seasoned
with grace, and may we ever be enabled to strengthen each other
on our way. Yes, my Father, Thou hast preserved my fatherless
children alive, Thou hast dealt bountifully with me and mine.
March 1865.—I thank Thee, my Father, that Thou hast
granted me my request, and permitted me to get for the four
past months one dollar per week for Mary Story, a poor
afflicted child of Thine, also many articles of clothing to make
her comfortable for the winter. And Thou hast also privileged
me to get three dollars per month for poor old coloured Grin
Franks and help her through the past winter. But a Uttle
while, and no matter from what clime or colour, we wiU aU
meet in our Father's house, where there wUl be no chiUing
vidnds or fears of rent-day. We wiU aU be safely housed in
glory. My dear Joseph wrote to know if it would be weU for

The Lighted Pathway,

129

him to write a note to Mrs. Jaffray and obtain a little help for
poor bUnd Hannah of Middletown, Ct. She is in great need.
I sent his note and wrote one also, and received ten doUars
for present use, and Mrs. J . will give her five doUars per
month for one year. Praise the Lord! I also made it a
subject for prayer, and resolved to ask every one who came in
for a month, except those I had tired out, and those not able
to give. My good Doctor Sabine gave me twenty doUars from
a friend, Mr. Stephenson five, Mrs. Murray five, and Mrs. W E.
Dodge five. A number of others gave me smaUer sums, which
raises the amount to about seventy doUars. Praise the Lord!
He is good, and wiU provide; yes. His word is truth.
Thanksgiving Day, 1865.—Poor blind Hannah is again made
glad. Mrs. Jaffray continues her kind gift monthly, and,
through the goodness of my heavenly Father, I have sent her
forty doUars. How blessed to be permitted to do a Uttle for
others.
October 1866.—We were about to gather a little sum for
poor blind Hannah for Thanksgiving, but she has escaped to
bliss, is now set down in her Father's house, seeing and
knowing as she is known. Her cares are all fled, her doubts
are all slain, and the hour of her triumph is come. And, byand-by. Thou wilt take all Thy waiting ones home. TiU then
we would Thy praise proclaim.
GEBMANTOWN, 1, 1, 1866.

this day, the first of the new
year, this day of so many new resolves, and turning over of
the new leaf, I determined no longer to have to reproach
myself with neglect of so dear, patient, and forgiving a friend
as thyself. I was especiaUy glad to see thy handwriting again,
as but the day or two before I had heard a mysterious report,
that thy last year on earth had been spent, and thou hadst
changed the cross for a crown. How this arose I cannot say,
but Mrs. Shipley heard it from a neighbour of hers. I do not
know whether to be glad for thy sake that it is not true, except
DEAE BELLA COOKE,—On

9
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that I must congratulate thee that the wiU of the Lord is being
done and fulfilled in and by thy continuance on this side
Jordan. For thou art one who can say, " I worship Thee,
sweet wiU of God, and all Thy ways adore." What brings
quietude and rest to the believing child like this loving of
God's wiU ? I cannot boast of loving much, or doing much,
but of having been forgiven much I may, and join with thee I
do in the song " Goodness and mercy have foUowed me all the
days of my life," and " I will dwell in the house of the Lord
for ever." . . . May this year prove a fruit-bearing year, dear
friend, not void of suffering to thee or to me probably, but
may honour and praise be brought unto Him, whose we are,
and Who gave Himself for us, and has now given Himself
to tis.
I could wish thou couldst share in some of the good meetings
where Mrs. Shipley and I often meet. . . I must close my
letter and remain thy friend. Mother's affectionate remembrance is to thee.
A. S. F.
PHILADELPHIA, 1623, FILBEBT STREET,
1, 1, 1866.
M T DEAB FEIEND BELLA COOKE,—The first time that I write
the date of the new year is to thee. How my heart reproaches
me for my long apparent neglect; many times have my thoughts
turned to thee and dwelt upon the times of refreshing at thy
bedside; but there it rested, and I did not write. Indeed, I
was so paralysed with the stunning blow of my father's and
mother's death, of which, perhaps, our friend G. Dickinson
may have told thee, that I had no energy to write or do anything but exist from day to day. I have found at last that
working for Jesus is the best cure. Although when we first
returned to the city, after a summer of so much sorrow, it
seemed utterly impossible ever again to go to work, yet, blessed
be His lovingkindness and tender mercy. He has at last
restored to me the commission, "Feed My lambs," qualifying
for His service in my little measure; so I am regaining slow ly
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health and tone of mind and spirit. But I would not dweU on
myself, unless it were to praise God afresh for every turn of
His hand upon me, entreating Him to teach me by His Spirit
all the lessons He would have me learn in the school of
suffering. Thy last letter to A. S. FolweU (December 27th) was
most unexpected to me. I had feared I should never see thy
handwriting again, for, strange to say, there was a rumour
here that Jesus had caUed thee to His everlasting rest; and
when I was reproaching myself that I had so long been sUent,
thinking I should never have another opportunity of telling
thee of my loving interest and Christian fellowship in this
world, behold thy letter came! Not yet, not yet! A little
while longer to glorify God in suffering, then to reign with
Jesus for ever! Knowing the blessed truth that "Whether
we live, we live unto the Lord, or whether we die, we die unto
the Lord; whether we live therefore or die, we are the Lord's,"
how little matters it when He calls us home! One thing is
certain: Christians are told to " comfort one another with these
words "—words of blessed hope and expectation, of looking for
and hasting to the day of the Lord's coming with great joy
for we look for new heavens and a new earth, wherein dwelleth
righteousness.
I was truly rejoiced to hear that thy dear children have been
made instrumental in reviving the work of the Lord. Are not
prosperity and adversity set one against the other ? On the
one hand, thou hast the blessedness of seeing thy children not
only walking in the truth themselves, but turning many to
righteousness; on the other hand, thy faith is sorely tried by
the workings of the enemy. Let patience have its perfect
work, and it may be that even yet thou shalt be able to praise
Him for a wonderful salvation where it might be least expected.
I need not wish thee " A happy New Year," knowing that as
thy times are in His hands Who doeth all things weU, His wUl
is thy happiness, and the year must be happy.
Abby FolweU is the stay of her aged parents in their declining, years, and frequently shows her welcome face with us
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We always love to see her corae in and hear her words, filled
with a holy zeal for the Lord.
I have enjoyed very much this winter the meetings for holiness at Mrs. Longacre's—similar to Mrs. Lankford's. They
refresh and feed my soul many a time. Last night we went
to watch-meeting at Mr. Longacre's church, and had a solemn
season. I trust it has strengthened our covenant.
Hoping soon to receive one of thy welcome letters, I bid
adieu, commending thee afresh to Him Who is the delight and
beloved of thy soul.
Thy friend and sister in Christ,
ANNA SHIPLET.
To MES. A. SHIPLET.

492, SECOND AVENUE, January 22nd, 1866.
M T DEAE M E S . SHIPLET,—Yours was received, and often I
have thought of you in your deep aflliction, but felt insufiBcient
to offer you any comfort, but I did earnestly pray the Father
to comfort you in the bereavement, and believed you had
learned to " go and tell Jesus," and He hath said : " I am the
resurrection and the life"—blessed assurance, that if we live
in Him here we shall reign with Him in glory, when aU tears
shall be wiped from our eyes, for
" No lingering look, no parting sigh.
Our future meeting knows ;
There glory beams from every eye,
And hope immortal grows."

I was surprised to hear that a rumour wa^ abroad that I
had been called " to the land of the living ; " not yet hath the
Master called me away, but is stiU saying: " Be thou faithful
unto death, and I will give thee a crown of life."
Is it not worth a little raore suffering toil, a few raore perplexities and cares ? Oh yes, for we do know that the furnace
wUi never be heated too hot, for the Master sits by and watches
the precious metal, and when His image is clearly seen, He

The Lighted Pathway.

133

will say : 'Tis enough, come up higher. O h ! I do thank H i m
for all that is past, and am perfectly wUling to trust Him for
aU that is to come, for " when H e hath tried me I shall come
forth as gold." Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene that
rises to my sight!
What a countless company stand before yon dazzling throne!
Palms they carry in their hands and crowns of glory on their
heads. And, if faithful, I, too, shall stand with them who are
aU in white robes arrayed, and sing the new song unto Him
Who hath loved us and washed us from our sins in His own
blood. To Him be glory and dominion for ever, Hallelujah I
We will praise Him, for H e is worthy. I t seems day by day
the Lord is enlarging and filling this poor heart, and I cannot
praise Him as I would. I want every breath to praise Him.
I t seems as if everything becomes raore beautiful, and my cry
is, " Let all that hath breath praise the Lord."
I had a very interesting visit from the gentleman who
brought your letter. H e seems a very fine man. How kind
of you to write such a good, long letter! I do prize letters so
much ; they are a great comfort to me. And now, dear friend,
I am tired, and commit you to Him W h o is able to keep that
which is committed to His care to the day of His coming.
Kind regards to your husband and children.
Yours in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
P H I L A D E L P H I A , 1G23, F I L B E E T STREET,

12, 24, 66.
M T D E A E F E I E N D BELLA COOKE,—Throughout this long
silence thou hast not been forgotten, as thou wilt understand,
when I explain the gift enclosed. Last summer, when Sister
Catherine Shipley came on frora Newport, she came to our
country home straight from thy sick room, where she told us
she had been refreshed in soul and body. She then found us
engaged in work for thee, which we intended for the beginning
of a chUdren's Christmas fair for thy benefit. A kind friend,
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who had formerly been a boarding-school teacher, had started
our work by giving us a quantity of material left frora her
school; and the children were busily engaged raaking it up.
From that time to this we have been devoting our spare time
to this, and many sweet and refreshing thoughts of thee and
of thy patient endurance of suffering have been mingled with
the work. Our and thy dear friend, Alice WhitaU, and family,
have also been devoting themselves to helping on the work,
and their contributions were so beautiful, I long for thee to
see some specimens of their work. Other friends, hearing of
it, sent in their contributions ; some from Burlington, through
Rebecca W. Allison. And little by little the rills flowed
together, forming in time quite too large a collection for our
small rooms to display to advantage. On Seventh day last
Catherine Shipley kindly lent us her beautiful schoolrooms,
and we arranged our fanciful and useful departments; toy
table, doll table, art table, etc., for the children. Our friends,
who had been informed of it, poured in, and before noon the
prayer I had had in my heart for months was answered, and
we had taken in one hundred doUars. How earnestly I gave
thanks! Before night the remainder came in, and with joy I
send it to thee for a Christmas present, as a joint gift from
many friends to whom the name of BeUa Cooke has become a
household word; and (through the photographs) her face a
memory for life. Take it directly from thy loving Father's
hand ; I know thou wilt; He sends it to His faithful servant.
Our watchword for the children (about ten were engaged in it)
was: " Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of
these. My brethren, ye have done it unto Me." And it was
beautiful to see how the meraory of that text would spur them
on to their work when their little hands were weary, or their
feet eager to run and play. Is it not sweet to be helped from
the Lord through the children ?
In haste I send Christian love.
And am thy sister in Christ,
ANNA SnirLBT.
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TO MES. COOKE'S BEOTHEE, JAMES BEETON, ENGLAND.

Decemler 1866.
I am glad to see that you have got the chapel opened. How
I wish I could have been there. We received the placard
before the day of the opening services, and at family worship,
morning and evening of that day, we prayed to that great God
Who liveth for His people that He would indeed give His
blessing to the services at BeetonviUe that day, for the building
up of His kingdom ; and we sang the sarae hymns. I felt He
was indeed the sarae God in every clirae and place. Glory be
to His holy name. We will trust and praise Him, for He is
worthy.
I tried by allowing for the differences of time to fix the
hour when you, ray dear brother, should be laying the cornerstone for the new chapel, and have foUowed along waiting for
the tirae when it should be opened for services, and am glad I
have been spared to hear the glad news. I shall never see it,
but I in thought often travel through the streets you named
for us aU in BeetonviUe, and by-and-by we will, I trust, as a
family, all meet in that city whose Builder and Maker is God.
I am glad you gave the ground and brick for it. You will
never be any poorer for having done so.
Your loving sister,
NEW YORK,

BELLA COOKE.
To M E S . A. SHIPLET.
March 30^, 1867.

kind note of the 25th of last
month was received. I thought it would be best to write to
the chUdren first, and this poor body wiU only allow me to do
just so much.
I believe I have answered all the busy bees who have written
to me; if not, please teU me. Their letters wiU be prized by
me as long as I live, they are so sweet and pretty.
M T DEAE FEIEND,—Your
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You say in yours that you would like something of my
nistory. It is a checkered one, but all mixed up with mercy
and boundless love. Oh, ray dear friend ! it has been all love
that marked out my path, and He, my kind and indulgent
Father, hath ever walked by ray side, guarding rae and saying,
" This is the way; walk thou in it." I am perfectly wiUing,
dear friend, to tell any of my friends anything of my former
life, but pardon me if I say that during my life, at least at
present, I shrink from having it published to the world with
my name attached. Sister Lankford years ago, as did also our
late Doctor Bangs and others, desired rae to raake a note of some
of the many deliverances the Lord had wrought out for me.
I am not my own, but the Lord's, soul and body. All are His,
and if it is right, and will add one tittle to His glory that these
things should be known when I shall have gone home, I have
nothing more to say about it; or if He should show me that
it is now my duty to have it done I know He will guide me
aright.
His goodness is stUl the same, boundless and free. Daily
He shows me more and more of His love. Oftentimes I am
so weak that I cannot form a prayer, but I just leave myself
resting on His bosom; while His left arm is under me His
right hand is over me, and thus I rest. Praise the Lord!
Leaning on His bosom as a babe in its mother's arms. And,
do you know, when anything turns up that might harass or
distress, I look to Him and my heart goes out: Father, I am
Thine; save me ! and it seems everything, every sharp edge, is
taken off, and I can sweetly rest.
His will is mine, and my soul waits for that wiU; and when
sometimes things of a very trying nature are thrust at rae they
cannot touch rae for the armour of ray God.
And, ray dear friend, those who visit me, and to whom I
often tell His goodness, cannot but magnify the Lord, as His
lovingkindness is so strongly manifested in my case. They
praise and adore, and it leads them to greater trust. As
regards this poor body, it has gone through much suft'ering.
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and the frail bark has often trembled in the storm, so that it
seemed as if it would founder, but
*' My failing flesh His rod
Shall thankfully adore ;
My heart shall vindicate my God
For evermore."

I know not how to praise Him. I t seems soraetiraes when
I dwell on His goodness as if ray breath would stop, that goodness is so great. We cannot conceive what H e hath in store for
us, if we only trust Him and walk with Him. And now, dear
friend, praying that our God may ever be to you as a pUlar of
fire by night and as a cloud by day, leading you just where H e
would have you go.
Believe me, ever yours, affectionately in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
T O THE SAME.
NEW YORK, Becemler Wtli, 1867.
M T D E A E M E S . S H I P L E T , — Y o u r very kind and welcome
letter of November 11th came duly to hand. I can hardly
think a whole month has rolled round since I received it.
I know full well that very many cares are upon you, and all
the heads of families who try to discharge their duties aright.
Could you sit in my room for a week you would find that I , too,
have many duties. Yes, just as much as this feeble body can
attend to.
The past year I have given out, in Sunday School and at
home, about 13,000 pages of t r a c t s ; also bought for Doctor
Sabine SS25 worth, sorae from the Book Concern and many of
the Ashworth tracts. This, of course, takes some care and
thought, as I always wish to give a correct account of all raoney
entrusted to my care.
I cannot tell you, my dear friend, how thankful I am to ray
heavenly Father that H e puts it into the hearts of sorae of
His dear chUdren to let me be the bearer of sorae of the glad
tidings of a Saviour's love. I t is so kind in thera, and I do
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praise Him for it. T do indeed find that the way becomes
brighter and brighter. My days seem too short to praise Him
as I would, and more and more I feel that
" His goodness ever nigh,
His mercy ever free,
Shall while I live,
Shall when I die
Still follow me."

Yes, for—
" He calls a worm His fi-iend.
He calls Himself my God
And He will save me to the end
Through Jesus' blood."

Then shall we who are thus cared for, children of a King,
ever travel with soiled garments and a wailing cry ? Oh no !
we wiU come before Him w^ith songs of praise; we will appear
before our Father with garments washed white in the blood of
the Lamb—that Lamb slain for us. Yes, glory to the Lamb !
We will with singing to Zion return, for we have a goodly
heritage, and we are well able to go up and possess it, for—
" Courage, your Captain cries,
Who all your toils foreknew—
Toils ye shall have, yet all despise ;
I have overcome for you."
But I did not intend to tire you with so much about myself,
but pardon me, my pen has run on, for ray heart is glad, and
had I a thousand tongues I would try and sound ray great
Redeemer's praise; but, by-and-by, this stammering tongue
wUl be released, and then—
*' In a nobler, sweeter strain
I'll sing His power to save."
Give much love to Annie and Susie; teU them I often pray
and think of them, desiring they may be aU the Lord's.
Yours truly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTER XV.
GOODNESS AND MEECT.

" Pure religion and undefiled, before Grod and the Father, is this: to
visit the fatherless and widow in their affliction, and to keep himself
unspotted from the world."—JAMES i. 27.
"Ask God to give thee skill
In comfort's art.
That thou mayest consecrated be
And set apart
Unto a life of sympathy ;
For heavy is the weight of ill
In every heart,
And comforters are needed much
Of Christ-hke touch."

January 1868.—Glory, honour, and praise be given unto
Thee, O Lord of Hosts, that through another year Thou hast
spared me. Here we are, the living to praise Thee. Goodness
and mercy are written upon aU our pathway. Jehovah Jireh,
He has provided, and will; for His promises are all yea and
amen to them that believe—not may be—but, blessed be God,
are now yea and amen. , And we wUl praise Him with the
whole heart. Many loved ones have been to see me. My
returning wants have been supplied, and my Father assures me
they shall be, not only this world's need, but He feeds my soul
with marrow and fatness—He giveth me songs in the night
season, and maketh aU my bed, and causeth me to rejoice in
His name. Here wUl I raise my Ebenezer! For hitherto the
Lord hath helped me,
February.—Glory be to Thee, my Father, that in Thy good-
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ness Thou hast condescended to use my dear children to bring
sinners to Jesus. My dear Joseph sends me word that fifty
souls have found peace, thirty of them being heads of famUies,
and have raised their family altars. Praise the Lord! Oh,
for more souls ! We ask not for wealth, or even freedom frora
pain, but to be useful in Thy vineyard—stars for our crowns.
Have just been trying to help a poor old lady, seventy-five
years old, a widow, whose son followed the sea and was drowned
a year ago. For twenty-six years he was a sailor. His daughter
lives with her grandmother, and earns only fifty cents per day.
The old lady has no use of her hand, having broken her wrist
by a faU. Have written a note to Miss Busteed to get some
help from the ladies' " Seaman's Society " for her, also a note
to Mrs. Clarkson. Mrs. Hunting sent me in some provisions
for them. Yes, dear children, while I have breath I wUl pray
for the prosperity of Zion. They say, " Pray on, dear mother;
we see the answers to your prayers. You could hardly do more
than you are doing if you were up here." Lord, I thank Thee
for this. May my children have mighty faith. Brethren
Mackey and Russell were here to-day full of zeal in their
Master's cause. Brother Irwin is still with ray son at Seymour,
and souls are coming to Christ. My Lord, I thank Thee that,
notwithstanding the severity of the winter. Thou hast supplied
all ray wants. Thou art ray " Jehovah Jireh." All ray springs
are in Thee. Thou art the life of ray delights ; the glory of my
brightest days and comfort of ray nights. Yes, when no eye
can see and no ear can hear. Thou givest songs in the night.
Thou art ray husband, brother, and friend, ray King and my God.
March 5th, 1868.—I am thankful for the mercies of another
week. Dear Doctor Sabine was here. His visits always do rae
good—he is so spiritual. We had a good talk about his conversion, his missions, etc., etc. His heart warms on the subject.
He is all alive to saving souls—its great importance. Money
seems to be no object with him so that good is done. He gave
me five dollars to give to poor Brother Russell, a dear child of
God, an old saUor, who lent five doUars to a fallen brother
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and the doctor thinks he wiU never get it. On leaving he
turned back to say: " Don't tell him I gave it." Had a visit
from Mrs. Onatavia and Miss Elliott. They are members of
Doctor Tyng's church, and are true women of God—all alive
to spread the truths of the Gospel.
Again I must say the Lord has dealt bountifully with rae, by
enabling me to do something for the poor old woman with the
lame wrist, although it is not out of my own pocket. I felt so
deeply touched with her case in having lost her son who was
all her support. On Monday I sent Miss EUiott to see her,
and she gave her one doUar and fifty cents, and laid the case
before a friend of hers who sent five doUars. On Tuesday I
sent Brother W L., and he left her three doUars, and sent
her a ton of coal. In answer to my note to Mrs. Clarkson, I
received a ticket for one dollar's worth of food per month.
The poor woman is an American and a humble follower of
Jesus. Although it is the way of tribulation. Thou wilt bring
Thy people through, and wilt not leave them in their distresses.
March 20th.—Brother McCreagh was here, and brought a
bed-quilt belonging to a poor girl in Guildford, Ct., who has
lain on her bed for five years with a spinal complaint. She
pieces them together and her mother quilts them, and he
thought that perhaps I could get more for it here than they
could. I will try. Praise the Lord, I have sold poor Emily's
quUt for eighteen dollars, value ten, but I told the circumstances and said I wanted eighteen.
April 10th.—Received an answer from Mrs. Jaffray with
regard to a note requesting some help for poor old Mrs.
Cleveland and E. Kelsey. She will send me five doUars per
month for each for one year. Noble woman, great is thy
reward ! How these poor hearts will rejoice ; what a help it
will be for them. Must try and get Eliza Cleveland something
to do to earn her bread. Heavenly Father, direct us. Thou
hast said, that not a sparrow falleth to the ground without
Thy notice, and that " the r^ry hairs of our head are all
numbered," and we believe it.
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April 14th.—Have just parted with my dear Mary and
Joseph. They have returned to Seymour, Ct. Am glad of
that, as they wUl be able to nourish the young converts, and
may they be more abundantly useful.
April 16th.—My dear, good Doctor Sabine was here, and I told
him I wanted him to give rae two dollars per month for E. K.,
and he gave me six months in advance. Praise the Lord!
So she will now have seven dollars per month, which wiU be
a great help to her, and I have an order for two more bedquilts at eighteen doUars each. My soul rejoices in the Lord;
I feel that He is watering it with the dews of heaven. Oh!
He is so good to me and I ara so unworthy; yet He does not
expect strength where it is not given. He knoweth ray frame,
and remembereth I am dust, therefore He pitieth His feeble
chUd.
May 3rd.—Not of works, lest any man should boast, yet
faith without works is dead. Wrote to Mrs. W E. Dodge in
behalf of E. C. to use her influence to secure her a place of
work in the Bible House, and sent Eliza to her pastor for a
note, which Mrs. Dodge will indorse.
May 4th.—Have a place for E. to work. Praise the Lord !
Thou hast a care for Thy children. I will be able to give the
old lady four dollars per week untU her grand-daughter begms
to earn something, then I trust to be able to give her two
doUars per week besides the five per month from Mrs. Jaffray
for the summer.
May 13th.—Have had a letter from Mrs. A Shipley giving
an account of the funeral of our dear departed Miss Alice
Vf hitall. She has gone to reign with her Lord. The last time
she was here she brought me some flowers and arranged them
on ray bedside; took out two roses, and putting one in my
cap and one in my gown, said, " Now, don't thee ever say thou
hast not worn flowers." But they faded, and she is gone
where flowers never fade, gone to meet her risen Lord where
sickness will never pale her face; gone to the harp, and the
crown, and the welcome. "Well done; inasmuch as ye have
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done it unto one of the least of these, ye have done it unto
Me; enter into the joy of thy Lord."
May 21s<.—Had a caU from Mr. H. Lawrence, brother-in-law
to Miss WhitaU, to teU me something of her last days, and
give me twenty-five dollars on account of one hundred she left
for me. Who would have thought when with her soft and
quiet step she went forth from my room that her good-bye was
the last, and that she would be the first to get home ? He
doeth aU things weU. Praise the Lord !
June 9th.—^Have been much comforted during the past week
by the visits of Friends who have been holding their yearly
meeting, and many of their prayers of faith and love have gone
up from this little room. Sometimes as many as ten or twelve
have met here at once, and the Friend, the Most High, met
with us, and I was led to exclaim, It is good to be here! Bless
the Lord that names, sects, and parties fall when our blessed
Lord reigns in the heart. Thus the prayer of Christ is fulfilled, " That they all may be one; as Thou, Father, art in Me
and I in Thee, that they also may be one in us."
I feel more and more the need of spreading His praise
abroad, and this is my greatest comfort to urge sinners to come
to Jesus. I almost wish for a thousand tongues to tell of His
wondrous love to me—poor, weak, unprofitable me. But this
is my place, in my little corner, on my bed, and I praise Thee,
0 my Saviour, that in this little upper room, even here, I know
and feel Thee as my companion and friend. Nor would I
change it for any other place, for by night and by day Thou dost
comfort and cheer me, and Thou dost let me lay my weary
head on Thy breast, and feel that Thou makest aU my bed in
my sickness, and wUt never leave me; yes—
" Both my arms are clasped around Thee,
And my head is on Thy breast.
And my weary soul has found Thee
Such a perfect, perfect rest;
Dearest Saviour,
Now I know that I am blessed."
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July Qth.—Yesterday Brother Stephenson brought an Italian
brother to see me, who has been converted from Romanism,
and he is now studying for the ministry, to return to Italy
and preach Jesus. He seems to be quite in earnest for a Ufe
fully devoted to God. Many, very many of ray dear friends
have left the city for the country, but I am left behind—but
Jesus goes not from rae, but is ever present, near my bed and
in my heart. I do not feel as I once did when dear ones leave
me—no sadness comes over me now. He guides every step
of the way, and though it may be up the steep mountain side.
He is ever saying: " Fear not, I ara thy strength." This
excessive hot weather pulls rae down, but even such a little
thing as this is noticed by Him Who fills the heavens and earth;
His words, " Be of good cheer," have often comforted me.
July 15th.—Many have gone to the Manheim carap meeting,
whither the armies of the Lord are gone up to fight against
Satan's kingdom.
" The praying spirit breathe,
The watching power impart,
From all entanglements beneath,
Call ofE their peaceful heart."

The enemy has been trying to disturb my peace. How true
it is, " Ye are not of the world; if ye were of the world, the
world would love its own." But, glory to the Lamb; He
brings us off victorious.
" No cross, no suffering I decline.
Only let my whole soul be Thine."

" Give to him that asketh of thee, and from him that would
borrow of thee turn not thou away." To-day that text was
most powerfully impressed on my mind, when one of the
Lord's poor children came in, and sitting down began to weep.
" What is the matter ? " I said. She replied, " Oh, tell me no
raore of rich Christians; I have been to three people this
morning to borrow a little money, and they say they don't
lend to any om, I dojj't want to beg, but I have no money.
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and my board must be paid, I cannot get work, and what am
I to do ? " " Give to him that asketh thee," etc., rang in my
ears. " What do you want rae to do, and how ranch do you
want?" "Well," she replied, " I can get books to sell, but
I have no raoney to take rae out of the city, or to get anything
to eat." I had ten dollars to see rae through the month, and
I gave her five. She wept aloud, " I cannot take i t ; you
cannot spare it. Your daughter is sick, and not able to work;
I know you cannot spare it." " Take it," I said, " I know I
shall get on, and don't say a word against rich Christians ; you
don't know what they have to try them ; ' Judge not, that ye
be not judged.'"
" Ah, the judgment seat was not for thee,
The servants were not thine ;
And the eyes whichfixthe praise and blame
See farther than thine or mine."
" Well," she said, " I do not know when I can pay you, perhaps
never." "Very M^eU, I wiU leave that with my heavenly
Father." Lord, help us to do aU Thy will here, that we may
reign with Thee in glory.
July 21th.—Jehovah Jireh! To-day W L. came in and
said, " I have just got a note from Mrs. W., who is in the
country; she has sent you five dollars to buy ice-cream and
fruit this dreadful hot weather." Praise the Lord ! " Give
to him that asketh of thee," etc. Yes, He knoweth those that
trust in Him.
August 2nd.—Had a generous gift from a noble brother who
is laying up treasure in heaven. Thus all my wants are
supplied. He wUl not suffer us to be tried above what we are
able to bear. Glory to the Lamb!
October 7th, 1868.—Have been very feeble the past two
months. My dear Doctor Sabine was astonished after an
absence of a few weeks to find me so low, and remarked that
I appeared nearly home, that he feared to put in a new issue ;
he thought I could not bear it, but I begged he would try, and
10
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if that does not give me sorae relief I cannot be long kept
frora ray home in heaven. No one can ever realise what this
poor frail body suffers, nor can they know how ray Father
cares for me. Yes, His lovingkindness is ever toward rae;
" His left hand is under ray head, and His right hand doth
erabrace me." When reading, " Cast thy burden on the Lord,"
I found by the reference it means in the original " roll" thy
burden, and so, when too feeble to lift and cast it, I can roll it
along at the feet of my beloved Master.
This is my wedding-day: twenty-eight years ago I was
married to my dear husband to walk life's pathway together,
but he has outstripped me and left rae behind ; then the Lord
told me that my Maker was my husband, and truly He hath
proved Himself so ; for nineteen years He has kept rae sweetly
leaning upon Him. As He has been husband, father, king, and
God to me, I will praise Him. My dear chUdren have been to
Greenwood, the beautiful city of the dead, to visit the restingplace of their dear father and little sister, and they teU me it
is a beautiful spot. Brother Mackay, who gave rae the new
tomb, also has it kept in order. How indulgent is my heavenly
Father; it is not enough that He should care for my returning
wants in life, but permits rae to know where this poor piece of
clay shall rest until the last trurap shall sound. Brother and
Sister Mackey, with my dear chUdren, took tea with me, and
the Master was with us and blessed us.
October IQth.—My dear children, Joseph and Mary, have
gone back to their home; Lord, make them useful in Thy
vineyard—let Thy work revive and precious souls be saved—
give them a single eye to work for Thee.
" Jesus, all the day long,
Is my joy and my song."
Praise, my soul, adore and wonder! Ask, oh, why such love
to Thee ?
November 6th.—Am expecting daily to hear of my precious
sister's departure. When last she wrote, she told me how
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much she enjoyed, when here last June, the yeariy meeting
time, and when the Friends visited me she was in the Uttle
room, and could hear them pour out their souls at the mercy
seat; she said: " I t was good to be there, my dear, for they
were live prayers, and did me good."
It grieves me to hear of so many poor people who are
suffering, as the cold weather creeps on, and how comfortable
my Father in heaven has raade me, and so unworthy. How
often the hymns of my childhood come before me.
" Not more than others I deserve.
Yet God hath given me more.
For I have bread while others starve.
And beg from door to door."
Like my sister, who writes, " I feel that much of my time
has run to waste, and I am perhaps near my home;" I have
lived too much for self, while there is so much to be done for
the Master that I feel it would be just to say to me, " Slothful
servant;" but I know the sinner's plea, " Mercy!" I take
this in my hand and go pleading; it suits my case, for if the
Lord should be strict to mark iniquity, who should stand ?
November 23rd,—My dear sister has passed the trial; the
operation has not succeeded to save her. The tumour is so
attached the doctors say they have no hope for her. WhUe
they were getting ready she took her pen and wrote this to
me:—
" DAELINQ- SISTEE,—Fear not, only believe the Lord reigns ;
He keeps me in peace ; I wiU not fear; blessed be His holy
name. The Lord bless you, dear little one.
" LIZZIE."

I thank Thee, my Father, that she could, through grace,
triumph in view of what she was to undergo. Thy word is
true, Thou dost give Thy children grace for every time of need.
Lord, bless her this night, and give her sweet rest through
believing, and, if it be possible, make her short journey easy by
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her head leaning on Thy bosom, hearing Thee say, " Be not
afraid, it is /." I being the youngest and smallest, was
generaUy called little sister or little Bella, and ray darling sister
in her last effort on earth addressed me by the famUy pet name.
November 25th, 1868, Thanksgiving Day.—Last night I felt
that my sister was very low. Lord, bless and comfort her, and
whisper, " Peace, be stiU."
November 2Qth.—Annie is home, and poor sister stiU lives.
They thought she was about to depart on Wednesday night,
when I felt she was so near death, but rallied again. " Take
life or friends away, but let me find them aU again in that
eternal day." I leave all with Thee; Thou art loving and kind,
and doest all things well.
December 2nd.—Yes, precious saint, thy days are ended—aU
thy mourning days below; thou hast gone to sit at thy
Saviour's feet, to sing the melodies of heaven clothed in white,
and to see Him face to face. My dearest sister slept in Jesus
this morning at five o'clock. Her last words were, " Perfect
peace in Jesus." Another gem in my Saviour's crown, another
soul in heaven; yes, from a world of grief and sin, with God
for ever.
Lord, calm this heaving breast. Thou Who didst weep at the
grave of Lazarus, Thy friend, wilt not chide these tears when
Thou hast taken this loved one from us. Thou didst comfort
the sisters; comfort me. I was not able to go and see the
last of that dear one; abide with me, I am Thine; Thou art
my present help in this my time of need. When the telegram
came I felt what it was, and lifted up my heart to God to
sustain me, and He did. He is always true to His word.
Lord, strengthen and support her dear husband and son to
bear this trial, and sanctify it to the good of their souls, that
her faith, and patience, and almost blameless life may speak
to them, that they may meet her at Thy right hand in glory
She entered into eternal life on the birthday of our mother and
sister Hannah. They have hailed her ere this out of a large
family, and soon we wiU gather up our feet and die, and meet
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our father's God. My afilicted brother writes: " The monster
(tumour) that killed our precious Lizzie I buried in the garden.
It was a solid mass, almost like a ham, only more round, no
fluid in or about it, and weighed thirty pounds. The seven
doctors who attended her, and those at the post-mortem examination, never saw its equal" But she is safely beyond its
sufferings.
December 25th.—Yes, well may I say, " Glory to God in the
highest, and on earth peace and good will toward men." To
think He left the Father's throne and came down to dweU with
men. Yes, precious Jesus, we will praise Thee. Thou art all
love to Thy chUdren, and mayest see fit to try our faith, yet we
will not fear. Jehovah Jireh ! Some of my dear friends have
already brought their kind love-offerings; Mrs. Haxton and
Miss Naylor some beautiful fruit and flowers, and Mrs. Tatum
her annual gift. Yes, the Lord is good, and hath said that
water and bread He wiU give for food, also such things as He
sees good, and He indulges me with these deUcacies.

CHAPTER XVI.
GEACE, MEECT, AND PEACE.

" In the multitude of my thoughts within me, Thy comforts delight
my soul.—PSALM xciv. 19.
YEA, Thy comforts delight my soul; they are new every
evening and fresh every morning. Oh, for David's harp or
David's gift of song ! Day unto day uttereth speech, and night
unto night showeth knowledge of His majesty and gentleness,
His mighty works and the benignity of His providences.
January 2nd, 1869.—I vrrote to Mrs. Jaffray to see if she
could help a poor woman with her rent, and to-day received
an answer, saying she " will give three dollars per month;"
so poor Mary MorreU wiU be relieved, praise the Lord!
January 9th.—Jehovah Jireh! Yes, the Lord wUl provide.
Faith is being severely tried ; long-standing sources of help are
being cut off, but, courage, my soul, on God rely; dehverance
soon will come; aU is in His hand, and He wiU help; He
wiU uphold with the right hand of His power. I wUl trust
Him ; my heart goes out with the prophet, although thefigtree
ShaU not blossom neither shaU fruit be in the vine, the oUve
shall yield no oil, no herd in the staU, yet I wiU rejoice in
the Lord and joy in the God of my salvation. He has cared
for me aU these years, and will He leave me now ? Goodness
and mercy shaU be my song, and have been aU my days. So I
say, trusting, as " God luill, and in his hottest fire hold stiU."
Praise the Lord I
January 24<A.—Brother Stephenson was here and sang that
good old hymn, " Away my unbelieving fears." I told him I had
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no fears. The next verse was my experience, " Although the
vine its fruits deny." He said, " Yes," and he felt the last
verse was very good, and so it is ; I feel every word—
" In hope believing against hope,
Jesus, my Lord, my God, I claim."
How sweet to trust Him at aU times and in all circumstances;
He does all things well. Purge and cleanse me, precious
Saviour, if need be, only stand by me. I have heard of the
death of ray brother's wife in England. She died, as all the
rest have done, in the faith, and with a hope full of immortality,
cUnging to the Rock of Ages.
February 6th,—All ray springs are in Thee, yes, dear Lord,
temporal as weU as spiritual.
Thou hast seen fit to try ray faith a little, but all is well.
Thou knowest ray heart, and Thou knowest, though Thou slay
me, yet will I trust in Thee. Many sources had seemed to be cut
off—friends who had for years sent in their Christmas offerings
had failed to do so, and Satan would fain have had rae think I
was forgotten, but it only made rae the raore firm, and Habakkuk's faith answered me when I looked upon the empty staU or
fruitless vine. I will joy in the God of my salvation. The
other day Mr. Lawrence caUed from Philadelphia, and said
Mrs. Whitall had desired him to call and leave me seventy-five
dollars, the balance of the one hundred dollars Miss A. W
had left me when she went to her better home. He said
Mrs. Whitall thought perhaps I needed it. Oh, what a condescending Lord! They had said if I needed it any time to
send and I should receive it, but the answer always was,
" Stand still, and see the salvation of God." And here it is all
explained. Yes, we wUl trust Him and not fear.
February 10th,—The Lord is showing rae that He cares for
me. My true and long-tried friend. Brother Stephenson,
brought me a noble gift; thus when he has tried my faith He
honours it, and will withhold no good thing from us if we walk
uprightly. If we walk in the Ught, we have fellowship one
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with another, and the blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth
us from aU sin.
February 14ih.—My dear Annie has been very sick, and is
still so; well, the Lord knows best what to do; He does aU
things well. Therefore, I will praise Him. Mrs. Haxton and
Mrs. E D. Smith are very kind, doing all they can for us.
Mrs. Haxton went to Annie's employer and told hira she was
ill; he said she should not lose her salary. Mrs. Haxton said
if he could not let her have it, she would ; he answered it was
against the rules, but she should have it. He hath promised,
and must perform ; glory be to His holy name. I had no idea
of such a thing, nor had I any anxiety about the matter, for He
will provide.
May 12th.—" I wiU instruct thee, and teach thee, in the
way that thou shalt go." Blessed promise! How kindly does
our heavenly Father encourage His children to come unto
Him. How truly this has been verified to me the past week.
On Sabbath, Brother Stephenson brought Brother Pearsall to
see me. " Why," said he, " I thought you had got home long
ago." I said, " The Master has left me yet." I had not seen
him for some years.
May 16th, 1869.—Twenty-two years this day since I set
my feet on these shores, in this city, and what hath not the
Lord brought me through ? Goodness and mercy have been
my portion. A pathway of love and mercy in green pastures
and beside living waters. " Bless the Lord, O my soul, and
forget not all His benefits." Here I ara, a raonuraent of grace,
abounding grace. How raany have been taken frora the household band since then: father, mother, husband, children, and
sisters ? These all died in the Lord. Even my Uttle child of
seventeen months, with beaming eye, said, as her last words:
" See there, my papa, my papa ! " One sister said: " I shall
be satisfied when I awake in His likeness." Thus star by star
declines tiU all have passed away. And here I ara, tho raost
feeble of the flock and alraost the last of the family left. " God
moves in a mysterious way His wonders to perform." He hath
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kept and brought up my fatherless children, and not one of
His promises to me has faUed. Yes, with my whole heart wiU
I praise Him.
May 11th.—Twenty-two years to-day since I first met with
the church in Twenty-seventh Street. Precious day! Friends'
yearly meeting has been held since I last wrote; many have
been to see me, and our mingled petitions have gone up to the
mercy-seat. How preciously the Saviour breathed upon us and
said : " Receive ye the Holy Ghost," and our hearts were filled
to overflowing while we had to exclaim, " It is good to be here ! "
He is ever saying: " What is it I shaU do for thee ? "
Ask and receive, that your joy may be fuU. Yes, we realise
it here, a fulness of joy. " Sin, earth, and hell I now defy,
I lean upon ray Saviour's breast." I have been expecting to
hear that ray dear Hannah has gone to be for ever with the
Lord. She has laid for sorae days on the brink, but the Lord,
in His infinite mercy, has spared her a little longer to us,
her husband, and children; and to His name be all the glory.
He will not lay upon us any raore than He will give us
strength to bear. How can I fear ? Let the storm beat
ever so roughly. He is there; His kingly hand is stretched
forth, and with majestic voice He speaks : " Peace, be still."
June 17th.—The Lord has given my dear Joseph and Mary
another darling child to nurse for Hira. May they, while
rejoicing over this their third baby, be raore in earnest than
ever to live near to God, and thus be enabled to train those
precious souls for His glory.
August 3rd.—Have had a busy and soraewhat anxious tirae
the past two weeks. On the 28th ray dear Annie, my youngest,
was given in marriage to William H. Hillier, a young man I
think every way worthy of her. To say it is no trial would
be wrong. It is a great trial, but I have a strong support; my
God is able, and does support me in a wonderful manner, and
in Him is ray trust. But for twenty-eight years I have always
had one child to whom to give the good-night and good-morning kiss, and have had the cheery voices around the roora; but
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now aU are gone, and I am left alone. No, not alone, for
better than daughters or sons He has proved Himself to me for
the last twenty years. He told me He would be my husband,
brother, friend, when He said to that dying saint, " Leave thy
fatherless children, I will preserve them alive; let thy widows
trust in Me." Was it an idle tale ? No, n o ; it was said by a
faithful God, Who makes no mistakes, one Who never mocks
His children, and now I look to Him, and in His erabrace I
rest. We had a very pleasant tirae ; a few choice friends met
before going to church. Brother Seaman and wife, and Henry
and Grace Dickinson, who had just arrived from England, and
many others. Brother Stephenson chose the beautiful hymn—
" Love divine, all love excelling."
I could say but little. My thoughts went afar off to the
marriage supper of the Lamb, as I looked on all ray dear
children, and prayed that as I had thera here I might be able to
present them faultless before my Lord, and with liim who is
gone before stand and say, " Here we are, Lord, and the
children Thou hast given us." He has promised the blessing
to our children and to all who are afar off, even to as many as
the Lord our God shall call. And well do I remember the
prayer offered by the venerable servant of God, my father, for
these little ones when he said, "Yes, for the generations to
come." To-day I praise my God for such parents. I make
not my boast of wealthy parents, as the world caUs rich, but of
parents passed into the skies.
After the hymn was sung Brother Stephenson led in prayer,
and such a prayer is seldom heard. He went back to the time
when, as strangers, we came to our new home, and brought us
all along up to the present time, and I had to exclaim, " Here
I wiU raise my Ebenezer, for hitherto the Lord hath helped us."
The room was filled with the power of God. Jesus was as
surely here as at the marriage feast of Cana. After this they
all went to the church, the same to which I went with my dear
husband twenty-two years ago, when we were strangers in a
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strange land. My dear Joseph married them, and Brother
Stephenson gave her away to another to love and cherish. God
grant they raay be happy! AU will soon leave me, but the
Master of the feast wiU stay, for He hath said, " I will never
leave thee nor forsake thee." In eight months I have had in
my family two births, three deaths, and one marriage. Amen.

CHAPTER X V n .
THE SHADOW OE HIS WINGS.

" Yea, in the shadow of His wings will I make my refuge until these
calamities be overpast."—PSALM Ivu. 1.
" I do not ask that God shall always make
My pathway light :
I only pray that He will hold my hand
Throughout the night
I do not hope to have the thorns removed
That pierce my feet;
I only ask to find His blessed arms
My safe retreat."
January 20th, 1870.—Goodness and mercy, dear Lord, have
foUowed me all my days, and still are manifested towards me.
The past month has been one of severe suffering, such as I
never felt, and never thought could be felt and borne by human
being, but in the midst of the hottest fire my Lord was at my
right hand, saying, " Fear not, I am with thee; I wiU be with
thee to the end." Praise the Lord, there are no ifs or huts;
it is all " I will / " Oh! how the soul rests on this " / will I"
as I told Doctor Sabine, I had not power to cling, all I could
do was to rest on this " / will / " I could only Ue and rest
on the everlasting arms which are placed underneath me and
round about me; yes, for His left hand is under my head,
while His right hand doth embrace me. Glory be to His holy
name; I will trust and not be afraid. When Doctor Sabine
came, whom I at last sent for at the earnest desire of Doctor
Palmer and others, he was very sorry that I had not sent

The Shadow of His Wings,

157

before. He said he must bring a surgeon and have help.
An operation must be performed, and I must take ether or
I would surely die. Yet he knew not how I would stand the
ether, but they must try. I said he must do just as he
thought best. On the 31st of December they came. When
I saw the instruments and the bottle of ether my soul was kept
in peace, and the borderlands were calm, and stUl, and solemn
as the silent shades; not a ripple of a wave passed over my
peaceful soul, but these beautiful lines were fixed on my mind—
" Faith lends its realising light.
The clouds disperse, the shadowsflee;
The invisible appears in sight.
And God is seen by mortal eye."
Yea, God is seen by mortal eye—seen in my kind friends
ever standing ready to do all that could be done, among whom
was dear Mrs. De Lamater, who came every day for nearly
two weeks. Miss ElUott, who tried to prepare something tempting for me to eat, and many other tried friends.
God is seen, too, in my kind physicians, who for years have
been ready, by night and day, to give me ease. But above all
is He seen in the gift of His Son to die for us in our human
form, that He might know what sore temptations mean, what
hunger, thirst, and fatigue are—that He might sympathise with
us, and be a more glorious Saviour. Yes, God is seen by
mortal eyes. Thanks be unto God for His unspeakable gift. On
Monday, when my good Doctor Sabine carae, he was overjoyed
to see rae so comfortable, and said, " Your work is not yet
done, dear Mrs. Cooke; it is very wonderful how the Lord
leaves you with us, and through how much He brings you. It
is all of Him. Now, you must try and eat a little—whatever
you like. I know you cannot eat turkey, or I would have
brought you one, and here are five dollars to get anything you
please, which will strengthen the poor body." Beloved raan,
thy reward will be great. He has been a friend to me nearly
fourteen years. All I can do is to pray for my friends.
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Would that I could show them what I feel, but my God knows
all about it. He has told me that He is not unmindful to
forget their labour of love to His little ones.
February 14th.—Have had to send for Doctor Sabine again,
as Doctor Palmer is worried about me, I have so much suffering
and weakness. I have had to use a strong lotion for my issues,
which have become very troublesome, the discharge being black
and offensive—never so before, although I have had them for
twelve years. Doctor Palmer is grieved about it, as he fears the
worst results, and Doctor Sabine agrees with him that it aU goes
to prove the system is very low indeed and in a dreadful state.
Well, the great Master Builder knows best when to take down
the tabernacle and set the spirit free, and wiU, in His own
time, do that which will be for His own glory. They have
ordered stimulants, beef-tea, and eggs. I object to the wine
and brandy, but they say it must be taken. And here I must
record some of the Lord's care over me. Dear Mrs. Barney
sent me the wine, not having heard that it was ordered, Mrs.
Jaffray fresh eggs; so I am well supplied, and never before
from the same friends. So the Lord, through His chUdren,
has supplied my increased wants. I am so unworthy. Such
love in friends of every denomination. Praise the Lord! It
is sweet to trust Him. And while He gives me the privUege
of doing a Uttle for others of His dear chUdren, He does not
suffer me to lack. I have been much impressed with this of
late. On the 6th of the month I had a letter from my Sister
Evans, saying she had heard from England of an old friend,
one with whom we had lived as neighbours when girls, were
at Sabbath School and church together. She has lost the use
of her arm from cancer in the breast; her husband is dead,
and all she had to live upon was half-a-crown a week; and
here I am surrounded with every comfort and such kind friends.
The good voice said, " Send Sarah a sovereign." At first I
was a Uttle surprised, not that I feared to want, but I feel the
money is not exactly mine to give away, unless I can so far
curtail my expenses that I can save it, and having given a good
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deal away this winter, for I have many poor coming to me,
it seemed a good deal. This was Saturday. I thought and
prayed much over it and thought of the passage, " Whoso
seeth his brother have need and shutteth up his bowels of compassion from him, how dwelleth the love of God in him ? "
So the first thing on Monday morning I wrote and sent my
seven doUars to poor Sarah, and I was very happy. " There
is that scattereth and yet increaseth." That afternoon Brother
Wesley Lyon, a police ofiScer, called to see me and brought
with him a gentleman, Mr. G., a Presbyterian, who gave
me a book of hymns he had aided to compile. We had a
pleasant and profitable time in speaking of the love of God.
After prayer, Mr. G. said while at prayer he was impressed
to leave me something, and left a five-dollar bill, for which I
was thankful, but not a thought of having sent Sarah's. Next
day my friend Murray Shipley called, and after talking awhUe
said, " Bella, does thee remeraber a young lady coraing with
me to see thee in the faU ? " I said " Yes." He said, " Well,
she desired rae to leave thee this "—a five-doUar biU. StiU I
did not think of the seven doUars until evening, when recounting the mercies of the day, and thanking my Lord for His
goodness, the thought flashed through my mind, you have got
your money back. Yes, there is was, three dollars interest
for twenty-four hours. Bless the Lord! Here He had sent
by two, neither of whom I had seen more than once, nor had
I said a word to either of them of my circumstances.
" Is thy cruse of comfort wasting ?
Else and share it with another;
And through all the years of famine
It shall serve thee and thy brother.
Love divine shaUfillthy storehouse
Or thy handful still renew.
Scanty fare for one will often
Make a joyful feast for two."
This I have often proved when dividing my bit with some
poor widow j and He is stiU the same. When Mr. Shipley
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was going he said, " Bella, I have corae to labour a week or
two in New York and Brooklyn, and thought it best to come
in here first, that we might ask the blessing of our heavenly
Father on my labours. He knelt and poured out his soul to
God, as only those used to talking to the King of kings can do,
after which we agreed to meet for the coraing two weeks at
7 A.M. in prayer for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit, and I
feel we wiU not be disappointed.
17th.—Bless the Lord "while they are yet caUing, I wUl
answer." To-day Mrs. Tatum brought a Friend to see rae—
Benjarain FrankUn. After talking a little whUe I said I was
expecting to hear from Murray Shipley of his success, as I felt
there raust be some souls converted. Mrs. Tatum replied,
" Perhaps Benjamin can tell thee something about it; he is
labouring with Murray." I was a little surprised, as I had no
knowledge of it, nor did I know that he knew Mr. Shipley.
But with a beaming face and happy voice he told me how the
arm of the Lord had been made bare in the conversion of souls
whUe they had laboured together. Glory to God! Who can
doubt He hears and answers prayer ? We wUl buckle on the
armour afresh, and go to the pulling down of the strongholds
of Satan.
February.—Last Sabbath, Brother Stephenson brought with
him Brother S., and we had a glorious time; the power of
the Lord was here; the Saviour did breathe upon us, and we
were blessed. On Monday Brother John Pullman and another
called, both men of God, and full of love and zeal. Bless the
Lord for Christian friends.
Tuesday,—It was fifteen years since I was in my class-room:
that day Sister Mary Cannon caUed to see how I was; I said
I was going to class, I was bent on that, if it was the last
time; and so it proved. She was here this Tuesday evening,
and I bade her go and tell them how long it was since I met
with thera bodUy, but that the way grows brighter and brighter,
and more glorious appears the mansion prepared for rae by
Him whom my soul loveth ; He Who is ever near me, by night
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and by day, and careth for me even as a tender mother. " As
one whom his mother comforteth, so wUl I comfort you."
Yesterday many dear friends were in, among them Mrs.
B. Haxton. What a happy and pleasant time together! Also
Mr. Massey and wife, who brought three new converts and
one seeker; they sang and prayed, and God heard us. He is
a raan of mighty faith and deep love, just the one to lead
sinners to Christ.
26th.—Yesterday had Brothers Murray and Samuel Shipley,
also Miss Cromwell; we had a most blessed time ; it did seera
as if the opening heavens around shone with bearas of sacred
bliss, for Jesus whispered to our hearts that we are His, and
they had seen His power displayed in the conversion of raany
precious souls while labouring the past two weeks. We will
exalt the name of the Lord, for He is worthy. Never did I
feel more power than I have done the past two weeks whUe
from seven to eight each morning I have met at the mercy-seat
with God's servant. I had no doubt but He was there at his
post, for it seemed as if a multitude of angels were hovering
around to join in our petitions to praise our God. O prayer,
sweet prayer, it takes us into the pavUion of the Eternal; we
soar on eagle's wings. Labour anointed by prayer is rest.
This poor, fraU body is not good for much. Many times a
day the faint and prostrate spells corae on, and my kind physicians urge stimulants, and while I must take a little, I cannot
use aU they think I should. I do not wish to have my mind
and brain inflamed or benumbed with opiates, so that when I
pray or write I raay be clear, and ready when the Bridegroom
shall call for me, without a spot or wrinkle, with my white
robe, my wedding garment. Lord, help me in all my weakness
to show forth Thy praise and glory. Had my dear old friend
to see me, Mrs. Dickinson, to tell me of the work done through
the labours of Mr. Shipley and herself. It was sweet to Usten,
and " Now," said she, " wiU thee join me in prayer before I go
in behalf of a precious soul I am going to visit ? She cannot
take hold of Christ." We talked with our Father, Who has
11
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promised that what we ask in the name of Jesus it shaU be
done. I feel our precious sister will see the arm of the Lord
made bare in the full surrender of this dear one to the Saviour.
Had a visit from Mrs. De Lamater and Miss McCauley, two
precious souls who cling to me as to a raother. Dear Jesus,
give me all the grace needed to set an example worthy of
imitation, wisdom, and power to lead these precious souls
aright.
February 28th.—Had a visit from Mrs. Barney and her
sister, who brought me some fruit and a bottle of wine; how
kind and mindful. What am I that Thou art mindful of me,
and that they should sit by my bed and say they derive strength
from coming to see me ? Received a letter from Mrs. W- E.
Dodge, with a bUl enclosed, lamenting that she had been so
long unable to come and see me. This is a friendship of
nineteen years in sympathy with a helpless one. As long a^
I could work she gave me her fine sewing, and when I was laid
aside she did not forsake me. Oh, how good the Lord is!
Oh, that I had a trumpet voice on aU the world to call and teU
of His goodness and lovingkindness. Also had a basket of
fresh eggs from Mrs, Jaffray. My soul is full of praise to the
Giver of every good and perfect gift. He is so indulgent, and
knows what I need before I ask Him; He sends by whom He
pleases.
March 2nd.—Had a visit from Sister Lankford and Mrs.
E. D. Smith, who, I fear, wiU visit me but a few times more.
She seems to be nearing her heavenly home very fast; her
earthly house appears rapidly failing; but she is a ripe shock
of corn ready to be gathered into the garner. But, oh! she
wiU be missed; how I shall miss her; what a friend she has
been to me, no one but my Father in heaven can know.
Sister Lankford brought me ten dollars. It came through
Mrs. Wright from Miss Drake for my poor. Oh, how good
Thou art to thus indulge me by letting me do a little for Thee,
and influence Thy children who have means to give me some
for those they cannot reach! How sweet to watch the ways
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of the Lord toward His chUdren. He has told us we shaU be
abundantly satisfied with the fatness of His house, and that
He wiU make us drink of the river of His pleasures. Yes,
weU may the chUdren of men put their trust under the shadow
of His wings. How excellent is Thy lovingkindness. Dear,
precious Mrs. Haxton was here also with letters to read to me
from her sister, my friend Mrs. Gale, who has been two years
in Europe. It is pleasant to be remembered.
April 20th,—Have just had the two Misses Smith with me,
who have been to the steamer to bid adieu to their dear mother,
who has left for Europe in search of health, which, I fear, it is
vain for her to do. She sent me a beautiful bunch of flowers
by the young ladies and many expressions of love. My friend
Mrs. Farr is gone with her, and they expect to be gone two
years and more. Thus they go, whUe I stay in my little corner
all ready to hear my Master's call, " Come up higher." I am
suffering so much that another operation seems inevitable, and
whether it wiU relieve me I cannot know, but it must be done,
and if it takes me home or prolongs my life it is aU right; on
Christ the solid rock I stand. With the sainted Rutherford I
feel " how sad a prisoner I would be if I knew not that my
Lord Jesus had the keys of the prison door Himself, and that
His death and blood have brought a blessing to crosses as well
as to ourselves. I am sure that troubles have no prevaUing
right over us if they be but the Lord's sergeants to keep us
in ward whUe we are on this side of heaven. I am persuaded
also that they go not over the boundary line nor enter heaven
with us, for they find nq welcome there, where there is no more
death, neither terrors, nor crying, neither any more pain, therefore we shaU leave them behind us." Yes, He can open and
none can shut, and therefore we leave all with Him for time
and eternity.
June 1st, 1870.—What shaU I say ? StiU spared, stiU permitted to speak a few words for Jesus ; left to labour and wait.
But what a month the past has been! such suffering and weakness I never remember having passed through. On the 5th
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of May my dear Doctor Sabine came with his son, with the
instruments and ether to perform the much-dreaded operation,
as Doctor Palmer said he feared if not done soon, it would not
be possible for me to rally. It was all done with great care
and skill, when I was laid carefuUy on the bed, not to be
moved at aU. I felt perfectly calm, listening to the voice of the
Comforter, when I became very faint, and found the wound
was bleeding. Doctor Sabine came and found me just aUve ;
he took every pillow from my head and fed me with brandy.
Dear Mrs. De Lamater stayed with me, as did also her husband
and father, till midnight, and left me with Mrs. Huntmg
and nurse, not expecting to find rae alive when they would
come in the morning. As Mr. De Lamater feared I would
die before morning, he went to the doctor to ask if anything
could be done. He replied, " Nothing;" he would not be
surprised to hear of my passing away any hour. Friends
were exceedingly kind in offering their services and whatever
they thought I might need. The doctor said I must see no
one but the two nurses; and in seven days a change took place,
and then my dear doctor was perfectly delighted, but would
not allow me to be moved in the least. I could not move hand
or foot, and many times during those seven days my children,
sister, and nurses watched me, as they thought, for the last
time; dear Mrs. De Lamater hardly ever left ray side, as also
Mrs. Haxton. Why such love to rae? Oh, how good the
Lord is to me; truly goodness and mercy have followed me ; I
will take the cup of salvation, and call upon the name of the
Lord. For three weeks I ate nothing; took a little champagne,
etc., or a white grape. When my dear Doctor Sabine found
me with a better pulse on the seventh day, he was perfectly
delighted, and said : " Dear Mrs. Cooke, you have hard work to
get these poor feet over Jordan, but, oh, how sweet will that
rest be when you do get there !" I said : " Yes, but you do all
you can to keep me here." "Indeed we will; I don't want you
to go before me."
For three weeks I was not able to take any soUd food ; then
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my good Doctor Sabine bought some pigeons, had them
cooked, and brought me some, and said I must try and eat a
little bit. Oh, how kind, how indulgent! What am I, that so
many should stand waiting to do something for my comfort ?
June 9th, 1870.—^A week ago to-day my dear Annie had
a lovely daughter; both are doing weU. Lord, give to both
parents wisdom and grace to train the little lamb for Thee.
Little did I think, when her dear father was taken away, that
I would live to see her a mother. She wiU shortly leave my
neighbourhood to live in New Jersey; this is a changing world,
but One there is Who never leaves us; I feel His promise true.
I am poorly, weak, and prostrate, but have a sure resting-place;
as my doctor said the other day, " It will be a glorious change."
Yet, if the Master has anything for me to do, gladly will I
linger if He abide with me. Blessed be His holy name. He
doeth all things well.
June 29th, 1870.—Mrs. Onatavia, with her three little ones
and their governess, Miss Elliott, were here just to say good-bye,
as they sail for Europe to-day; thus one after another goes
away. Yet I am not alone; the Master stays with me aU the
time. Each of the little ones gave me a five-dollar bill with a
kiss. How lovely to train these little ones to care for the poor
in such a quiet way.
" Lord, whom winds and seas obey,
Guide them through the watery way j
In the hollow of Thy hand
Hide and bring them safe to land."
I continue feeble, but the Lord is my strength, and I can
only feel conscious that I Ue in His arms and let Him hold me.
AU is weU, praise the Lord!
August 10th, 1870.—Had a letter from my precious friends.
Smith and Gale, from Lucerne. How kind of them to write
to me amid so much hurry and bustle. They seem ever
anxious for my welfare and comfort. Who of us can describe
or explain the communion of kindred spirits confined in the
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body, and separated by space; is there an invisible chain of
gold or pearl that binds together hearts that love ? A kind of
spiritual telegraph that vibrates from one to another when
thriUed by the touch of joy or piessed by the hand of pain and
sorrow ? or, is it by the ministration of angels, those pure and
good beings whom Scripture assures us attend those who shall
be heirs of salvation ? Is it when we feel a shade of sadness
pass over the spirit without knowing why, the shadow of the
angel's wing who has just left the house of mourning or the
bed of pain ? And when the j)recious tears of sympathy are
shed for another's woe, are they not by these gentle messengers
taken and poured upon the wounded, broken heart like a
precious balm ? Sorae very sweet and comforting thoughts were
suggested the other day by that passage: " Thinkest thou that
I cannot now pray to my Father, and He shaU presently send
me more than twelve legions of angels ?" One thought impressed me, that they are sent in answer to prayer, not that we
would pray to them, for that would suppose them to be omnipotent and omniscient, but to our Father, whose court in the
upper skies is thronged with those holy beings waiting to do
His pleasure to His saints in their time of need and danger;
or, to soothe the sufferings of a poor, sick Lazarus, or, finaUy,
to catch the freed spirit and bear it away to Abraham's bosom.
Our precious Saviour! He says He will come and receive us to
Himself, and will He not bring those happy spirits with Him,
or will He present us to them ? In any case, it is enough to
know, if faithful, we shall be with Him, and like Him, for He
desires that we behold His glory. These thoughts seemed to
come as I lay thinking of the sweet communion with my dear
friends across the mighty deep, and shall I say with the angel
spirit of my darUng friend? But I must stop;—my poor
brain! Lord, I am Thine, save me.

CHAPTER X V n i .
EEIENDS FLITTING AWAT.
•* He giveth His beloved sleep."—PSALM cxxvii. 3.
" Death is the kiss of God."
" Yes, thou mayst weep, for Jesus shed
Such tears as those thou sheddest now j
When for the living or the dead,
Sorrow lay heavy on His brow.
Jesus Himself will comfort
In His own time, in His
And haply more than ' two
Unite in prayer for thee

thee.
own way ;
or three '
to-day."

THE reference to grief at the close of the last chapter is to
the sudden death of her beloved, affectionate friend, Mrs.
De Lamater, whose care and devotion in Mrs. Cooke's recent
extreme illness seemed more like angelic ministration than
earthly friendship.—ED.
August 27th, 1870.—The first time I could trust myself to
write of my darling little friend, who, one month ago to-day,
left us for the mansion prepared for her frora the foundation
of the world. What I suffered from the shock no tongue can
tell, and every visit from any member of the family since
would alraost deprive rae of reason for two or three days after.
I never had anything affect ray nervous system so before.
Dear child, how little she thought when she came in the Friday
night before, and I chid her for coming, fearing it might tire
her too much, that it would be the last time I should see her.
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She said : " I must have another goodnight kiss." So, often
after church service, she would run in and say: " I wiU sleep
better if I get a kiss. Father says I ought not to corae so late,
it makes you too tired ; but you are not too tired to see me, are
you, Mamraa Cooke ? " But her race is run; she has gained
the victory. At seven P.M. her husband sent me a note
saying, "Our dear Mary was safely delivered of a fine girl
5-40 ; both doing well." At nine. Miss McCauley came to say,
for me to go to sleep, as Mrs. De Lamater and babe were
doing finely. I slept a little while, but then sleep was over,
and I lay thinking of the dear one and her benevolent plans
for the coming winter, and how I would enjoy her visits again,
when lo ! at 3 A.M., the Bridegroom carae and took her as His
ready bride adorned for her Lord!—gone to her beautiful
home;—our darling is gone before.
** Go to shine before the throne.
Deck the Mediator's crown.
Go His triumphs to adorn ;
Made for God, to God return."
At five in the morning I felt so anxious I sent Isabel to see
how she was. In a little whUe she returned with the message,
" They are both dead." I felt a pain inexpressibly severe dart
through ray whole systera, and knew nothing for sorae time,
and when I came to myself, I reraerabered the words of the
Psalmist: " I was dumb, I opened not my mouth, because
Thou didst it." I felt indeed " i t was the Lord, let Him do
what seemeth Him good." What a blow to her dear parents
and husband, and her poor sister, who is in a critical state:
she does not know it yet. I soraetiraes think my head will
never be right again ; God only knows what I suffer with it,
but I am in His hands, still His, in all the afflictions of time,
and He has promised I shall reign with Him in glory, that I
may behold His brightness. No toU, no grief, no pain can
reach my happy home.
September '29ih, 1870,—Have had a very intprestins^ seasnr..
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Three of ray dear grandchildren were dedicated to God in
baptism—two of Hannah's and Annie's Uttle one, Harry B.,
Frank B., and Annie E. My dear Joseph officiated, and we
had a happy time. The Lord is in this Uttle upper room, and
here we hold sweet converse with Him.
" We bring them. Lord, in thankful hands.
And yield them up to Thee,
Joyful that we oursolves are Thine ;
Thine let our offspring be."
October 3rd, 1870.—I hav3 my maid Fanny back with me.
I trust it is of the Lord. How mysterious are His ways;
they are past finding out. I thought when I sent for Isabel I
was guided by Him, but it has proved a failure. We were
much in prayer about it, and so must leave i t ; but I am glad
to get this dear child to be with me again. I need some one
kind, and who will not be out at night even if the work is
done. She is more like one of my own than a stranger. Oh,
how I miss the gentle touch and kind words of my own dear
girls, but it is aU right; they are in their corner and I am in
mine.
October 8th, 1870.—To-day my precious friend Mrs. D.
Smith was here. She is very feeble, and I fear I will never
see her again in this world; death seems to be depicted in all
her looks and ways. Her toilsome journey to Europe has done
her no good, but friends are satisfied by the trial. When
writing to me a few days ago, she said, " M y peace of mind
and perfect contentment show me that ray Saviour is very near
and His love very precious, and if we-do not meet again, dear,
I know we shall meet above." But she could not rest, and must
see me once raore, and made this great effort, from which I
hope she will not suffer. How can I give her up ? How can
she be spared ? Yet our God makes no mistakes, and if He
sees best to take her, I trust we shall be enabled meekly to bear
the loss.
October 14th, 1870,—Dear Miss Elliott was here again, and
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brought me six very pretty nightgowns which Mrs. Onatavia
brought me from Paris. They were the first to escape frora
the blockaded city. Three of the seven famUies have returned.
Praise Him for aU His goodness.
We introduce a page frora a journal of Miss M. Annesley
which wUl preface a letter from Mrs. Cooke under the severe
bereavements of this year.
December 1870.—Dear Sister Cooke feels the loss of her
young friend Mrs. De Lamater, and I do not wonder at it;
there is a void no one else can fill, for she grew into womanhood under her parents' friendship for Mrs. Cooke, and was as
a child to her. When a special message was to be taken or
something a daughter only could perform, she was ready with
her cheerful, loving heart to ease or help in every way their
invalid friend; she was feet and hands in time of need. The
shock of her death was terrible, and in Mrs. Cooke's nervous,
feeble state we think she was remarkably sustained. She wept
and felt her loss, and Jesus wept. He also was comforted by
the sympathy of the disciples, and said, " Y e are they that
have continued with Me in my temptations." And now she
is anticipating daily the death of her bosom friend and
counseUor, Mrs. Doremus Smith, who for fourteen years has
been the confiding corapanion of her heart, aiding her in the
settleraent of her three daughters, matters of great concern to
an invalid mother. She would come in and sit close to the
bed and take her hand and draw out the little questionings
about comforts and cares, and listen to everything in which
human counsel and control was needed, and thus the little
burdens of that household and family were shared by one who
knew the pain of sore trials and care of chUdren. As long
as Mrs. D. Smith was able to write notes she expressed her
loving interest in her dear friend, and the other day she wrote,
"Do the ends meet?" to which Mrs. Cooke was to send
a verbal message. It came by Mrs. Smith's daughter: " Yes,
tell mother the ends meet." That was comforting to the dear
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friend who was about to enter the heavenly home first, who
had pledged herself to be mindful of her trust, Mrs. Cooke's
daughters, when it had often been expected that Mrs. Cooke
was within immediate reach of the blissful mansion. But
God's ways are not our ways, and the sufferer of years outUves the sufferer of months.
I took up an elegant I ather needle-book, partly made, and
said, " What is this for , '' Mrs. Cooke replied, " Oh, that is
for the fair at the ' Old Ladies' Home,' and I must get a
hundred dollars for the old ladies this year. I think I shall if
my heavenly Father pleases."
492, SECOND AVENUE, i?(?ce«iJgr 2\st,
DEAE SISTEE ANNESLBT,—Jesus has called ray precious

1870.
friend
home. He came for her yesterday morning about one o'clock.
Precious saint, it is just three weeks since the physicians said
nothing more could be done for her. The day before she
wrote me a little note and said, " Do not feel badly, darling;
He Who loves us both will not leave you. Try to think of rae
as free frora all sin and pain, at rest with ray Saviour." And
last Sabbath, when her sister was writing rae a little note, she
sent her love and said Jesus was very near to her; she v/as
worn and tired. " Ask Jesus to corae and take me home, I
am so tired." What a loss to many, to me a severe one. The
past three weeks, I must say, have been full of anxiety; not
that I rebeUed; that is not it, dear, for I feel and know ray
Father doeth all things well, and this is surely among the all
things, and though fuU of mystery to mortals it is weU. But
these two, of aU others, were very dear to me. Mrs. De
Lamater was as a dear, tender, loving, affectionate daughter,
and Mrs. Smith a bosom corapanion. A strong, very strong,
love bound us together, and it was anguish to rend it; but it
is for a little whUe; it wiU soon be reunited again never to be
disturbed. When the word came that my darling was gone it
seemed as if my brain would burst, but on looking up my eyes
met the text, " He giveth power to the faint, and to them that
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have no might He increaseth strength;" and so my heart, all
trembUng and bleeding, went up to Him that He would shelter
me from the storm and hide me under His pavUion. The past
week has been a solemn time, a marriage company waiting till
the bride was fully equipped for her Lord. It seemed as if I
could almost hear the Saviour and His attendants approaching
to claim His bride.
How sweet the thought: friends may wait, angels beckon,
but it is Jesus Who comes to take us home. He did not say
I will send for you, but " I will corae again and receive you
unto Myself, that where I ara, there ye raay be also." How
strange it seeras to mortals as we look back upon the past
months, over my apparent nearness to the grave. How many
times has Mrs. Smith kissed me, as we thought, a final fareweU,
and would whisper in my ear, "Do not have one anxious
thought, darling, for your dear girls; as long as I live they shall
be cared for." Dear Mrs. De Lamater said last spring, when
Annie was about to remove, " Don't worry about it, dear Mrs.
Cooke; when I get up again I will come every day to see you,
and do all I can for you; you know I am your oldest chUd."
But the Master has called them, and left me a little longer to
be a care to His dear children.
Dear Mrs. Haxton was in yesterday, and her sister, Mrs.
Gale, to-day, to sympathise with me.
How wonderful are thy ways, O Lord; they are past finding
out. Mrs. G. hardly expected to come home this fall, but
circumstances caUed her back, and here she is, and asked to
be aUowed to take, as far as possible, our friend Mrs. Smith's
place; that is, to confer about my little plans, etc., and help
rae in my little cares. Oh, what love, what tender sympathy,
dear Miss A! I do not know how to praise Him for all His
wondrous works to me, I feel so unworthy of such love; but it
is all of the Lord, and we will praise Hira.
Mrs. G. says she knows no one can ever fill their place to ma
No, I do not think they can, but they can fill their own place.
We do not want them to root out the love we have for those
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who are only gone home a little whUe before. When a child
dies we may have others, but they do not fill the spot that one
held in our bosoms, and so no one has been to me the past
fourteen years what Mrs. Smith was. Our minds and hearts
seemed blended in one; no one can fill her place. Do not
think I wish her back. No, no; I would not bring her to
suffer again on this earth; but the human heart feels its woe,
such woe as caused our precious Saviour to weep; the heart
trembles with its mortal anguish. But we will try to overcome,
and not only sing in the tempest and storm, but also in the
darkness of night.
And yet again has the angel of death been with us. Brother
William Ryer, one of our Church officials, with whom I have
been intimate the past twenty-three years, has gone home. He
was aU ready, with his lamp trimmed and burning, waiting the
Master's call. He was ready for church last Sabbath, but not
feeling well stayed at home ; on Monday was worse, and to-day
went home. Thus three of our most prominent members left
us in five months.
Lovingly yours,
BELLA COOKE.
THE LAME TAKE THE PEET.—A SCEAP PEOM A JOUENAL.

November 1870.—I caUed on Tuesday to see dear Sister
Cooke. She is as cheerful and happy as ever, living her pilgrim
days of suffering in close industry for others. Now she has
the fair for the Old Ladies' Home on hand, and she showed
me some of her beautiful .things ready to send. She has made
about sixty dollars with her own hands. Marvellous! And
the elegant sewing, too. There she has stitched, stitched on
her bed untU all were finished, and she satisfied herself in doing
the best she could. And besides this she collected frora friends
enough with her own work to make a sum of one hundred and
thirty dollars for this institution. The expenses of her own
work were paid out of her personal self-denial. " The secret
of the Lord is with them that fear Him." I thought of those
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words after I left Sister Cooke yesterday. She had related to
me so many things she had not spoken of to her own chUdren,
and one thing she said; they did not know her extreme necessity after her husband began to meet with his severe losses. As
often is the case in trouble, one calamity succeeds another. At
length she was obliged to leave her pretty, comfortable English
home for a venture in a foreign land. Her husband was too
confiding in his integrity, and fell into the hands of the crafty
and designing men, who swindled him out of one of his lead
mines, and out of shares in others, which would have yielded
him an abundant competence for his family and the time of old
age. In thinking over all the very pecuUar discipline of Mrs.
Cooke's life, with her delicate health and early widowhood in a
strange land, and then an effort of a few years to support her
chUdren, and in the end become a confirmed invalid for life,
one might regard her as one deserted of Providence; but a
fuller knowledge shows that she is a chosen vessel to display
the grace and power of God to sustain in holy cheerfulness the
human soul. She is, indeed, an illustration of the promises of
God in the path of obedience.
THE REWAED OP OBEDIENCE.
May itTi, 1870.

want to send a few fragments from memory's portfolio, which come to me when
dwelling upon ray heavenly Father's providential care over rae
and raine, when, in 1850, I, with my dear little children, began
to keep house again. Many thoughts revolved in my mind;
not so much how we should get bread, but how I might glorify
God, how to get to His house, and tell the wondrous story of
His fatherly care and love. I resolved, by grace assisting me,
that as He and I had covenanted to walk together (for He told
me many times to put my right hand in His, and He would
gently lead me), if He would preserve ray fatherless children,
that whether ray days were many or few, they should aU be
devoted to Him. So I determined that nothing should hinder
M T DEAE SISTEE ANNESLET,—I
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me going to Class-meeting—that is, no work or company, or
anything but absolute sickness. Every Tuesday evening I used
to take ray little ones to spend one half hour at twilight in
giving thera Bible lessons, or singing with them their Sunday
School songs, and then committing them to God in prayer I
put them to bed, locked my door, and ran up to the raeeting.
Oh, the strength I then obtained ! and I never felt an anxious
thought about them ; but to no other place did I ever go and
leave them at night save to God's house. I had the promise
all would go well, and I believed. One night, in January 1851,
I went as usual, and coming home, as I opened the door I
found a strong smell of fire; immediately I got a light, my
babies were all asleep, but the fire-board, which was covered
with canvas and paper, had fallen against the stove, the half of
it had burnt to a char, and had fallen down and gone out. I
stood and looked at it in amazement. I went to the person on
the same floor, and asked if she had been in my room; she
said " No, how could she, when I had the key ? " I said,
" Come here," and she looked, and was surprised, and said,
"Mrs. Cooke, how could that ever go o u t ? " I said, "Mrs.
Murray, none ever trusted and was confounded. My Master
told me He would take care of my little ones, and not a hair
of their heads should be injured." I awoke Hannah, and asked
her if she knew anything of i t ; she said, " No, marama, we
went right to sleep when you went out." Mrs. Murray said,
" WUl you go again ? " I answered, " Certainly I will; surely
I can trust Him when He has shown such care; the angel of
the Lord encampeth round about them that fear Him."
Lovingly yours,
BELLA COOSE.
W I L L O W BEOOK, IKVINGTON, June ith,

1870.

was very glad to receive your
letter of May 28th, but I am sorry to think that you have
fatigued yourself in writing to rae. You raust, I know, bo
exceedingly weak, and indeed I think your being alive is Uttle
M T DEAE MES. COOKE,—I
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short of a miracle. . But I must not trouble you, my
suffering friend; you have enough to bear ; and it is wonderful to see how you are supported and kept in perfect peace.
You see, you preach by your life, and such preaching
accomplishes more good than many sermons faUing from the
lips of God's ministers. When we of *' little faith" see you
calm and resigned under all your trials, we reflect that He Who
does this for you is able also to keep us if we wiU only trust in
Him. He has seen fit to pour out upon me and mine every
temporal good and great prosperity, and now I want you to
ask Him, as I do, to give rae spiritual blessings in proportion.
Oh, that my children might live before Him! I wish I could
give you one peep of this lovely place this morning, with
its flowering shrubs, its sparkling fountains, its graceful wiUovv
trees, and let you hear the sweet rural noises, the singing of
the birds. One dear little birdie has built a nest upon our
piazza, and although we all sit there the little creature never is
frightened away. Then the beds of geraniums and roses of
many varieties are such lovely objects; and beyond all rolls
the beautiful Hudson, dotted with pretty white saUs. In
England the sails are tanned, which spoils their beauty. Do
not be tired of my long letter dear, good friend. I love to
write to you, because I know I have your sympathy.
Remember that if you need anything I ara sent to give it to
you. I am the fortunate channel through which the gifts are
to flow. With love to your daughters,
I am yours, lovingly,
ANNA F . JAFFEAT.
FEOM A FBIEND'S JOUENAL.

January 31st, 1871.—Spent the afternoon with dear Sister
Cooke, and as it was raining we had but few interruptions.
Even then she had three calls. A little girl who came on her
way from school with a message ; she had received from Mrs.
Cooke a nice bundle of plothing the day before. A poor
woman with a sick, irrecoverable husband; she received a nice
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tumbler of jelly and some flannel, etc., for her husband. Poor
woman, she has to sit up at night and sew to make out her
necessities; but Mrs. Cooke cheered her, and bid her trust in
the Lord and want for nothing, but come and tell her when she
needed. Good Mr. Stephenson came iu with sorae errand of
kindness, and read us a letter from Sing Mi, who has arrived
in San Francisco to labour there among the Chinese. However they may talk about her " little corner," it is impossible
for her to be shut up in it. That bed of hers is a wonderfuUy
busy spot, with its movable desks and drawers, and hidingplaces for letters and valuables; and from it goes out far and
wide blessed influence. I tell her it is her pulpit, but she does
so much more than pray and preach that it must also be called
her workshop. I do not wonder that the troubled and distressed
Uke to get sitting down in that quiet, sacred spot, and pour
out their sorrows looking into her sweet, sympathising face,
and for every case she has a balm and some way to help out of
dijficulty.
492, SECOND AVENUE, January \2th, 1871.
MT DEAE SISTEE ANNESLET,—I have been wanting some
little time to write to you, but I have been very poorly,
suffering keenly. Well, the holidays are over, and my dear
Mary, with her little family, are gone home again. Much as I
love them, it is more than my feeble nerves can bear. Dear
child, what a comfort she is to rae, beloved by all, and zealous
and anxious in the Master's work. Her husband says all the
people love her. It seemed when she came to me nearly
twenty-eight years ago, that sorrow and trouble came with her.
Up to that time, AprU 1843, our married life had been very
prosperous and bright. The only cloud had been the parting
with my sisters, who came to New York.
I now, in the commencement of another year, 1871, renew
my vows to Him Who hath done so great things for us. Did
I teU you about the beautiful crown I had from the funeral
of my darUng friend ? Before she passed away she said : " I
12
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want you to send the handsomest piece of flowers, after my
funeral, to Mrs. Cooke ; if a crown, place it at the head of my
coffin, and send it as soon as my poor body is laid away; teU
her Jesus was with me all the way through." Precious soul,
she now wears a crown, incorruptible, undefiled, and that
fadeth not away; she is with her risen Lord, and sees Him as
He is. The crown came; it is full of beautiful flowers, and a
small cross on the top, fit emblem of the Christian life ; for how
small the crosses and trials of this life compared with the glory
that awaits the finally faithful. Then let us ever keep the
blessed end in view. How very kind my friends have been
since her death, for they knew how we loved each other, and
what a trial it was to part with her. I know and feel He
cannot err, and I look to the better land where I soon wiU be,
if faithful, for—
" Whate'er my God ordains is right,
Here will I take my stand—
Though sorrow, need, or death make earth
For me a desert land ;
My Father's care is round me there.
He holds me that I shall not fall.
And so to Him I leave it all."

I had a visit from her sister, Miss Lottie Doremus, who told
me all about the sickness and death of our precious one. They
tried to plan some way to have me taken down to see her, but
found it impossible, as the dear one said it would kUl me, and
it wiU not be long before we meet, and then I can teU her all.
Come and see me, dear, as soon as you can. My Shepherd has
been very kind indeed to rae these holidays. He has sent by
many of His dear ones to supply my need. He gives me very
much more than water and bread; He feeds me with the
dainties of the land, and I will praise Him while He lends me
breath. Do you know I am surprised at the tender love of
some of the Lord's children; they seera to forget that I am
a poor, dependent creature, in circumstances so far different
from theirs; they love me so tenderly, and get for me every-
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thing they can find out that I need. Oh, how much have I to
praise God for ! " Not more than others I deserve, yet God
hath given me more." The Lord bless you, dear.
Yours lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.
" Shut in I " did you say, my sisters ?
Oh no 1 Only led away
Out of the dust and turmoil—
The burden and heat of the day—
Into the cool, green pastures.
By the waters calm and still.
Where I may He down in quiet.
And yield to my Father's will.
Earth's ministering ones come round me
With faces kind and sweet,
And we sit and learn together
At the loving Saviour's feet;
And we talk of life's holy duties,
Of the crosses that he in the way.
And they must go out and do them,
While I lie still and pray.
I am not shut in, my sisters,
For the four walls fade away.
And my soul goes out in gladness,
To bask in the glorious day.
This wasting, suffering body,
With its weight of weary pain,
Can never dim my vision,
My spirit cannot restrain.
I wait the rapturous ending—
Or, rather, the entering in
Through the gates that stand wide open,
But admit no pain or sin.
I am only waiting, sisters,
TUl the Father calls, « Come home I "
Waiting with my lamp all burning,
TiU the blessed Bridegroom come.

CHAPTER
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WOEDS OF FEIENDS.

" A good name is rather to be chosen than great riches, and loving
favour rather than silver and gold."—PKOV. xxii. 1.
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M A N handles the diamond roughly that he may shape it into
" a thing of beauty," and clothe it with brightness; so God
often subjects His children to painful and protracted discipline
that H e may fashion them after His wiU, and make them shine
in His likeness. Such, it seems to me, has been the method
pursued by the Divine Providence with my dear and cherished
friend, Mrs. Bella Cooke. The Master has, indeed, chosen her
" i n the furnace of aifliction." Like her great Exemplar and
Lord, she is to be made perfect through suffering. The gem is
now in the moral laboratory; the Divine Lapidary is cutting
and polishing i t ; but soon it will ornament the region and
reflect the light and glory of imraortality.
I first became acquainted with Sister Cooke in the spring of
1875, when I became her pastor, and from that time to the
present I have enjoyed the high honour of an uninterrupted
friendship. I cannot undertake in the limited space assigned
rae to give anything like a coraplete analysis of her wonderful
character, but raust content rayself with a few points in outline.
Let rae call the reader's attention to the following characteristics—viz.. Her resignation, usefulness, thankfidnc.ss, and
cheerfulness.
I . Her resignation.—Sister Cooke was converted to God over
fifty years ago. I t pleased the Lord, however, early to with-
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draw her frora personal activities in the Church, and to place
her permanently in circumstances which demanded the cultivation and exercise of the passive graces of the Christian character.
For over thirty years her physical condition has been that of
a confirmed invalid. It is not in language to describe the
sufferings through which she has passed during this lengthened
period. That " beloved physician," Doctor MUes W Palmer,
has been constant and unwearied in his attendance upon her
for over thirty-four years, ever esteeming it a privilege to
minister daily to the necessities of this suffering saint. His
reward wUl certainly follow.
To say that under all her afflictions Sister Cooke has been
resigned and patient, would be to present but a small part of
the truth. Depressing as her manifold infirmities have been,
and severely trying as she has felt it to be debarred frora the
activities of the Church and the enjoyment of its privileges, she
not only has not " charged God foolishly," or indulged in a
spirit of fretfulness and repining, but, on the contrary, she has
ever exhibited, even in times of the utmost physical prostration,
a serene and holy resignation such as words cannot worthily
picture. Again and again she has been brought down to the
gates of death by acute attacks of her complicated disease, and
her family and friends have waited in tearful silence for the
coming of the chariot and horsemen ; but they came not. On
one of these occasions the writer stood by her bedside and
asked for her last testimony before going hence. After a
moment's pause she repeated the following stanza—
" Pain's furnafce heat within me quivers,
God's breath upon the flames doth blow.
And all my heart in anguish shivers
And trembles at the fiery glow ;
But yet I whisper, * As God will I*
And in His hottest fire lie still,"

Was not that Christ-like ? Was it not imitating the spirit of
Him Who in Gethsemane said, " Not as I wiU, but as Thou
wilt"?
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II. Her Usefulness.—She is never unemployed.
Many
churches and benevolent institutions have profited by the
skilful work of her fingers. Her hours and days of pain are
spent in earnest work for the Master. She is ever ready to
instruct the ignorant, to comfort the sorrowing, and to relieve
the needy. I have frequently sent earnest seekers of salvation
to her room to be taught the way more perfectly. Her
heavenly Father has endowed her, not only with a rich
personal experience in Divine things, but with strong common
sense and a marvellous insight into cliaracter, thus qualifying
her to lead others from darkness into light. Her trials and
sorrows have prepared her, as nothing else could, to enter into
the feelings of all who are suffering and sad, and to truly
sympathise with them. And then, the money placed at her
disposal frora month to month by those who have chosen to
make her, in part, their almoner, has enabled her to supply the
necessities of life to a little colony of needy ones. Every
Christmas and Thanksgiving Day witness busy scenes in her
little room. I have seen turkeys, chiciiens, and vegetables
pUed up in one corner sufficient to provide dinners for more
than one hundred families of the poor ! How they will miss her
when her Father calls her home !
III. Her Thankfulness.—Doctor McDuff says: "Thankfulness
has been spoken of as the lovely shadow cast by our sorrows.
And it is an undoubted truth that it is found most frequently
side by side with sorrow. Sorrow is the best buUder of these
shrines and Ebenezers of thankfulness which crowd the believer's pilgrim way. Were I asked to go in search of thankful hearts, I would go, not to circles of unbroken prosperity—
not to those dandled on the lap of luxury—not to the man of
style and equipage, of state, and fashion, and fame; but I would
go to some child of sickness^ for years chained down to a couch
of distress, shut out from the Ught and sunshine of a busy
world, the dim midnight lamp burning in the sUent chamber;
a solitary bird with broken wing, from whom, as we see it
pining in its lonely cage, we might expect nothing but the
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wailing note of sadness. There is everything, one would
suppose, to lead to repining, yet there is ofttimes nothing but
sweet resignation—nothing but recounted mercies; the bright
spots are alone seen and the dreary are forgotten."
How these words have been verified in Mrs. Cooke's experience, those who are intimate with her are able to judge. She
was early left a widow, with a little family and a shattered
constitution, and corapelled to struggle alone with her early
sorrow and with poverty. StUl she has been contented and
cheerful, and the goodness of God has been her song in the
house of her pilgrimage. Many a storm has swept athwart
her sky, but yet the sunshine of heaven rests on her heart.
Her stores are scanty, but yet she has not wanted. She has
been fed frora the Divine table and clothed from the Divine
wardrobe. In all her afflictions her grateful heart has
responded to the sentiment of the most sorrowing, yet the
most thankful, One: " I thank Thee, O Father, Lord of
heaven and earth; even so. Father, for so it seemed good in
Thy sight." Such a heart is like the aromatic plant which
sends forth its richest odours when broken and crushed.
" Its fragrance from the wounded part,
Breathes sweetness out of woe."
Thus it is, dear reader, that the grandest attributes of our
nature are only brought out in affliction; the highest elements
of our being, like the stars, are seen only in the night. When
the sun of prosperity goes down and the night of adversity
comes on, then the brightest orbs of virtue come out and light
up the moral firmaraent. The sweetest songs of the nightingale are warbled only in the darkness; and so the clearest
notes of thankfulness and joy are heard only in the midnight
of affliction. It is " God, our Maker, Who giveth songs in
the night."
lY Her Cheerfulness.—One would naturaUy suppose that
after so raany years of constant pain and suffering there would
be a tinge of sadness and gloom in her conversation and
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deportment. How many suffering saints seem to regard it as
a necessary pait of their religion to be melancholy and sad.
They carry a face as long as Lent and as gloomy as Ash
Wednesday. But nothing of this kind mars the spirit of this
imprisoned child of God. She is ever cheerful, and when free
from paroxysms of pain can enjoy sanctified wit and humour
with a zest truly refreshing. And why not ?
** Why should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days ? "

Blessed be God, there is such a thing as "Joy in tribulation**
and *''pleasure in infirmities.^*
Sister Cooke's cheerful disposition has ever made her a great
attraction to childhood, and none are more welcome to her
little room than the children of her friends. To them she is
always " at home.'* I remember when I first became her pastor
she was very anxious to see "the parsonage boys," as she
called my little sons; but they hesitated to accept the invitation, for they thought that a lady who had been so many years
confined to her bed must be very gloomy and sad. But after
their first visit the difficulty was to keep them away. It was
always a great treat to them to get permission to see " dear
Auntie Cooke."
To her little room I frequently turned ray footsteps on
" Blue Monday," that her bright spirit and cheerful converse
might " minister to a mind " jaded and exhausted. That little
room is a stranger to " Blue Monday." Like the sun-dial near
Venice which bears on its face the care-dispeUing inscription,
" / count only the hours that shine," so this cheerful heart takes
note only of the bright hours of life, and buries in oblivion the
cloudy ones. Sister Cooke's cheerful disposition, viewed in the
light of her surroundings, has often brought to my mind
Madame Guyon's Uttle hymn, written while she was a prisoner
in the dungeons of France—
« A little bird I am.
Shut in from fields of air,
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And in my cage I sit and sing
To Him Who placed me there ;
Well pleased a prisoner to be,
Because, my God, it pleaseth Thee.
Nought have I else to do ;
I sing the whole day long ;
And He whom most I love to please
Doth listen to my song :
He caught and bound my wandering wing.
But still He bends to hear me sing."

Dear reader, let us learn from Sister Cooke's experience the
wisdom of trusting God at all times and under aU circumstances.
" Let those who suffer according to His wUl commit the keeping of their souls to Him in well doing, as unto a faithful
Creator." "Afflictions from His sovereign hand," if recei^^ed
in the right spirit, " are blessings in disguise." Trust Him,
my brother! Trust Him, my sister! "What I do thou
knowest not now; but thou shalt know hereafter.*'
" Trust in the Lord in days of sorrow,
And meekly tread the thorny way ;
I t may be thou shalt see to-morrow
The love that chastens thee to-day."
B T MUEEAT SHIPLET, OE CINCINNATI, O., MINISTEE IN
THE

S O C I E T T OE F E I E N D S .

One seldom finds, even among sincere Christians, that
symmetry of Ufe, that even balance of character, which the
promise of Scripture holds out to our expectation, and which
raakes the life of our Lord the ideal life. Where we find great
amiability there is apt to be a want of steadfast raanliness.
Where great force of character exists, we are apt to be
disappointed in the lack of the ornaraent of a raeek and quiet
spirit. Where great faith has enabled a soul to step beyond
the ordinary reliance of raost Christians, we are so often disappointed to find the fulness of a coraplete faith raarred by the
divergencies of fanaticisra, and superstition taking the place of
reliance on truth.
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About the year 1856 I visited, for the first tirae, my friend
Bella Cooke, and from that time she has ever been to me a
witness of the power of the Holy Spirit to make manifest tho
Divine life in the quiet retirement of a confirmed invalid, in
the midst of nervous debUity, dependent alone upon the Lord
for the needful things of life. One of my first queries, for I
shrink from bodily suffering, was, " Do you suffer much ?"
" I am never five minutes in forty-eight hours without pain."
The answer impressed me as it cannot impress those who have
not looked upon the great restful face of one who has been for
over thirty-five years a sufferer. Not Uving iu the same city,
my visits have often been a year or more apart, but whether
at times of comparative ease, or suffering from the changing
vicissitudes of life, in that chamber there has seemed to reign
the kingdom of peace.
With a distinct faith in and claim on God's power to
provide, moment by moment, for the need of the body as well
as of the soul, and evidently never exchanging profession for
experience, there has been unwavering testimony to His faithfulness to supply all our needs.
I leave it to others to narrate the instances of these evidences.
To me, the calm unperturbed mind, the restful waiting the
Lord's will, the riper fruit of the Spirit in longsuffering,
gentleness, and meekness, were convincing proof that love, joy,
and peace, so manifestly present, were held in due relation to
His perfect work. Thus in the retired life of one without
means, without publicity, the power of the Divine life has been
manifested. I asked ray friend at one time a question which
I would seldom ask of any, " Does the Lord keep thee from
sin ?" The answer was given, but it was by the humble
reverence of tone, of voice, and manner, the entire absence
of self, the inward witness to my own mind that one of
mature judgment, of well-balanced mind and of deep spirituality was answering, that her prudent, guarded, quiet answer,
" I may reverently say, that He keeps rae moment by moraent,"
carried conviction to my own mind.
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The circumference of her religious life being so much broader
than that of raost religious professors, the application of God's
proraises to the daUy realities of life being so very direct, that
which in others has produced ranterism, and, worse than every
other thing, has lowered the standard of truth to accoramodate
it to the defective experience of actual life, has in the life of ray
dear friend only brought forth the matureness of that singleness
of life, that uniformity of trust, that due relation of dedication
of body, mind, and spirit to the Lord, which evidences itself in
the use of each phase of our nature, moraent by moment, under
the renewing power of the Holy Spirit; the complete roundness
of a Christian life, of which Christ is the centre.
What has impressed me has been the uniformity of her life,
uniform as the ocean, always full, and like the ocean with its
tides and waves responsive to God's winds, but whose waves are
still at His comraand.
B T EEV. S. A. SEAMAN, ONE OF HEE PASTOES.

The true minister of the Gospel loves his work, yet he often
meets with experiences that are painful. If he has genuine
human sympathies,—and without them he cannot be a proper
representative of the Master,—he will find them deeply moved
by the scenes of the sick room and dying bed.
But no painful impressions were produced by visits to Sister
Cooke. During the three years that I was her pastor I do not
remember a call that was not a pleasure to me; when absent,
if my thoughts turned to her, her helpless, suffering condition
frequently excited painful feelings, but on entering her beautiful
room these feelings always failed to appear. She was always
cheerful, and her interest in events around her seemed to be
little, if any, less than it would have been in health. The
welfare of her children, the health and prosperity of her friends,
the state of the Church, social and political interests—everything, in fact, that a healthy person would think of occupied
her attention.
There was none of the selfish egotism sometimes seen ia
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invalids. I could hardly realise I was in a sick roora. There
was the cheerful tone, the pleasant smile, and not seldom the
merry laugh. Often when several days had passed without my
caUing have I excused myself on the plea that pleasure must
give way to duty, and that I did not come to see her as much
for her sake as for my own pleasure and profit.
I shall ever value the friendship to which my ministry in her
Church led me.
B T H E E CLASS-LEADEE, ME. HOLMAN.

My first acquaintance with Mrs. Bella Cooke dates back to
May 17th, 1847. The vividness of my first impressions on
being introduced to her remains as distinct as it was at first.
In May 1857, under the charge of Eev. Thomas G. Osborn,
pastor of the Eose Hill M. E. Church, I was appointed leader
of the class of which Sister Cooke was a member, and continued
in that capacity for fourteen years. It was my duty to visit her
regularly, and on these occasions I was always greatly blessed,
and at times quite on the verge of heaven.
The record of but few has been characterised by raore unassuming and retiring modesty, and has presented so eminent
an example of what the grace of God can do for poor humanity.

CHAPTEE XX.
WITH WINGS AS EAGLES.
"They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength ; they shall
mount up with wings as eagles: they shall run and not be weary, and
they shall walk and not faint."—ISA. xl. 31.
" Be still, and know that I am God."—PSALM xlvi. 10.
" God doth not need
Either man's work or His own gifts : who best
Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best. His state
Is kingly. Thousands at His bidding speed,
And post o'er land and ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait."
have I sighed for wings,—not the wings for which the
Psalmist prayed when " the voice of the enemy and the oppression of the wicked," discouraging him, he longed to " fly away
and be at rest,"—but wings to bear rae on the errands of my
Lord and K i n g ; wings as eagles that I might carry the savour
of His grace to the homes of sadness and the abodes of sin;
but "stand still" was the Divine command to Moses, " and see
the salvation of the Lord."
OFTEN

" They also serve who only stand and wait."
January 28th, 1871.—Last evening I had a visit from
Murray Shipley, a beloved disciple. Oh, the depth of the love
of God in Christ to His chUdren, even while we were yet
sinners I W e had a sweet time conversing together. Brother
Shipley feels this love, and whUe ministering to others is indeed
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watered himself. It deUghts me to hear him speak of the
work given him to do, and the many he is enabled to gather
into the fold. I felt it to be a very melting time, the glory of
the Lord overshadowed us, and we drank largely of the river,
the streams whereof make glad the city of our God. Jesus
was here, our guest; He came to sup with us, and glad did it
make our feast. One little thing connected with this visit
goes to show that our Father does grant us the desire of our
hearts. When Murray Shipley rose to say good-night, I took
his hand, and from the fulness of ray heart said, " The Lord
bless you, Brother Shipley, and make you a blessing to many."
He replied : " BeUa Cooke, I was asking our Father, as I sat
here, that thou mightest give me thy blessing." I could only
look at the wonderful condescension of our Father in granting
his request, as it is a very unusual thing for me to express
myself so to gentlemen friends, though not to ladies. Am
poorly, those faint and sinking turns continue. I go to the
Great Physician, and He gives grace and patience, and for this
wUl I praise Him. I feel sometimes, would that I could go
from door to door to publish the glad news of a risen Saviour,
a full and perfect Saviour, a willing Saviour standing saying,
" Son, daughter, what wouldst thou that I should do for
thee ?" But here in this corner is my place, and here wiU I
wait till He bids me come. Had a call from Mr. Culver, a
Friend, who came sorae time ago with Brother Ladd to talk of
the way, he not then having entered into it. Now he says,
" I have come to tell thee I have found the Saviour able to
save rae." "Yes, you find Him a perfect Saviour, not only
able but willing." "Yes, I do." Praise the Lord, another
soul is snatched from Satan's wiles; another soul born into
the kingdom of God. On Sabbath Brother and Mrs. Dickinson
called to say they had seen Mr. Culver, and he was rejoicing in
the Lord.
February 18th.—Had a letter from Miss Cary, a dear young
woman who was here to attend medical lectures, and found her
way to our little Eosehill Church, learned there was a reality
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in religion which she knew not, as she had for sorae tirae
attended unscriptural preaching and was unsatisfied. She felt
this was the last call of the Holy Spirit. Brother De Lamater,
after some endeavour to enlighten her, sent her to me, and at
her second visit she found Him of whom the prophets did
write, Jesus, Who saves His people from their sins. Yes, here
in this secluded spot Jesus spoke peace to that weary soul and
bade her live. Only think, while amid tears of joy and gratitude we were praising, the angels in heaven were rejoicing
over another soul snatched from the burning. She went home
to her people, and writes to me : " I am hungering ; I want to
sit by your bedside to have the bread broken and to be fed by
it." Jesus, still stand by her and feed her with the bread of
life; give her to drink of that water that shaU spring up unto
everlasting Ufe.
PITIFUL AND MEECIFUL.

If the Lord in His mercy sends His rain on the evil and
the good, and causeth His sun to shine upon the just and the
unjust, shall we, poor, ignorant, erring mortals, set up our
judgment and say who is worthy and who is not ? This carae
forcibly to my mind the past week. A poor woraan, for whora
I had obtained a good deal of help, gave way to temptation, and
wasted her money oftentimes in drink, and so was careless and
untidy. She told me she had no shoes, and her feet were wet
when she went out. I knew not what to do; it seemed too
bad to do as she was doing, and yet could I know she had no
shoes and not buy her a pair ? I had no money on hand to
give away, and did not see my way clear. I took it to the
Lord, and told Him that if I received any raoney that week I
would buy the shoes. Two or three days after a letter carae
from a Friend in Philadelphia with five doUars enclosed with a
name that never sent me anything before. Here it was plain,
and the shoes were bought. Thus the Lord teaches us by His
Spirit, and happy are we if we walk in His teachings. Lord,
keep us humble and obedient.
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February 27 th, 1871.—Last Sabbath was our annual missionary meeting, and the usual amount was raised, over two
thousand dollars. God grant much good may be done with it,
and may the people, while they give of their means, not forget
to send their prayers with it, that those who are sent may
indeed be blessed of the Lord. Have received a letter from
my dear Joseph announcing the gift of a little son, for which
we return thanks to our God. He says, " What our baby
boy's history may be is hid from us; we will do with him
as with the rest, train him up for God our Father and the
Lord Jesus Christ. I would like him to be a minister of the
New Testament, a strong man in Israel. He is the Lord's as
long as he lives. What will our boy be twenty years from
now ? What our girls ? What their parents ? I have no
misgivings but that their future will be good and in the faith
of their dear grandmother. Our wish is that they grow up
good, kind, and pious, helpful, industrious, self-respectful, and
useful. They are God's chUdren, bearing in them many
prayers of believing ancestors." True, although they boast
not of forefathers of high estate, they may of men and women
of exemplary piety for some generations past. My prayer is
that they grow up in the Church of Christ, not a hoof left
behind in the march to Canaan.
March 8th, 1871.—Be still, poor fluttering heart, thy God
reigns, and His promises are still the same, yea and amen;
therefore wUl I trust and not fear. Yesterday Willie brought
me his baby, and told me that my precious Annie is very low
with small-pox. Poor child, she is unconscious of anything
that is passing, and so we must keep the baby. Well, I trust
in Him. She is Thine, do with her as Thou wilt
The word
to-day is, " Yery low, but little hope." Some friends fear to
come and see me, fearing infection, but will do all in their
power. I t is all right, all right; not as I wUl, but as Thou
wilt. I know Thou wilt never leave nor forsake a helpless
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worm that trusts in Thee. Hannah's two chUdren are sick
and Mary is sick.
" Like Moses' bush, I'll mount the higher,
Andflourishunconsumed in fire."
March 10th.—Daar Doctor Sabine wants me to be vaccinated,
and Mrs. Haxton and Gale are afraid I will take it. Willie
sent rae word they had a fearful night with Annie, but the
Doctor thinks if she can be kept over Sunday or Monday she
may rally. Father, she is in Thy hands, and if Thou seest fit
to take her now from the evil to come, I meekly submit. Do
as seemeth Thee good. Joseph writes that he " and Mary
sympathise with you, and pray the dear baby may not take the
loathsome disease, for then woiUd your cup be full indeed."
He has promised that He will lay no raore on me than He
will give me strength to bear. On His word I depend, and
should He raake earth to me as a desert I will trust Him. Do
as seemeth Thee good.
March 12th.—Poor WUlie has been here, and Annie is a
little better; knows them, yet very low.
Had a visit from Brother Stephenson, who deeply sympathises with me, also Mr. and Mrs. Dickinson and Mr. and Mrs.
Culver. He holds fast in a clear and sound conversion. Lord,
keep him very near Thy side. He has many severe trials, but
Thou art stronger than the strong man armed. He thinks he
wUl have to give up his profession, but I tell him the Lord can
keep him, and we need pious lawyers to set a good example.
Our precious babe was so glad to see her father; she is so good
that she is no trouble. Yes, it is all of the Lord, and we will
praise Him. How sweetly He keeps rae. Sorae say. How can
you lie quietly on your bed ? How can you have any oi the
faraily come ? I tell them one and aU I only move and breathe
as my Father directs, and at present He says, " Be stiU, and see
the salvation of God." To the flesh all this is trying, but He
keeps rae in perfect peace. He gives me s^veet words of
comfort, and so
13
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" Calm on tumult's wheel I siv.
'Midst busy multitudes alone,"
quietly Ustening to the still, small voice.
March 14th.—Praise the Lord, darling Annie is, we trast,
out of danger. Poor Willie is overjoyed. Yes, the Lord is
good; He knoweth them that trust in Him. Mrs. Haxton
kindly sent a girl who has had the disease to take baby out, and
my faithful Fanny has had it, too, and she is very prudent in
taking care of the pet. She seems at times not far frora the
kingdora. We have precious seasons at our family worship.
April 1st.—Death has been here and stolen away a sister
from our side. This afternoon Mrs. Pugh brought rae a handsorae cross of flowers from the funeral of her aunt, Mrs.
Beatty, a sister of Mr. Stephenson. Thus the Master is
gleaning His children into His garner. Her end was very
triumphant; her lamp was trimraed and burning.
" Thus the Christian life adorning,
Never need we be afraid.
Should He come at night or morning,
Early dawn or evening shade."
Am poorly and worn out with the fatigue of the little one,
and trust it will soon be safe for her to be at home. No one
can understand what I suffer but the Eefiner, and He supports
me in every trial, and bids me be of good cheer.
April 14th,—Have received my dear chUdren, Joseph and
Mary, from New Haven. They are appointed to Sixty-first
Street, this city. Praise the Lord! How kind He is. They
can often come and minister to my wants, and be a great
comfort to me.
April 29th,—My children have just gone to their new horae,
and I pray they raay be very useful in winning souls to Christ.
April 30th,—Had a very interesting season. Our little boy,
John Stephenson, was dedicated to God in baptism, here at
my bedside. I found it a precious time. Many friends were
present and my pastor officiated. Some dear friends sent mo
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a beautiful basket of flowers from Mr. Sabine's church, three
mottoes on it—''^Praying!** '•^Working!** '''•Giving!** How
kind to remember me as I lie in my little corner. Last
Sabbath the Eev. S. H. Tyng sent me a handsome cross of
white flowers from his Snnday School anniversary. He has
sent one yearly, not only meraoirs, but flowers to beautify ray
little room. Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all
His benefits.
May 1st, 1871.—Oh! how good and indulgent the Lord is to
those who caU upon Him and trust in His word. Heard poor
Mrs. Leverich was likely to lose her four dollars a month, and
did not know where to get more. I wrote to Mrs. Jaffray to
see if she would allow me to transfer three she was giving rae
for a person who is now able to do without it. Mrs. Jaffray
sent me word to do just as I pleased. I wrote to Mrs.
Haxton and Mrs. Barney. They immediately responded with
two dollars each a month; and so with these and one from
another I shaU have eight dollars for her every month, which
will be a great help, and I shall feel easier, for I know she will
not be in want. I am suffering very much with pain and utter
prostration. It seems as if I can hardly breathe. Pain in
ray hands and arms, and can hardly hold my pen. They are
much swoUen, but it is among the aU things, and we wUl trust
in the name of the Lord.
YEAES OF FAITH.

May 16th, 1871.—Twenty-four years this day I set my feet
on the soil of this city, and in looking back, how fraught with
mercies and blessings; sorae cares, sorae trials, but out of them
aU the Lord has brought rae safely, and kept us by His power,
therefore we wiU praise Hira. Have sent the life of BramweU
to Brother Kimber, a member of Doctor Cuyler's church, who
is seeking full salvation. Oh, that in reading that little book
his eyes may be fully opened to find a perfect Saviour, Who is
able to keep us from falling, and present us faultless before
Him, Had a letter from poor Sarah, who is still in the Cancer
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Hospital in London; poor thing, her sufferings must be very
severe, and nothing of this world's comforts, but her trust is in
Jesus, and He has promised to supply all her needs. I sent
her a sovereign, and hope it wUl do her good; gave it to the
Lord as a thankoffering for sparing my dear Annie. I sent
her letter to my sister, who also sent her one.
" There is that scattereth and yet increaseth." How many
times I have divided my loaf with sorae poor widow, and still
I had enough ; yes, bless the Lord, and it has made my heart
to rejoice more than when corn and wine increased, for my
Lord supplied all my need, and it was sweet to watch Hira as
He would open one source after another; no lock was too fast
or heart too hard for Him. And to-day I stand on the solid
Eock, aU praise and glory to His holy name. And now I am
lUiely to lose my long-tried friend, Mr. Lankford, who is poorly.
One after another are called to lay their burdens down and
dweU for ever at home. I, too, wiU hear the call.
JESUS, THE EVEE-LOVING BOSOM FEIEND.

June 23rd, 1871.—A kind sister brought mt a wreath of
immorteUes to place on Mrs. De Lamater's picture. One short
year since she was called away, and I must sing of goodness
and mercy; but home in the distance looks very sweet.
" The end will come, and may to-morrow,
When God has done His work in me,
So I say, trusting as God will,
And trusting to the end hold still."

My soul rests in God, and finds a sure hiding-place. I have
such a nearness to my Saviour as cannot be expressed; it
seems like talking to a famiUar friend, as if I had been closeted
with Him asking questions, advice, and guidance, then going
forth and carrying out just what He thought best. I do not
doubt some of my friends think my actions strange, but I
cannot help i t ; He said : " Ye are not of the world, even as
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I am not of the world," yet He did not pray that we should be
taken out of the world, but kept from the evil, and being kept
from the evU, we are commanded to walk with Him and be
perfect. Lord, help us.
June.—Another dear friend leaving me for the present;
thus the circle becomes very smaU, but Jesus has promised to
be with me to the end—in much pain and weakness. He is my
All in all. Satan tries to come in various ways to disturb my
peace, but I have the one remedy " It is written," and oh, how
many things are written to help us to put him to flight! One
grand thing he thinks he wiU do in trying to get me to worry
about such and such a thing, or that such a dear friend wiU be
taken from me; or if any new weakness has corae upon me,
and medicines fail. What! doubt Him Who for all these years
has stood by me ? No, never, never! His word is gone forth,
and I trust in that word. He never wiU forsake the helpless
worm that hangs on Him.
A BiETHDAT G I F T .

492, SECOND AVENUE, July ith, 1871.

To MES. HAXTON,—Grace, mercy, and peace be unto you
from our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, my dear, dear friend,
and that you may be fiUed with His Spirit is my constant
prayer. Tears of joy, gratitude, and love filled ray eyes after
your Uttle daughter and maid left me yesterday as I looked
upon your beautiful gift of fruit and flowers.
My mind traveUed-back over the past fifty years from my
earUest recoUection. Always when at home I had some token
of love on the 13th; it was made a happy day, as, being
the youngest of a large famUy, and not being strong, I was
very much petted. When married I was idolised by a fond
husband, and the day must be kept. My children usually have
some little token for me; but, dear Mrs. Haxton, you are the
first and only one, save those, from whom any gift has come on
that day.
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Twenty-one of those birthdays I have been alone. Those
fond hearts tbat would fain have sheltered me from every rude
assault or anything to grieve have lain for all these years in the
silent grave. But I ought not to say alone, for He Who hath
created me hath raised up many of His dear chUdren with
hearts fuU of love and tenderness, and He Himself is with me,
and hath promised to be with me to the end.
Each renewed assurance of your love, dear friend, seems
such a cordial to me; it sinks away deep down in my heart; the
card on the basket will always be kept; very many times have
I put on my glasses to read it over again; words never can tell
what you are to me.
These flowers, basket, and card I value highly—no price
could be put upon them. Oh, may your crown in "that great
day of the Lord be studded with stars as full as this basket is
of its beautiful and various fruits.
I feel I am one of the least of the Lord's chUdren, but He
says, " Inasmuch as ye did it to one of the least of these, ye
did it unto Me."
Bella and Nellie each had brought me a few flowers their
mother had plucked out of their garden. Annie, who had been
spending the day with Hannah, brought me sorae pears as she
came along, knowing they would be a treat to me. They were
here when your kind gift came, and rejoiced with me.
I have been, and am still, very poorly ^ it is a great effort
to write, and a greater one to spell, ray brain is so weak; I
seera as if I can hardly spell ray name.
I had a letter from dear Mrs. Gale, and wUl answer it just
as soon as I am able.
I hope the word from mother is favourable, and that she
improves. May I hope to see you, dear, before you leave the
city ?
Eemember me to dear Mrs. Bodstein. I often think of her.
With very many thanks and much love,
Believe me, yours truly,
BELLA COOKE.
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FAITH CEIES, " I T SHALL BE DONE."

July 20th, 1871.—Teach me Thy way, O Lord; lead me in
a plain path. " I wUl teach thee, I will instruct thee in the
way thou shalt go." When we ask from a fuU heart to be
taught, and watch for the Spirit's teaching, we shaU see clearly
what He would have us do, and I have been specially brought
to see this the past few weeks. A poor old woman, Mrs. Smith,
seventy-six years old, for whom I was permitted to get some
help last winter, fell and broke her arm and two ribs; she is
very poor, but has her two little rooms, which are a home to her,
and for which Mrs. Jaffray and her Church pay the rent; but
she was taken to Bellevue Hospital. When I heard of her
accident I felt sad, and wanted to send some one to see if she
needed anything. I asked in prayer that Mr. Cardner, the
person by whom Mrs. Jaffray sends her help to the poor, might
come; on the third day he called; I asked him why he had
come, seeing he never came but the first of the month. He
said he did not know, only he felt the past few days that he
must come. " WeU," I replied, " the Master sent you. I want
you to go to Bellevue Hospital and see Mrs. Smith." He was
greatly surprised, and had not heard that she was hurt; he
went and returned. I told him if he would do what he could,
I would do the sarae, as the old lady was going to her home
and must be cared for. He said he would ; this was Thursday.
I laid the case before Him Who says, " Let your requests be
made known unto God." I asked Him to direct rae to whom I
should make application to help her; I did not seem to be
directed to take any steps, but to be still and see the salvation
of God. On Friday evening Mrs. Haxton called, and before
leaving said, " I have brought you the monthly money for that
poor woman, Mrs. Leverich, and here are six dollars I brought
you to use as you please; I felt I must bring it; I did not
know whether you needed it yourself." I smiled and said /
did not need it, but I had a special case, and told her of Mrs.
Smith. She answered, " It is strange, I felt I must bring it.
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so I am satisfied." I saw my Father's hand in all this, as it
was just what His poor crippled, aged child needed. Yes, we
wiU triist and not fear. H e leadeth us by a way that we
know not.
July 26th, 1871.—Three days ago I had a noble gift from an
old and tried friend, J. S., and when alone, turning it over
and over, tears of joy and gratitude to him and my heavenly
Father filled my eyes, and I could not but ask, " How shaU I
thank Thee and praise Thee, O my Father ? Why is it Thou
art so mindful of me ? " Then I was led aloud to exclaim:
" Give to him that asketh thee, and from him that would borrow
of thee t u r n not thou away." I thought for a moment: weU, I
wiU heed Thee. To-day I received a letter from England, saying
that poor Sarah Partridge had been sent from the hospital and
was just alive, from cancer, which was eating away her life;
no money and no horae, and a poor working woman, acting the
part of the good Samaritan, opened her door for her, and is
doing all she can to ease the poor body. The case was plain,
" Give to him that asketh thee, and turn not away; " nor did I
wish to, but heeded the admonition, and sent my poor friend,
suffering for want of many things, while I have and to spare,
one pound (iS5.50). May the dear Lord give His blessing to it.
July 27th.—A year ago to-day since my precious friend
went to join her risen Lord, and how often it has seemed to rae
as if the port was iust gained when another turn is given to my
fraU bark, and I am out to sea again. Well, my Father is at
the helm; but to the human eye it seems strange so many are
taken and I left.
*' Himself hath done it, He Who looks me through.
Sees how I cleave to earth's ensnaring ties.
And so He breaks each reed on which my soul
Too much for happiness and joy relies.
Himself hath done it, He would have me see
What broken cisterns human friends must prove.
That I may turn and quench my burning thirst
At His own fount of everlasting love,
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And when in His eternal presence blest
I at His feet my crown immortal cast,
I'll gladly own with all His ransomed saints
Himself hath done it all from first to last."
" N O T WEAET IN WELL DOING."
*' 'lis painful thus to bear the cross.
To feel the long, the suffering hour;
But happy he who finds his loss
Made up in greater truth and power."

August 28th, 1871.—In feebleness extreme would I once more
record His lovingkindness, although impossible to make any
one understand what He has done for me. When not able to
speak my heart was saying—
" Above the rest this note shall swell,
My Jesus hath done all things well."
Had a sweet visit from my dear pastor; he is so kind and
good—ever ready to do all he can for me—my dear Doctor
Palmer also. My friends do not weary over their long care of
rae. Lord, bless them all. How wonderful that I can again
hold a pencil and try to write, which no one twenty days ago
ever dreamed I would do again.
September 6th, 1871.—What a month the past has been,
crowned with lovingkindness and tender mercies, goodness and
mercy ever following all I do. I am full of weakness and pain,
but I am, as it were, lifted up far above all earthly things, and
while pain and weakness are my lot, ray soul " sees the King
of kings and freely talks with God." Though ray speech is yet
very thick, my sight very dim and feeble, hand trembling as it
holds the pen, yet I feel btrong in the Lord and in the power
of His might. Oh, how glad I am that I can still speak for
Jesus, my all-sufficient Friend. Last Sabbath had comraunion
service here with several dear friends and my dear children,
Joseph and Mary. It was a glorious time; the little room was
fiUed with the power of the Most High. " Bless the Lord, O
my soul, and forget not all His benefits,"
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September 14th.—Have been enabled to send Emily Kelsey
the last forty-six dollars for some quilts. Praise the Lord I
She writes me in return that she has laid in her coal for the
winter, and paid for it, too, and she rejoiced to have it so.
Oh, what a loving Father we have, ever opening some door
whereby His needy children raay be provided for, and Who
enables us to triuraph in that which seeras in the sight of the
world disappointments, feeling, as we do, that He hides us
under the shadow of His hand. There is a close unity between
us—Christ and the soul. Surely no evil can befaU while
sweetly blessed.
September 18th.—Kind friends are returning from the country.
Some have been in to see me, among whom were Mrs. Onatavia,
Mrs. H. V Butler, and Mrs. Doctor Butler. We had a feasting
tirae, and the Master of AssembUes was here and blessed us.
Also had a poor crippled soldier in to thank me for getting him
a grant to a home for disabled soldiers in Augusta Me., where
he can be well cared for as long as he lives. Poor man, I hope
he will there find Jesus, Who will give him a better title to a
better home when the battle of life is over, if he only gives his
heart to Him. I think things are looking up a little in our
Church. Lord, revive us again; make bare Thine arm ; wake
up every meraber to diligence ; clothe Thy ministering servant
with might and power; may he be more than ever in earnest
to bring sinners to Christ; wherever he goes may they feel
that he has been with God. Oh, give us souls; yea, a rich
harvest. We feel we must know sinners are brought to God.
Time is short and eternity at hand. Lord, help us !
October 9th,—Had my beloved pastor and wife. Brother
Mackey and wife, and Joseph and Mary to take tea with me,
to celebrate the anniversary of my wedding day; thirty-one
years ago ! Twenty-two years of that time my beloved husband
has been at rest praising without any alloy the God whom he
loved. His memory is precious to me stiU; he was a kind,
indulgent husband, and a loving, tender father; there is
nothing unpleasant to remember about him, and so I delight to
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celebrate the day. We had a very pleasant time in singing
and prayer. I was very tired. Had a call from Doctor Barnett,
Mrs. Gale, and other friends. How very kind to think of rae
—nothing but lovingkindness strews my pathway among green
pastures and living waters. Praise the Lord !
October 12th,—Another year added to this life of confinement;
fifteen long years this day I have lain in this bed, nor have I
sat up fifteen hours of that time. How utterly impossible to
teU aught of what I have passed through—blistering, burning
with nitric acid times out of number; burnings with the red
hot iron; cutting with the knife, and many other kinds of
treatment to heal or aUeviate the sufferings of this poor, feeble
body. Nor has any new remedy been tried, or any new
physician consulted, without asking the blessing of the Lord to
heal, or give the grace to bear if He in His wisdom and love
saw fit to withhold the healing power. He has, indeed, given
me grace to bear, and rejoice in weakness and pain, so that
His word is verified, " My grace is sufficient for thee," for His
strength is raade perfect in my weakness.
Most gladly, therefore, will I rather glory in mine infirmities,
that the power of Christ may rest upon me. Little did I think
when years ago I could walk from eight to ten miles at once,
could go six miles to hear a sermon from BUly Dawson, or ride
forty miles in a light waggon and walk eight the same day to
hear James Caughey, that these poor feet and limbs would lie
idle and useless for so many years. Nor did I for years believe
what physicians told me, that I would not be able to walk or sit
up again. I would think, perhaps I shall at such and such a
time. But I have long since ceased to think anything about it,
and only try to do what I can for my Lord, and wait His
coming, for while I keep my lamp trimmed and burning what
need have I to fear ? He has kept rae all these years, and He
wiU not leave me now. Add to the fifteen, one year in the
hospital and five years of severe suffering, which caused Doctor
Sims and Doctor Jenkins, when they saw me in 1855, to say
they knew not how I lived, nor had they seen such a case;
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still, by the mercy of God I am spared, and my almost daily
prayer is—
" Lord, give me patience to abide
The unknown workings of Thy will."
I praise Him, that I can speak a word for Him, recommend
my Saviour to all who may come. I praise Hira for my reason ;
I praise Him for my sight, dim as it is; for my hearing, and
the use of my hands ; yes, and for all His unbounded goodness
and mercy to me aU the days of ray life—yes,
" I'll 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 passed
While life, or thought, or being last.
Or immortality endures."
October 20th.—Bless the Lord; He does give us the desire
of our hearts. Last Sabbath a good sister came and told me
of a poor American woman, Mary Pierson, who was very
destitute of everything, had buried her husband and only son
who was her support. I told her to send the dear woman to
see me. She came, and as I looked at her bowed down with
grief, I could only think of the words : " the only son of his
mother, and she was a widow." Jesus thought tenderly of the
widow. I said I would try to do what I could for her. I
thought every one seemed to be sending to Chicago, the burned
city; but I took the case to my Lord, and told Him aU about
it, and I was directed to write to two friends. Mrs. Jaffray
sent fifty dollars to give her by instalments of four dollars per
month, Mrs. Haxton two dollars, and Mrs. Barney two dollars,
and Mrs. McCauley sent a new dress and bonnet. Miss H. a
water-proof cloak and a shawl; myself two flannel skirts;
thus the widow's heart was made to sing for joy, and we
were the happier in being permitted to be the instruments.
Oh, how good the Lord is! None ever trusted Him and were
ashamed. I am suffering so much, but my Father knows and
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wUl be with me to the end. The Church has engaged Miss C.
to visit and urge the people to attend church. Give her all
needed grace.
PEOVISION FOE THE NEEDT.

November 1871.—" This poor man cried and the Lord heard
him, and saved him out of all his troubles." " He is faithful
that promised."
Sold for Mary Pierson ten and one-half dozens of little
brushes, ten doUars and fifty cents.
November 14ih,—
" His goodness ever nigh.
His mercy ever free.
Shall while I live, shall when I die,
Still follow me."
These words came so sweetly to-day while thinking of His great
love to me, so boundless, so free ; goodness and mercy aU the
way through. Had a visit from Mrs. Phcebe Palmer to see if I
had all my wants supplied, as she had heard frora over-anxious
friends that they feared they were not. It was very kind of
her, as she was only told of it yesterday. Thus does He put
good into the hearts of His dear children. But I told her that
not one of His precious promises could fail, for He said bread
should be given and water should be sure ; faith might be tried
at times, but I always come off victorious; the One Who stands
by me is so much greater than the host which may encamp
against me; and so I stand upheld by the arm of omnipotent
love, which not all earth or heU can pull down. We also had
the class meet here; my dear pastor to-night brought them
round, and we met and talked to one another; the Lord
hearkened and heard, and we were blessed ; we found it sweet
to teU of His dealings with us; we had a great feast.
SUNSHINE WITHIN.

December 8th, Sabbath eve.—A rainy day without, but that
does not detract from the joy of the children of God. The Sun
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of Eighteousness shines with all His beauty and glory, and
illuminates the inner man, and we can truly say, " December is
as pleasant as May," for we see Jesus and talk with Him, and
our converse is sweet. Blessed Sabbath, sweet day of rest,
how I love thy stUlness ; how I feel the incense going up from
thousands and thousands of hearts to the mercy-seat, in and
from the temples set apart to worship the Lord God of Hosts,
and Thou art no less here, precious Saviour ; just as much do I
feel Thy lovely presence here as did the sisters of Bethany; and
araid many otherwise lonely hours I talk with Thee and feel
Thee very near; season after season roUs on, year after year
passes away, and stUl I am spared ; many, young and old, are
called away, and I am left behind. How gladly would I flee
away and be at rest, were it the Master's will, but at this time
He wills that I should stay. Lord, give me patience to abide
the unknown workings of Thy will. Eest from pain, nervousness, and care looks very sweet. My soul longs for more holy
love and more of the fulness of the Godhead. The body is
exceedingly weak and tired, but the Master Builder knows all
about the fraU tenement. Had my old, tried, and faithful
friend. Brother Stephenson, to see me, and we had a pleasant
visit, though I was very weak, could not control ray feelings,
and wept, which is very unusual with me; but the Father in
heaven " knoweth our frame." We were talking of the
wonderful care of my Great Provider, I was feeling that
friends were about to get some kind of a new bed, and it was
too much to spend on one thing, and I may not need it long.
And I may live on and on some time. But I must leave it all
with Him Who says, " Your heavenly Father knoweth that ye
have need of all these things."
" Good when He gives, supremely good.
Nor less when He denies."

22nd.—Death has been here and taken away our lovely boy,
Harry Paisley ; he was taken from us by a few hours' iUness.
to be an angel and with the angels stand. Lord» let it be
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sanctified to those dear parents, who feel sorely stricken; and
may it please Thee to spare the other two ; two on earth and
two in heaven. Oh, grant that they may feel that Thou doest
all things well!
Had a visit from Mrs. Tatum, who brought me fifteen
dollars for the poor. I am so thankful, as I was wondering
where I could look for some ready raoney for these poor people.
How indulgent our Father is to His children. I am very
feeble, a great effort to write; such dreadful sinkings, but, oh!
the oneness with God, the power with which He comes to His
feeble ones; such fulness, such glory. This little upper room
seems soraetiraes iUuminated, and the great Three in One
having taken up His abode here, 'tis little short of heaven, for
the veU is rent, and we can talk with Him Who is invisible
to mortal sight, but Who reveals Himself to His humble
children.
25th,—" Glory to God in the highest, peace on earth, and
good wiU to men! " Amid the excitement of the expected death
of an earthly prince, comes ringing in our ears the song of the
angels, He whose name is Wonderful, the Mighty God; His
name shaU be called Jesus, for He shall save His people from
their sins. Yes, He does save us, and that to the utmost;
blessed be His name, it is a full salvation, and we wUl go
forward and trust Him to the end. My grandchildren are all
happy; one dear little thing said, " It is Jesus' birthday." I
had five of the dear little things to come in early this morning
to wish me a merry Christmas, and their little presents from
grandma made them all so joyful and glad. Kind friends are
not slack, but all contributed something to supply my need
and make me feel happy. Presents of money from three—
from my dear Doctor Sabine his usual gift of turkey, etc., for
the Christraas dinner. I have many tokens of love, among
which is a very beautiful mosaic musical album from Mrs.
Jaffray, which she brought from the falls of the Ehine.
Goodness and mercy aU the way through, and we will praise
Him
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A LETTBE TO MES. JAFFEAT.
February 2oth, 1871.

M T DEAE M E S . J.—Since you were here with your friend
I have feared that I did not make myself understood as regards
my past experience. I did not wish you to think, dear friend,
that I did not want to acknowledge what the Lord had done
for me. I know that in AprU 1848 he enabled me to accept
Hira as a perfect Saviour, one who did save rae frora sin, and
the first Sabbath after that I had a hard struggle. How
could I rise and tell this experience ? It seemed like presumption ; but the Saviour whispered, " Also I say unto you,
whosoever shall confess Me before raen, him shaU the Son of
man also confess before the angels of God;" " but he that
is ashamed of Me of him will I be ashamed before My Father
and His holy angels." I could no longer refrain, but rose and
told what great things the Lord had done for rae. I said
I had found a perfect Saviour, and that He had wrought a
perfect work in His child. The snare was broken, and with
a " glad heart and free " I have ever since been enabled to
rejoice in the God of my salvation. I know He saved rae with
a full salvation. Yes, that I was not of the world, but set
apart and consecrated to His service, to live and labour for
Him. And since then I have found either to suffer or labour
for Him is sweet. I no longer had to say—
" Oh I how wavering is my mind,
Tossed about by every wind ;
Oh 1 how quickly doth my heart
From the living God depart."

But my song was, " My heart is fixed," and thus was I ever
willing to tell the great congregation, or in the little roora, how
the Lord had corapassion upon me and healed me. Nor was
I beyond temptation, but I was wonderfuUy kept, and if at
any time 1 looked to the right or left I was enabled, instead
of parleying with the terapter, to look right to Jesus, and
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come to the blood of sprinkling, and thus H e cleansed me and
washed me from all sin. Nor did I like to say that I was holy?
but I could and did say that I knew that Jesus saved me to the
uttermost, and that here was a perfect rest to my long tossed
and anxious heart. Yes, I was a new creature in Christ Jesus,
and still do I rest in His embrace, calmly leaning my head on
His bosom. Yes, H e is my Eedeemer from aU sin, and I must
praise Him. But if through weakness or ignorance I err. H e
knoweth my frame. H e remerabereth I ara dust, and sweetly
bears with His feeble child. O h ! 'tis sweet to trust a faithful
God, and H e so honours my simple faith that I cannot, dare
not, doubt Him. I delight to watch Him each day unfold
leaf after leaf of His great Book, and teach me of the hidden
things of G o d ; for you know, dear friend, I cannot get out
to learn or be taught in the house of prayer, so H e and I hold
sweet communion when all is hushed and stUl. Yes, "Sees
my soul the King of kings, and freely talks with God," and
here I obtain strength to speak a word for Him Who has done
such great things for me. Pardon me in taking so much of
your time, and believe me
Yours truly, in the bonds of Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
LIVING FAITH.

492, SECOND AVENUE, June 2drd, 1871.
was so glad to get your kind
note, and at the same tirae sorry to learn that your dear
sister is suffering; but by-and-by our suffering time wiU all
be o'er, and then we shall reign with our Saviour King.
I have been outstripped by another of my fellow-traveUers.
Brother Brewer has found the rest we wait to find. H e was
of gentle spirit and sterling integrity.
I had a new lady physician come to me the other day, Doctor
Lozier, accompanied by Doctor Barnett. She sat and talked with
:ne a long time, and finally concluded that about all had been
done that human skill could devise, and said I must have the
14
D E A E SISTEE A N N E S L E T , — I
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best food I could get, etc., etc. She thought I had two or three
tumours in addition to everything else. She does not know
how I live. It matters not if I have fifty. I have an arm on
which to lean sufficiently strong to bear all my infirmities, and
He wUl lay no more upon rae than He will give me strength to
bear. Yes, He Who has been
*' My Saviour in distresses past,
Will not now His servant leave,
But bring me through at last."

I had Brother and Sister Lankford to see me on Wednesday.
Brother L. is very feeble, but I was so glad to see thera ; also
my good Doctor Sabine; he would be very un wiUing to aUow any
one to try experiments upon me. I think if he, who has been
coming over fourteen years, and Doctor Palmer over twenty,
cannot help me, not speaking of others who have corae at times,
no stranger can aid me.
The girls are well. Yes, dear, it is a great comfort to have
my dear Joseph and Mary so near that they can drop in any
time.
Yours lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
THE HAND HAS LOST ITS CUNNING.
July 1871.
DEAE SISTEE ANNESLET,—I

was glad to get your kind

letter, and know you are weU.
I ara still holding on by faith. As I write this I can hardly
see. The night before last, about eleven, I was seized with a
slight stroke of paralysis up my face and neck; it drew my
right cheek down to my shoulder, and for some time was very
painful; it has affected my left eye and my mouth, drawing the
lips so that I can with difficulty take anything out of either a
spoon or cup; it also affects my speech a little. But, dear, it does
not at present affect my reason, for which I am very thank fuL
I feel, dear, as if it may be the far-off noise of the chariot
coming for the weary traveUer, for soon the bridegroom wiU
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come to meet His bride. I desire to have my garments all
pure and clean, without spot or wrinkle.
If it has been necessary for the Master to take so many
years to polish the rough stone to prepare it for its place in the
temple, it behoves me to be obedient and submissive, that the
Divine work be not marred, for though He tarry yet He wiU
corae.
Dear Mary, and Joseph, and Annie, and Willie came to see
me yesterday, and we had tea and worship. Then I had a long
talk, and told them about publishing my book, how I had prayed
over it and been exercised about it, its having been such a trial
to have it brought out before the public, but that at each time
I was brought to the borders of the grave, it stood out before
me that I had not done my duty, and each tirae I promised
the Lord if spared I would try,
I have done so, and many, many prayers have gone up with
it, and the Lord has helped rae wonderfully, and I must send it
forth to tell the generations to come what He hath done for me.
It has seemed at times whUe writing as if I was almost
lifted up to the third heaven, and then I had to stop and weep
with joy at the dealings of my Father, and exclaim, " Glory!
glory ! to Thee, Thou Who art my Husband, Brother, Friend."
[Here ends this beautiful experience of God's dealings with
a faithful soul whom He trained in the ways of faith and
obedience; and as the hand forgot its cunning which had so
long been accustomed to trace out the goodness of God, her
daughter Mary, at her.request, finished the letter.]
Mother was taken eo much worse that she was not able to
finish, but she is a little easier this morning, and sketched
down the last sentence on the slate for me to add to her letter.
Her speech was so affected yesterday afternoon that it was
with great difficulty we could understand her, and her
sufferings were intense. This morning she seems a little
improved, and can say a word or two with great effort. One
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eye is closed, and the other is, we fear, failing too; she has a
great deal of pain in it, and the sight is very dim. The doctor
said yesterday he could tell nothing till to-day, as he must see
how the medicine operated. Mother sends much love.
Yours affectionately,
MAET E . PULLMAN.
NOT TET BECKONED HOME.

192, SECOND AVENUE, Septeviber I2th, 1871.
M T DEAE MISS ANNESLET,—Five weeks ago I wrote a few
lines to you, which, before they were finished, all thought
would be my last. But the Lord has sent me back again to
mingle with the things of this life, and may He grant that it
may add to His glory. I could not tell you what I have
suffered; neither could I tell the holy calm that pervaded ray
soul, as one after another bade me, as they thought, a last
farewell; the strong man wept, and many have told rae since
it seemed a holy place.
I was unable to speak, sight almost gone, almost in an agony
of pain a great part of the time; yet I lay encircled in the arms
of my Beloved, and was safe. Oh, how I have proved that *' A
thousand proraises declare His constancy of love." Yes ! 'tis
a Eock that cannot move, and on that Eock I stand. We
know not, dear sister, why the Master sent me back when so
near the rest and home prepared, nor do I wish to seek it out;
it is enough He wills me to stay a little longer, and I can
truly with Faber, say—
** I worship Thee, sweet will of God,
And all Thy ways adore,
And every day I live, I seem
To love Thee more and more.**

Friends were very kind, they gave me so much love and
tender sympathy—everybody seems to love me, and I feel so
unworthy of it all. Yet, I know it is all of the Lord's goodness, and that He influences their hearts to His poor feeble
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child; the honour and glory are His. Oh, wondrous grace!
Oh, boundless love! I have much to tell you, dear, but am not
able now, as my sight is still very dim, and at times I have hard
work to get out many words, my tongue still being somewhat
stiff. I have begged my kind and faithful Doctor Palmer not
to come every day^ but he wiU not leave me more than twentyfour hours. I can only bring him with raany others to the
mercy-seat.
Yours lovingly,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTEE XXI.
*' LEAD THOU ME ON."

" Thou hast dealt well with Thy servant, 0 Lord, according unto Thy
word."—PSALM cxix. 65.
" Lead Thou me on 1 Keep Thou my feet;
I do not ask to see the distant scene ;
One step enough for me.
So long Thy power hath blessed me, sure it still
Will lead me on
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till
The night is gone,
And with the morn those angel faces smile
Which I have loved long since and lost awhile."
January 2nd, 1872.—Another, year has fled,—another year is
come. The past has been one of many blessings. How raany
during the year have been called to exchange worlds, but we
jsre spared;—how near we have seemed to be to the better
land, still we are left, a wonder to many, but none can know
in how much nervousness and p a i n ; but the Apostle says,
" those members of the body which seem to be raore feeble are
necessary." So I wUl try and fill the place the Master has given
me, and faithfully toil in converting barren into fruitful soil.
January 2Wi, 1872.
M T D E A E SISTEE A N N E S L E T , — I t is a long time since I
wrote to you, and a long time since I heard from you, and my
heart goes out after you every day, and wonders how you are
and what the tidings of the day. Your heart all alive to the
Mfistcr, your hands employed, and thus your Ufe glides away.

^' Lead Thou me on,'^
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calm as a sumraer evening. I have longed so much to see you,
and yet I know that you are no doubt in the place where your
heavenly Father wishes you to be.
I am journeying on, dear, to the New Jerusalem, the city
of our God. I feel as if I had passed quite a number of milestones, and by-and-by I wUl reach the city whose BuUder and
Maker is God. I have been very poorly, dear, and suffered
much more since my Ulness in August last, and stiU at times
am threatened with a relapse, but it is aU weU, weU, weU!
I rejoice in the wiU of my God because that will is sweet. 1
am not able to sleep at all without chloral every night. I kept
from it just as long as I could, but the fearful nervousness
that follows paralysis is beyond description, and without this
medicine I pass very painful, sleepless nights. The Lord has
been very gracious and merciful to me, dear—He suppUes all
my need, and keeps rae in a wealthy place. I do joy in the
God of my salvation, for He hath dealt bountifiUly with me.
Hannah's baby passed away after a few hours' iUness ; he was
a lovely child, sixteen months old; but his mother wiU never
fear or care for him ; another safely housed., Joseph and
Mary are well, and having a gracious time in their Uttle
Church; meetings almost every night; some have found the
pearl of great price. Oh, it is joyful news, a soul saved from
sin, washed in the blood of the Lamb. Joseph had a fast-day
last week in order that the merabers raay feel the full
importance of the work, and we are all praying that many,
many precious souls may be born of God.
We are not having any stir in our Church; we have a good
visitor now who works very faithfuUy among all classes. She
goes from house to house, and is doing a great deal of good.
I have been able to do very little writing since August except
to some friends, and sorae notes about ray poor.
Now, dear, I raust say good-bye, and may the blessing of a
triune God ever rest upon you is the prayer of
Your loving sister in Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
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To Miss A. ANNESLEY.
March 1872.

Well, dear, we have just been surprising my dear, faithful
Doctor Miles Palmer. On the 16th of this month it will be
twenty-one years that he has been attending me and my
children until they left my home for their own.
I n the summer a lady, Mrs. Haxton, was with me a great
deal during my severe iUness, and hearing that it would this
spring be that length of time, and seeing the doctor's increasing
attention to me, said that if I lived until spring some meraento
must be got for him. So last month they decided to get a
mantel set, and an elegant clock with ornaments was purchased,
costing $230. The clock is surmounted by a bronze statue of
an eminent Italian surgeon, and on the back of the bronze
chair is inscribed—
MILES W - PALMER, M . D .

From Friends and Children of Bella Cooke.
A tribute to kindness and voluntary professional attendance
during twenty-one years.
AprU 16th, 1872.
I invited to be present at the presentation Brother Stephenson, Mrs. Haxton, and Mrs. Gale, Joseph and the three girls, the
doctor, his wife, and Mrs. Adams. Brother S. made the presentation, after which we had a little ice cream and cake and sorae
pleasant conversation, when we sang that beautiful hymn—
« Thou God of truth and love."
Joseph led in prayer, and the dear friends left. It was a
grand and joyous time. Every one was happy, and those who
received were surprised and delighted. Was it not noble in
friends ? Mrs. Jaffray, Mrs. Haxton, and Mrs. Barney were
the principal ladies in it, with Brother Stephenson, my children,
and a few others. Dear Doctor Palmer has a large heart, and
deserves far more than that.
As ever,
BELLA COOKE.
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TESTIMONY.

492, SECOND AVENUE, October Gth, 1872.
D E A E BEETHEEN AND SISTEES,—Having heard that you were
to have a testimony raeeting, I longed to be with you that I ,
too, raight speak for Jesus. But as I cannot go to you, it
occurred to me I might write a few lines and have them read,
if it was thought best. To many of you I am a stranger, to
some known only as an invalid at home, to others I was
known in more active life, but these are becoming very few.
But you are all very dear to rae as raembers of Christ's body
and co-labourers in His vineyard, and it is this which prompts
me, although in much pain, to join with you on this glad
day in the reopening of our church, and a fresh dedication of
ourselves to God and His cause. I t is almost eighteen years
since I knelt with you in the house of prayer, but I have not
been left to perish. My Father and your Father has been
very gracious to me and has done great things for me, wherefore my soul rejoices in Him, and my heart is made glad at the
mention of His name. Yes, it is a name high over aU, it is
dear to us above every name, it charms our fears and bids our
sorrows cease. I feel I am not the less one of you because I
cannot be with you, but am interested in everything which
relates to the welfare of our Zion. Her very walls are dear to
me. I meet you in spirit at every session, at Sabbath School,
preaching of the word, and at prayer-meeting, and at o y Class
meeting my thoughts follow you,
** You sing His deeds, as I have sung
In sweet and solemn lays ;
Were I among you my glad tongue
Might learn new themes of praise.'

But my Master has seen fit to place me in a corner, and I
praise Hira for His ways toward me. They have been love
and mercy all the way through. Yes, here I'll raise my
Ebenezer. God has been very gracious to me, and His tender
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mercies are nearer in every trial and sorrow. The everlasting
arms have been felt in tirae of untold suffering, and His voice
has been heard, " It is I ; be not afraid." Yes, blessed be His
holy narae, I will praise Him for all that is past, and, by grace
assisting me, trust Him for all that is to corae. Oh! let us
as a Church arise and shake ourselves from our lethargy, and
buckle on the whole armour of God and do the Lord's work.
I am unable to write more. The Lord bless you all, and keep
you unspotted from the world, is the prayer of your sister in
Christ,
BELLA COOKE.
December dOth, 1872.

A.,—I want to tell you of a new token of my
Father's goodness. Mrs. Onatavia has just been trying to
make me more comfortable by getting me a new kind of bedstead ; it has three kinds of movements, one by which the head
and shoulders are raised, one to raise the knees, and the other
to raise the feet. Then there is an arrangement by which the
patient can be raised in a canvas the height of two feet, so the
mattress can be turned over and dusted, without annoying the
patient on the canvas.
I told Doctor McLean I did not wish Mrs. Onatavia to get any
such thing, as I did not wish her to spend so much raoney, for
I might live but a very short time, then it would be a pity ;
and that if I lingered on I would perhaps need what was
used for it. I was told Mrs. O. did not ask me whether I
wanted it or not; she was going to get it, and no matter how
short a tirae I needed it, if I could be raade more comfortable
I should have it. And so the man brought it. The bedstead
alone cost, I believe, eighty dollars. Just think, all that spent
for me to lie on! Well, dear, I am on it, and I think it is
going to be just splendid. Was it not very kind ?
The girls are well. I have not seen Sister L. since they
went to board in New Jersey. Mr. L. stUl lingers on the
shores of tirae, with sails already set for the skies. Oh! what
DEAE MISS
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a glorious corapany wUl be there; songs of joy will be ours.
We are ready to say : Lord, hasten the day.
Yours lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
SAMUEL BETTLE.

I often think of the first visit I had from Mr. Samuel Bettle,
a minister in the Society of Friends, a man esteemed for his
rare gift of discernment of character as well as his uniform
piety. Early in June 1865, on a lovely Sabbath morning,
about nine o'clock, Mrs. Sarah UnderhiU called with Mr.
Bettle; they had just left the breakfast table of Mrs. Tatum's;
he did not know where he was going or who he was going to
see. When they entered the room I could not but notice what
a sad, solemn face Mr. B. had. He asked me a few questions,
which I answered, and told of the lovingkindness of my God.
He was sUent for a while, and at last said, " Well, Bella, we
must be careful that we do not take the oil of joy for mourning
and the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness." I
replied, " Mr. Bettle, I cannot help rejoicing, I have had so
much done for me by ray heavenly Father that I raust and
wUl praise Hira." Mr. Bettle said, " Sarah, I would be going."
Mrs. Underbill said, " Sarauel, it is too soon for meeting."
" Well," he replied, " I would see the clerk of the meeting," to
which she replied that he would not bo there. I was deeply
moved, and felt there was something raore to be done, and
I said, " Mr. Bettle, shall we not have prayer before you go ?
There is time, is there not ? " He put down his hat and stood
leaning against the bedpost. The Master greatly helped me,
and I fervently prayed for our brother, and for God's presence
and power to rest upon the meeting. While at prayer I
heard Mr. B. slide down on his knees, and the raoraent I closed
he began and poured out his soul in prayer. It was a solemn
time; then he arose and said, while holding my hand, " Bella
Cooke, the Lord has shown thee all my heart as no one else
knows it, not even my wife; and God has blessed me under
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thy supplication." The tears ran down his cheeks, whUe his
countenance was very bright. He was in no hurry to be gone ;
it seemed as though he could not leave. At last Mrs. UnderhiU, who had been a silent listener, said, " Samuel, we must
go. I had feared that I was going to be disappointed in thy
visit here, but I am not," so they left. I was afterwards told
that his friends who had breakfasted with him said, " Where
has Samuel Bettle been to ? " and the answer was, " He has
been to Bella Cooke's." An article in the New York Evening
Post of the next day, in giving an account of the raeeting, said
that an aged minister, Samuel Bettle, spoke with great fervour
and power, and his face seemed to shine. On Tuesday Mr.
B. came again and told me how wonderfully the Lord had
blessed him on Sunday morning here, and he was glad I had
dealt so faithfuUy with him. He wanted a copy of the words
of my prayer, but that was impossible. In after years he
always loved to speak of that time, and said how differently
he had seen things of a spiritual nature since then. He has
been a kind friend in things spiritual and temporal, aiding me
to procure things needful for the comfort of this poor body.
Many of the Society of Friends wUl remember with pleasure
these facts.
A NEW TOMB.
TO MISS A.,—" And the field and the cave that is therein
were made sure unto Abraham for a possession of a buryingplace by the sons of Heth." And now I must teU you another
piece of indulgence from my Husband, Brother, Friend. I
was not enough that this body should be fed and clothed and
ray little ones brought up, but still farther does He go, and
permits me to know where this poor clay shaU lie. In the
summer of 1866 I was very ill and lay a long tirae in spasras,
and it seemed as if I would not be long on this earth. Sister
Lankford was here, and asked me where I would like to be
laid when the Master should call me home. I said I would
Uke to be laid with the remains of my dear husband and baby,
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but it was so far away that the children could not visit the
place as often as they would like; but any place would do.
She replied, " Well, dear, I have thought much about it, and
I have decided to have you laid in ray lot in Greenwood by
ray side. I do not know of any one I would rather have laid
there than you." I was very weak, and could say but little,
ray heart was too full for utterance ; I could only wonder and
adore. I related it to sorae friends who came in, not that the
subject had troubled me at all, but now that my kind Master
had gone before me in my expectations, I must thank Him and
tell it to His praise. In a few days Brother Mackey came in
and I told it to him. He said it did not seem to him just the
thing. I thought it beautiful, but could not make him think
so. In a few days more he came in and said, " Sister Cooke,
I believe the Lord wants me to buy you a lot in Greenwood."
I replied, " I do not know about that. You had better be
sure before you do anything about it; besides, I would not
like to displease Sister Lankford, and it would be like throwing
away her kindness." " I wiU make it aU right;" so off he
went to see Sister L., and said he understood that she had said
she would like Sister Cooke to be laid in her lot; she said,
" Yes." " I believe the Lord means that I should buy her
one." " Praise the Lord, Brother Mackey, I will be very glad
to have you do so, but whUe she had no lot, I wished her to
be laid in mine." Then away he went, bought a nice little lot,
had it fenced in, a gate put up with my name upon it, and
brought me the deed and biUs receipted. Was it not a noble
deed? Thus the Lord indulges His children. But all was
not yet complete; dear Sister Lankford could not rest; she
must have something to do with it, so in October she went
to Peekskill and had the remains of my dear husband and babe
taken up and brought down to the city and left in an undertaker's for him to bury them in my new tomb; and, strange
to say, it was Saturday when they were brought here, and had
to remain untU Monday, and the Sabbath day that intervened
was the twenty-sixth anniversary of our wedding-day. I
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knew that at some time she intended to do this, I had by
trifles saved about fifty dollars to pay my funeral expenses, and
I gave it to her to pay their expenses, but she brought it back
to me, and said, " My dear, I want you to spend this in things
you need for your comfort; I will bear aU this myself, it is my
part. I wanted Brother Cooke and baby to be laid here, then
you can be all together." Goodness and mercy are all the
time about my path. Well might the Psalmist say he had
"never seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging
bread."
" Oh, for a thousand seraph tongues
To bless the incarnate word I
Oh, for a thousand thankful songs
In honour of my Lord I
Come, tune afresh your golden lyres,
Ye angels round the throne ;
Ye saints in all your sacred choirs,
Adore the Eternal Son."

CHAPTEE X X I I .
THE

KING'S

WOEK.

" They that feared the Lord spake often one to another."—MAL. iii. 16.
" We were talking about the King
And our elder Brother,
As we were used often to speak
One to another.
The Lord standing quietly by
In the shadows dim,
Smiling, perhaps, in the dark to hear
Our sweet, sweet talk of Him."
3Iarcn 12th, 1873.
M T DEAE SISTEE A.,—For some days I have been trying to
get nerve enough to write to you that I might acknowledge
the kindness of your delightful letter.
Our precious friend Thomas Lankford has gone to the bosom
of his God. He sweetly slept in Jesus after lying with closed
eyes for two weeks. Once only did he open them, and looking
at Mrs. L., he put up his poor hands, and, drawing down her
head, he kissed her many times, and told her over and over how
he loved her ; then his work was done. " When he had said
this he fell asleep." Oh, the mystery and strength of human
affections! He was very patient aU the way through, and
finished his course with joy, one of the kindest and best men I
have ever known. Mrs. L. is very much broken. I feel for
her very much ; but as you say it brings heaven very near us,
I love to think of it.
The leaflet is beautiful. When I lay so low with paralysis
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that all thought I was going, the Saviour's words were my
comfort; I felt He would say, " She hath done what she
could." I have thought frequently that I have indeed done all
I could, and many have told me I have done far more than the
Lord wanted me to do.
I must tell you how signally the Lord blessed one of our
little enterprises. On the 18th of last month Mrs. Jaffray
wrote me a note, saying that a few ladies of the Christian
Union were trying to open a sort of temporary home, just to
give a night's lodging to the homeless. She wrote: " We are
trying to get as many one-doUar subscribers as possible, that
many raay be interested ; pray for us, dear, that our treasury
may be filled." I prayed to the Master about it, and He led
me to resolve to ask aU who might corae to see me for the next
two weeks. I did so, and He sent many who had not been for
months, and the result was fifty dollars, for which I thank my
heavenly Father. I sent it with great joy to Mrs. J . ; she was
very glad, and said she had been praying so earnestly that the
Lord would give it favour in the sight of the people, and here
was an answer.
Sorae gave me one dollar for themselves, and one for each
member of their families.
Well, dear, now I have opened a second subscription list for
our new Home, and hope to get a little more; for when I think
of my cosy home and good bed I am grieved for the homeless
wanderers and children of sorrow. It is done as unto the Lord,
a thankoffering to Him for His great love and care over me.
Not more than others I deserve, yet God hath given me raore.
13th.—I have had a sweet visit frora dear Sister Lankford.
She tries to bear up nobly, and is supported by Hira Who says,
"Fear not, I will hold thee by thy right hand," and she is
indeed letting Hira hold her up. Praise the Lord! We both
wept freely, but our Saviour did not chide us; they were not
tears of rebeUion, but of tender, loving subraission.
Yours very lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.
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615, FIFTH AVENUE, N.Y., March 1873.
M T DEAEEST M E S . COOKE,—How much pleasure you have
given me I cannot express! It is wonderful that lying on a
bed of suffering you are enabled to do so much for the good of
others. I thank you, and love you more than ever. I have
prayed our Lord will incline the hearts of many to think weU
of this " Temporary Home," and this is an answer to my
prayer. I am so delighted.
Just think, so much money from you, my dear Mrs. Cooke.
Why, it is just lovely. You say, " M r s . Barney regrets that
we do not receive larger subscriptions." We do, when we can
get them, but we think it a good plan to obtain as many dollar
subscribers as possible. This plan gives us so many friends,
and every one can give one dollar, when many could not give
raore. Don't you see, dear ? Many thanks for the " tracts,"
which I hope soon to read.
W
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Yours, with much love,
ANNA F

JAFFEAT.

492, SECOND AVENUE, June 17th, 1873.
DEAE SISTEE A.,—It is a long time since I have written to
you, but, darling sister, I have no strength, and have tried
again and again, but am so tired.
I have lately had a very direct answer to prayer, which I
must tell you. The 2nd of May I wrote to my precious Mrs.
Jaffray to see if she couid give me some steady help for a poor
Scotch woman, seventy-eight years old. Her father, grandfather, and brother were preachers, and she supported herself
until now by teaching. On the 8th Mrs. J. sent her maid to
say she would give rae five dollars per raonth, but did not send
it for May. The girl told me that Mrs. J. said she knew I
woiUd keep praying for it tiU I got an answer. Three or four
weeks before this Mr. Cardner, a person who is engaged by
several rich ladies to do errands of mercy, caUed and said he
15
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had met with a very poor family, sick, and could I get anything
for them? I said, " N o ! We were just having to pay the
funeral expenses of a poor man whom we had been caring for
all winter." Then it carae to rae with great force to pray for
help for that poor family. Meanwhile I had been asking my
Father to send me the five dollars from Mrs. J. for poor Miss
MacFarland. Thus these cases passed on till the 21st, when
Mr. Cardner came and brought rae the five dollars I wanted.
I said, "What about the C. family?" "Oh," he replied,
"they are very needy. Cannot you ask sorae of your ladies
for help?" I said, " N o , I cannot. The Lord shows me no
light on the subject at aU. We must pray and wait. When
it is right it wiU come ; but I can ask no more." About four
hours after two ladies called. One said, " Sister Cooke, are
you praying for anybody ?" I said, " Yes; a good many
bodies." " Well, but any particular one ? " I asked, " TemporaUy or spiritually ?" " Temporally," she said. I replied,
" I am, but get no light." "Well, I have brought it. A
gentleman belonging to Bedford Street Church has seen you
once, and yesterday he said: * Sister Love joy, I am impressed
that Sister Cooke needs some money, and I want to send her
twenty-five doUars. Tell her to use it just as she pleases.'"
I could only exclaim, " Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget
not all His benefits." My soul was so joyful in God in that
He had deigned to hear my prayer and answer so speedUy.
And so I sent for Mr. Cardner, and we rejoiced together at
the goodness of God, and the poor family was relieved.
From certain of my friends who delight to "lend to the
Lord " through His poor, I had heard nothing, and M^as almost
ready to think I would not have all I wanted, but I have had
twenty dollars more given me by a lovely lady, so I thank God
and take courage. You know, dear, at this season the people
of means nearly aU leave the city, so the poor suffer in the
Buramer as well as in the winter. "Blessed is he that considereth the poor, the Lord wUl deliver him in the time of
trouble."
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To THE SAME.

June \Uh, 1873.
Were you here I could slowly and quietly teU you much of
interest, but it is so difiicult to put anything on paper; some
little notes I write must be written over by another, which is
never satisfactory.
My precious friend Mrs. Jaffray has had her daughter, Miss
Ada, married. The week before the ceremony, the dear child
came to see me; she is a lovely Christian. I had an invitation,
and after the wedding, cake and the bride's bouquet were sent
to me—was it not very kind ? And so the dear Lord mixes
me in with the rich and the poor, and He is the Maker of us
aU. Oh! how many links there are to His great chain of
Providences; how one and another are brought to me tiU
my clusters of friends seem like love-bunches of flowers culled
from the gardens of paradise; and, so wonderful, my humble
circumstances never seem to give them a thought. I t is all of
the Lord, and I wUl praise Him.
The God of aU grace be with and bless you.
Your loving sister in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
A NEW FEIEND.

July 1873.

In the latter part of the winter of 1873, dear Mrs. Bodstein
had often talked to me about a young married lady, one of her
pupUs in singing: she had also brought me grapes several
times from this friend, and a Uttle book, "Thoughts for
Weary Hours."
On one of her calls Mrs. B. showed me a photograph of her
friend. I t was a lovely face, and I said, " It is beautiful, but
I suppose I shall never see her." A few months passed, and
I heard this friend had been called to part with a beloved
sister very suddenly, shortly after which Mrs. B. brought her
to see me; her name is Virginia Field. I was much pleased
with her; we had a long talk about Diviuo things and the
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strange providences of my life, but nothing was said of my
cucumstances. When they went downstairs, Mrs. F. said
to Mrs. B . : "Do you think Mrs. Cooke would feel displeased
if I sent her this?" handing Mrs. B. a ten-doUar bUl. Mrs.
B. brought it up to me, and in that unexpected kindness I saw
the hand of God. I had saved ten dollars for the summer's
ice, but knew it was no use beginning to take ice until I had
a new box. I spoke to my daughter Mary about it, and she
said, "Mother, you had better get the box and the ice wiU
come." I had done so and had the box, but no ice; the ice
dealer had called twice to know when I would begin to take
ice, and was asked to call on the next Monday for an answer.
I t was Saturday when the ladies called, and here was the ten
doUars sent by this new friend for the ice for the summer.
" The sUver is Mine, and the gold is Mine, saith the Lord of
hosts." From that time Mrs. F. and her sister. Miss Helen
E. Hamersley, have visited me steadUy; their brother also has
called to see me. Thus I am blessed.
Dear Mrs. B. she is so kind; one day she brought me a
beautiful vase containing a wax cross, with fine vines and
flowers twining aU about it. I said, " Why did you bring me
this elegant thing ? " She answered, " Because, dear, I thought
you would enjoy it, and I can get out to see the pretty things."
She has a lovely famUy, so tender and kind.
" By this shaU aU men know that ye are My disciples, if ye
have love one to another." And surely these things are more
than " a cup of cold water," which we are told shaU not lose
it reward.
492, SECOND AVENUE, September 2^rd, 1873.
have so much to say to you that I
don't know where to begin. It has been a busy summer with
me, you know. I have had brought to me a dear lady, Mrs
Field, who was very tender from having lost a sister a few
weeks before. Mrs. F. is wealthy in the world's sense of the
word, but has heretofore known chiefly the theory of the plan
M T DEAE SISTEE,—I
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of salvation. She watched me and listened attentively, and
very prayerfully did I counsel her, as step by step I tried to
lead her to the feet of her precious Saviour. The Master was
with us, and she now rejoices in the God of her salvation.
She has composed some verses of which I send you a copy.
She does not know what to do or to get for me. Sister Lankford has met her twice.
Now let me tell you that my dear chUdren, Joseph and
Mary, have resolved to be aU the Lord's, and have been blessed
with a fresh baptism of His grace; and such a change! When
I got the enclosed letter from them I wept and praised God.
Joseph is giving no uncertain sound to his people: now the
Scriptures are aU life, and light, and power through the Holy
Spirit. Praise the Lord I It is goodness and mercy all the
way through.
I have been poorly, dear, having had an attack of pneumonia
which weakened me very much, and my new friend so kindly
came every day and cared for me. She has bought material
for six new gowns, also linen for sheets and pillow-cases;
then she bought me an eider-down silk quUt for winter, with
many other little things.
Why, dear, I am just amazed at it all, and almost tremble
at the goodness of God to me, through that dear chUd. Mrs.
F. also bought me a little machine to stand on my table and
fan me; it is called, " Indian Zephyrion."
Joseph said, "Why, mother, are they going to send you
to heaven on flowery beds of ease?" They cannot do that,
but they are certainly making my pathway as easy as they can.
" A thousand promises declare
His constancy of love."
Another dear friend, Mrs. Haxton, on my last birthday sent
me a doUar for every year of ray life, fifty-two dollars, and
a beautiful lamp. For all these things I can only say, " Bless
the Lord, O my soul, and forget not aU His benefits."
Now I have to teU you a sad story. My dear Mrs. Jaffray
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has lost her eldest daughter, Mrs. Hurst. She had her fourth
chUd, and they were aU so joyous and happy, when a fever set
in, and the dear one was taken from friends on earth to friends
in heaven. Without doubt she is with her Lord. Pray, dear,
that my dear Mrs. J. may be comforted and sustained amid it
aU. And now, my dear, I must leave you. I send you some
of the little books I have been distributing of late.
Yours lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKB.
To M E S . HAXTON.
November 26th, 1873.
M T PEECIOUS FEIEND,—Here I lie, hardly knowing how to
contain myself, whether in the body or out of it, with my
twenty-eight turkeys on the dining-table, close up to my bed,
awaiting their distribution to the poor and needy. I have
written a verse of Scripture appropriate to each case, and they
are pinned on each one of them. Mrs. Douglass was here,
and greatly rejoiced over her turkey, coal, and grocery order.
You have obeyed, dear one, the command, " Thou shalt open
thine hand wide unto thy brother, to thy poor."
Miss Callender was here, also Mrs. Field, and were astonished
at the sight. " Blessed be the Lord, Who daily loadeth us
with benefits."
Yes, yours will indeed be a joyful thanksgiving, for you
have made many hearts glad. Annie is here assisting, and
preparing the baskets. I was greatly disappointed yesterday,
for I wanted a long talk with you; but as we cannot control
these things, we must endure thera.
Your loving but humble friend,
BELLA COOKB.
To MISS A.
December Gth, 1873.

will think it strange I have not
answered your very kind and welcome note of love and greeting.
B t T have so many days of pain, when I cannot do anything
BELOVED SISTEE,—You
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but endure. Then I have been so busy. I did have a good
time auring the session of the Evangelical Alliance, for although
none of the visiting strangers, with one exception, called, yet
many of our own people who came to the city came with my
dear Joseph; you know he Ukes to bring his friends to see his
mother.
I read in the papers the reports of their doings, and the
great speeches. On the 17th of November, John Ashworth,
of Eochdale, England, the great tract writer, was brought to
see me. He came with Mrs. Doctor McCready. John Stephenson was here, and as they were introduced, I could but think, as
I saw the two big-hearted Christian men standing together,
how few such useful raen and of such small pretensions ! Mr.
A. left me to visit the Book-room with Joseph. He sailed
for home on the 19th.
WeU, dear, you say that I cannot be spared this winter,
but were it the Lord's will, how gladly would I hie rae to that
home where the weary are at rest. I am so little able to bear
any moveraent at all, notwithstanding aU my bed improvements.
But by-and-by there will be no sickness, no toil, no night, no
weary wasting of mortal frame. And yet amid all I have had
a very happy autumn. One of my ladies sat beside me one
day and Ustened as I told her of a family in sore distress and
sickness, and I had no money on hand to give, and was forced
to borrow five doUars from Mrs. Jaffray's fund, for it was an
urgent case. The lady went home, and organised what she
was pleased to call the " Bella Cooke Bank " for the poor.
During the past month the " Bank " has furnished sixty-five
doUars, and reUeved twenty-eight cases of suffering and
distress.
It was good Mrs. Susan C. Haxton into whose kind heart
the Lord put this happy thought.
The foUowing wiU explain the founding of the " Bank "—
have quite recently opened a
bank, which I have called "The BeUa Cooke Bank," because
M Y DEAE M E S . COOKE,—I
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it is intended for your poor people; I have at present ten
doUars in it, which you can safely draw at any time without
breaking it.
I was too much taken up with my own thoughts and feeUngs
yesterday to tell you about my plans.
The " Bella Cooke Bank " wUl commence paying out money
on the 13th, because I know of some one who was bom on
that day, and I intend, by God's help, that the " Bank " shall
be as exhaustless as her love.
Good-night, my precious friend.
Always yours, lovingly,
SUSAN C. HAXTON.

Well, dear, I gave away for Thanksgiving thirty turkeys
and four pairs of chickens; and now I am asking the ladies
who come to me to give me pairs of chickens for the poor
people's Christmas dinner—and I wiU get them, too. I never
expect to be denied, because I always ask my Father to touch
their hearts, and He does it.
As things look now, Mary and Joseph will leave New York,
and I shall miss them; but I gave them to the Master and
His work, not to dictate where they shall labour, but anywhere
to be most useful.
Love to Mrs. Eoot, and a large share for your own dear
self.
From your loving sister in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTEE

XXIIL

THE EESTING-PLACE.

" Now there was leaning on Jesus' bosom, one of His disciples, whom
Jesus loved."—JOHN xiu. 23.
" And evermore beside him on his way
The unseen Christ shall move.
That he may lean upon His arm and say,
" Dost Thou, dear Lord, approve ? "
0 holy trust I 0 endless sense of rest I
Like the beloved John,
TO lay his head upon the Saviour's breast,
And thus to journey on."
T O M I S S ANNESLEY.

January 2nd^ 1874.
DEAE SISTEE IN JESUS,—On this second day of a new year
I want to talk with you a little while. As I was writing just
now, a line or two which my dear mother used to sing came
floating through my mind—

" If thy heart be as mine.
If for Jesus it pine,
Come up into the chariot of love."

That tongue has been silent in the tomb for twenty years.
A happy, joyful Christian she was, and she is now singing
the new song; and by-and-by, dear, we, too, shaU join our song
with those venerated parents in the home of the saints. I
would not be irapatient to be gone, nor unmindful of the
mercies of a gracious Providence. He has given me bread and
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raiment, a work to do, friends to love and return my love; He
has given me my dear chUdren and grandchUdren, and my own
dear Uttle home. Besides aU these, He has put into my heart
the " peace that passeth all understanding," and, despite trials
and constant pain, "we which have believed do enter into rest;"
with the devout Faber I can say—
" 1 know not what it is to doubt;
My heart is ever gay."
Joseph is having good meetings four evenings in the week in
his church, and souls are being saved. I stay by the stuff, and
every little while send up a little ammunition in the form of
cards and little tracts, which are distributed in the congregation
and in the neighbourhood. I also keep our own little church
supplied. Praise the Lord for the privilege.
You ask me, " What about the Christmas dinner for the
poor people ? " Well, I did what I could ; I sent turkeys or
chickens to twenty-one families, one or two chickens as the
case demanded, and to the sick ones chickens. For New Year's
day I have spent already for food and coal thirty dollars. One
poor sick woraan had four sheets and four piUow-cases, another
a bed quUt; half were supplied from my own stock ; the others
I begged. I sent a woraan to whitewash and clean the rooms
for one poor soul, so I know she is clean and comfortable, with
plenty of food and fire.
Thus, dear, I try to fiU out my days in doing what I can for
Him Who hath done so much for me.
I long to hear the words " Come home," but although in so
much suffering and pain I still feel "all the days of my
appointed tirae will I wait tiU my change comes."
" Now, dear, I must say good-bye, and I continually pray
that all the blessings our Father has in store may be yours.
With love to Mrs. E. and dearest love to your own dear seK,
Yours truly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

January 26ih,—^Have been much interested in helping a
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worthy Christian woman, the widow of a former missionary
among seamen, Mrs. Byrne, who is sick with consumption. A
friend who visited her at my request found her in need of
bedding, and I have written to Mrs. Jaffray for blankets.
Doctor Palmer is kindly attending her.
27th.—Mrs Jaffray's coachman has been, and brought a
splendid pair of blankets for Mrs. B. Praise the Lord, He
teaches rae where to go. Now the dear woraan can sleep
warra. A sister of Mrs. B., who is also sick and poor, is soon
to be confined. On the advice of Doctor P., I have arranged
that she shall be cared for at the Ladies' CoUege. She has four
chUdren in St. John's Home. Eeceived also ten dollars from
Mrs. Jaffray to buy clothing for them.
January 31st.—A neighbour whom I had never seen came in
and told me a Mr. Maynard was in great distress. I asked
how it was. She replied, " You know he has been very sick
with inflamraatory rheuraatisra; he says you have been very
kind in sending coal, etc., to him, but his wife was confined
last Monday, and this morning his little girl, two years and
a half old, died; they are very destitute, and I have corae
unknown to thera." I gave her a chicken to raake sorae broth
for Mrs. M. Closed ray eyes and asked ray rich Father to
whom of His children I should go. He told me. I wrote to
my dear Mrs. Field, stated the case also to Mrs. Haxton, who
are ever ready to help with every good work. At one P.M. I
sent ray girl with the notes; before four o'clock Mrs. F. brought
rae nineteen dollars. Mrs. H. sent me twenty. Mr. Stephenson also sent me five. On Monday Mrs. F. sent me nineteen raore frora sorae members of her faraily.
Spoke to Mr. Blossett, missionary at Castle Garden, and as
Mr. M. had only been about a year in the country, he sent a
commissioner, who found his statements true and sent him
twenty dollars.
Thus the Lord hears our prayers and directs our steps.
Joseph went in and talked and prayed with them; the lamb is
in the fold above.
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March 20th, 1874.
DEAE SISTEE ANNESLEY,—1 was very glad to receive yours,

and thank you for all the words of comfort.
Pain and weariness have pressed hard upon me for some
time, and to such an extent as I could not describe, but it seems
as if the glory of the Only Begotten of the Father also beamed
upon me, and with His left hand under my head and His right
hand encircling me, what matter ? My Beloved is mine, and
I am His, and we are one—praise the Lord !
I have had a very busy winter, and it has borne heavily
upon me, but I love to work for Him, either by talking by the
hour to loved ones or strangers, teUing of the rich things of
Jesus, as revealed to me by His great love, or in helping the
poor to coal, clothing, or food.
By the way, I have given about thirty tons of coal this
winter—twenty-two by money, and the rest by orders from
Assistant Sick Society, through Mrs. Hunting. I have distributed nearly one hundred new garments, besides many old
ones ; many of these from dear Mrs. Field.
The Lord has greatly indulged me, and I praise Him. Often
and often come the Unes to me—
" One more day's work for Jesus,
One less of Hfe for me;
But heaven is nearer.
And Christ is dearer
Than yesterday to me.
His love and light
Fill all my soul to-night."

Oh yes, "tis joy, not duty, to teU of His wonderful grace and
glory, love and care. Eternity wUl only be sufl&cient for all
His praise. The Lord fiU you fuU of His love.
Yours,
BELLA COOKE.
May 7th, 1874.
DEAB SISTEE ANNESIEY,—I was glad to receive yours.

Yes, dear one, I am joyous in hope, feeling that ere long I
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shall escape to my home, where there wiU be no more pain
or nervousness. I cannot teU you how very weary this ponderous, cumbrous clay is, but they that endure to the end, the
same shaU be saved.
We have had a trying month ; on the 7th, Joseph Olden,
Mary's youngest boy, was taken to rest with his Saviour; he
died after seven days' struggling with membranous croup.
Poor Mary and Joseph felt this, their first great sorrow, very
keenly; but a friend said to me : " I only wish some people
who do not know the help of grace could step in and see
those two watching the struggles of that lovely boy, and the
sustaining grace vouchsafed to thera." Yes, dear, the proraise
is still the same, " Underneath are the everlasting arras," and
we stUl praise our God.
They have gone to their new charge in Birmingham, Ct.,
where everything is bright and pleasant. I felt their leaving
me very much, but it is all right; I wish their labour spent
where they raay be raost useful, but I know of no parting
since that of leaving my dear mother equal to it; they have
been very much to me the past three years; the little ones
coming down to take tea with grandraa, and bringing something new mamma had made, or a bunch of flowers, or a little
plant; I shall miss the quick step and hearty kiss of papa as
he ran in on his way from the Book-room; their Friday-night
tea with grandma—all, all is missed; but aU is well; a little
whUe and " I, too, shall gather up my feet and die, my father's
God to meet."
I suffer terribly with the luraps in the spine, right in the
back of ray neck; I never could have believed such suffering
could be, and reason retained, but He doeth aU things well.
I have been very prostrate for sorae tirae from overwork, and
nave very little strength; ray friends are annoyed at ray trying
to do anything, but whUe I can I must, for the night cometh
when no man can work.
Yesterday a stranger came in and told me he had " just
corae to look " at rae, that he had heard so ranch of rae; he
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lives in Harlem. I asked who had spoken to him of me.
" Oh," he said, " you are known all over for your faith and
good works." He left no name. How these things humble
me and fill me with a sense of my shortcomings.
20th.—Since writing the above I have been very sick, and
your letter has had to wait. This morning I had a very
profitable visit from Brothers Samuel and William Bettle, of
Philadelphia. Truly the bread was broken to us, and we were
fed with the hidden manna. It was good to be here, for we
received the grace of the promises. They are dear men of
God. Samuel has long been a useful minister among the
Friends.
I came across a piece of poetry that pleased me, of which I
must send you a stanza, although my pastor, Eev. W. H.
WardeU, has told me that, whUe the poetry is pretty it does
not describe my case.
*' I can do nothing but pray.
Lying here, useless, day by day.
Tired feet, that no more may go
On my Master's errands to and fro ;
Languid hands that perforce are stiU,
Folded, inactive at His will;
The long, slow hours pass away,
Able only to pray."

Lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.
To MISS ANNESLET
November Wthor \2th, 1874.
DEAE PEECIOUS FEIEND.—A long sUence it has been, but
the old story is the excuse, so feeble; well, dear sister, I am
in the hands of the Great Eefiner, and He is Master of His
work, and when it is completed then He will stay His hand.
It has been a tirae of great suffering and feebleness, aU
sumraer and faU; stiU He has kept me, the waters have not
overwhelnv^d.
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I am greatly troubled, as you know, with partial paralysis ;
besides, I had pleurisy and slight pneumonia, which made me
very sick. My faithful doctor came twice a day. Still the
Master says, " Not yet." I have had some terribly trying
things to contend with from quarters where I least expected
it, and have learned to sympathise with the Psalmist for his
words in the 55th Psalm, 12th and 13th verses. I commit it
aU to Him Who careth for me.
You see our dear sister, Phoebe Palmer, has outstripped us,
and is safe, safe at home, gathered to the bosom of her God.
How much the Church will miss her ! Doctor W. C. feels it
deeply, and many feel that he wiU sink under it. Two days
before Mrs. P. one of my poor people died, a widow; about
an hour or two before she passed away, a friend caUed to see
her, when she said, " TeU dear Mrs. Cooke that I am sweetly
resting in Jesus, and have no anxiety for time or eternity. I
leave my chUdren with Him. I have only one ungratified wish,
that is, I wanted to see Mrs. Cooke; no one knows how much
she has added to my comfort, how much she has done for me."
A year ago her case was brought to me, and I did aU I could
for her. She could not afford to pay a doctor, and I laid it
before the Master that He might influence my good doctor to
offer his assistance. She was a consumptive. I had spoken
of her to him, but could not ask him to visit her, as I had sent
him to so many who could not pay. But one morning he said
to me, " You spoke of a sick woman near here; has she a
doctor ? " I said, " No, I believe not." He answered, " Well,
I wiU go if you say so,.and do what I can for her." He went
and kindly attended her to the last, just as if she was paying
him. I told him he would have to look to the Lord for pay;
he said that w^as all right. When they both passed away so
near each other, Mrs. Palmer and Mrs. Byrne, I said to the
doctor that the Father was coming and taking them aU home
before me, and leaving me stUl in school; he replied that He
had a little more work for me to do. I will try and wait aU
the days of my appointed time, and trust and labour still.
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Do you know, I have over sixty names on my list, all of
whom need help to support the poor bodies, and to aU of
whom, whUe giving them food to eat, I raay be enabled to
reach forth a little of that bread that perisheth not. Then,
dear, I need so much discretion, for I have more than one
hundred doUars entrusted to me to give away monthly, besides
my tracts and clothing. Most of aU do I need grace and
help to meet those in high positions in life who come, and oh!
how many, that I may be faithful and honest with them, and
use even the probe and knife, if needful. Pray for rae, dear
sister, that all grace may be given, that having done all I may
stand fast.
The Lord is my refuge and strength. He is my shield and
buckler; I trust, and am not afraid, and by grace I shall overcome by the blood of the Lamb and the word of my testimony.
Praise the Lord!
Oh, the glory that awaits the finally faithful! I feel it aU,
in body and in soul, it fills me with overwhelming HaUelujahs.
Your loving sister in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTEE XXIV.
PAINT YET PUESUING.

" And let us not be weary in well-doing ; for in due season we shall
reap, if we faint not."
" As we have therefore opportunity, let us do good unto aU men."—
vi. 9,10.

GAL.

** When pain o'er my weak flesh prevails.
With lamb-like patience arm my breast;
When grief my wounded soul assails,
In lowly meekness may I rest.
Close by Thy side still may I keep,
Howe'er life's various currents flow;
With steadfast eye mark every step,
And follow Thee where'er Thou go."
To

MISS

ANNESLEY.

March 8th, 1875.

this lovely morning I
wUl try to pen a few lines to you. I would have done so long
ago, but a busy winter and a suffering body have been my
excuse.
WeU, is it not a gracious favour that my dear Lord gives me
soraething to do ? As the dear doctor says, " If I did not have
corapany I could not live and endure all I have to bear; the
brain would give way." Why, dear, in January I had one
hundred and seventy-three calls; in February one hundred and
eighty-five, not counting any of my poor people. Last month
I collected and gave out two hundred and sixty-five dollars,

MY BELOVED SISTEE IN JESUS,—On
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besides help from two societies. So you may know I have not
had much idle time, and always in severe pain, only able, as I
told the doctor, to withstand crying aloud. But underneath
are the everlasting arms, and resting my head on the bosom of
my Beloved I travel on.
I have been greatly encouraged by the wonderfully rapid
growth of my precious Mrs. Field. She is raaking a great stir
among her own class of people, trying to bring them to the
stature of men and women in Christ Jesus, and leading them
to the fuU liberty of the children of God. She accepts fully
all the plan of salvation—^a perfect trust in a perfect Saviour.
I do thank God for such a gift as she is. She takes many to
the Tuesday meeting, and if any are unable to walk she takes
them in her carriage. My heart rejoices in God for her, and
I earnestly pray that she may be more and more as a city set
on a hill that cannot be hid. I sink in humiUty before God,
and rejoice that He brings to this little roora so many friends
who by social position and culture are able to wield great
influence over others.
Oh, my precious sister, the glory revealed cannot be told! It
is very far above all we either ask or think to have done, while
we rest implicitly in His will. His truth shaU triumph, and we
will rejoice, yea, with our whole heart we will joy in the God
of our salvation. This morning Mrs. Field brought Eev. W.
McVickar and sister, of Philadelphia. We had about two
hours' and a half talk and prayer—a blessed time.
Mrs. J. has been to the Tuesday meeting. You must help
me to praise Him from whom all blessings flow.
I have had sorae trials the past six months. These come to
aU, as shadows in the presence of the sun, but the Divine
Friend gives wisdom and grace.
But I must close ; very tired.
The Lord bless and keep you under the shadow of His
wings.
Yours lovingly,
BELLA COOKE.
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To M I S S ANNESLEY.

April 2\st, 1875.

wishes me to write you about her
illness. A week ago yesterday she was taken with a severe
chiU and high fever, and on Wednesday the erysipelas began
on the right side of her face and head, and untU Monday
morning the doctor gave us but very little hope; he was afraid
it would go to her brain. The pain in her head and face is,
and has been, beyond description; no one can imagine the
agony she has been in. Her whole face is as large again as it
ought to be.
The doctor says her hair must be cut off. Mother has had
very little sleep, and only by snatches for a few moments at a
time, and in those moments she twitches and starts. The
doctor aUows no one to talk to her, and orders perfect quietness. She is very weak, having taken nothing but her medicine
and ice-water for a week, when a Uttle beef-tea was given her.
She rested a little better last night, and is easier this morning,
but the pain is severe in her head.
Mother desires me to say that on Sunday it seemed as if the
warrior was going to lay down his armour; but now a new
order has come, and the armour is to be taken again for a little
while.
Since mother has been so iU Mr. Stephenson asked if there
was anything she wished to have done. He received her
answer, and they waited for God's wiU; but our dear mother
is not to leave us yet.
Yours respectfully,
DEAE FEIEND,—Mother

ANNIE E . HILLIEE.
A

CAED.

July 12ih, 1875.
No, dear, my "Society" keeps open aU the year; no
vacation, for there are rents to pay, sick to care for, the
hungry to feed, the naked to clothe, and words to be spoken
for the precious Master His mercies fail not, and shaU I
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say I am too tired, and cannot do this or that? He forgot
His hunger and weariness by Sychar's weU. Oh no, I must do
with my might what the dear Lord sends me to do. The resting time wUl come by-and-by; may I be found at my post.
Suffering ? you ask; yes, suffering much, but leaning on the
bosom of my Beloved. Praise the Lord ! 'Tis sweet to suffer
on and do His wUl.
Lovingly,
BELLA.
WoEK FOE JESUS.

July 18th, 1875.
M Y PEECIOUS SISTEE IN JESUS,—I have enjoyed the sweet
cards of message which from time to tirae come to me from you
—sweet words of love and encouragement, and although my
strength is perfect weakness, yet He indulges me by opening
my way to a little usefulness.
The past was a hard winter, many sick and many suffering,
and work very scarce. I gave in halves and quarters over
forty tons of coal, besides food and clothing. Have sent three
families back to Ireland, begged the money for four, with a
few pounds extra when they should get there. Have helped
two others to go to England. Last week got a poor sick raan
into " the Consumptive's Eest," at Tremont. This week am
planning to get a poor woman into sorae horae. Add to aU
this, on an average, two hundred visitors each month, besides
my poor. Then do you think it any wonder I am tired ?
But the theme of most of ray visitors is, " Tell rae of the better
way." And so I tell thera of the way ray precious Lord hath
led me, and how He has had compassion upon me.
Miss Warner tells my thoughts better than I am able,—
** One more day's work for Jesus,
How sweet the work has been.
To tell the story, to show the glory
Where Christ's flock enter in.
How it did shine
In this poor heart of mine."
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Mrs. Field has begun a Bible-class at her country home, to
learn the way raore perfectly with her friends and neighbours ;
and in that class of society where it is so much needed, for as
a general thing the rich are a neglected people. Ministers are
afraid to speak plainly to them, and Bible-readers have no
chance to get at them ; but the Father has raised up this dear,
lovely young woman to teach a living Christ, a full, present,
abiding Saviour.
They have just been arranging my room; new paper, carpet,
oilcloth, etc.; it looks very grand. It would seem as though
there is another winter's campaign before me. How it would
gladden my heart to see you again. Hallelujah! The Lord
God Omnipotent reigneth. The Lord bless and keep you.
Yours lovingly,
BELLA COOKE.

CHAPTEE XXV.
F A I T H , HOPE, CHAEITY.

" Fend portions unto them for whom nothing is prepared."—NEH. vifi. 10.
*' Give ! as the morning that flows out of heaven;
Give ! as the waves when the channel is riven;
Give 1 as the free air and sunshine are given ;
Lavishly, utterly, joyfully give.
Not the waste drops of thy cup overflowing,
Not the faint sparks of thy hearth ""'ir glowing
Not a pale bud from the June roses olowiug.
Give ! as He gave thee, Who gave thee to live."
To MISS ANNESLEY.

January 15th, 1876.
MY DEAE SISTEE IN JESUS,—The beautiful Christmas cards
have been received, and are a corafort to me. I had intended
to write to you before, but could not—the exhaustion from
Christraas work keeps me down for some time. Well, dear, the
Master is very gracious. He opens up our way most wonderfully. I have had a very busy season, so many poor and so
small the funds from the public charities, so many failures and
suspensions. Yet I have no fear; blessed be His Holy Nam^
I still feel that—
" His goodness ever nigh.
His mercies ever free,
Shall while I live, shall when I die,
Stm foUow me."
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Oh yes, for aU this I have fully proved.
" Faithful, 0 Lord, Thy mercies are,
A rock that cannot move,
A thousand promises declare
Thy constancy of love."

I praise Him, dear sister, that He lets me do a Uttle for
Him. My dear ladies are very kind. At Christraas I gave to
forty-seven poor families their dinners, which consisted of halfa-peck of potatoes, three and a half pounds of flour, two quarts
of apples, and one or two chickens, according to their famUies;
thus they aU had good dinners on the Eedeemer's natal day.
At Thanksgiving I gave out fifty-one turkeys, and a large
card with illuminated Scripture, to hang in their rooms, that
having been fed with the bread that perisheth they might also
feed upon the Uving bread.
I have been very feeble, dear, and after these busy days am
hardly able to raise my hand or keep my eyes open; when
callers come for bread or to ask about the bread of life I rouse
up and talk with them, only to sink down again.
Well, dear, it is all right, just what I want to do for my
blessed Master, though Sister Lankford thinks I should not
do it. I do want to be at work and watching when the Lord
shaU come, and the watching and the waiting have their
comforts in my little room.
I had a request the other day to find a housekeeper for our
evangelists, Moody and Sankey, while they are at work in the
city. Well, anything that serves or comforts.
My precious Mrs. Field stiU goes from grace to grace in
the higher life. Her Bible-class continues, and she goes right
along, blessed chUd. She runs in frequently to see " Mamma
Cooke"
Good-bye, dear sister; by-and-by we shall meet to part no
more.
Tours lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.
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February 9^A, 1876.
TO MISS A.,—Where are you, dear? Have been longing
to hear from you; 'tis a busy time, and the poor body rebels
at so much to do, but the spirit triumphs, and thus I am borne
along day by day, wondering at what is accomplished, and at
the tender charities of the stewards of the Lord. There is
a power that reaches heaven and brings an answer down; that
power is prayer,—ask, and it is given, spiritual and temporal.
All glory to Him Who sitteth in the heavens and dispenseth
to His creatures. Oh, darling, my soul sings of His mighty
love night and day, and it seems as if I must burst the bonds
of clay and go to meet my Beloved.
Yours in our blessed Jesus,
BELLA.

April 1876.—Had a visit from my long-tried and faithful,
loving friend, Mrs. Lankford Palmer, who on the 18th of last
month was joined in marriage to our esteemed friend Doctor
W C. Palmer. I doubt not it will be a very happy union the
few years they may be spared to each other; genial spirits
both spending their lives in the service of their Master.
The Lord bless their going out and their coming in from
this time forth and for evermore.
PEAISE !

PEAISB !

May 30^A, 1876.
TO MISS ANNESLEY.—MY PEECIOUS SISTEE IN JESUS,—^Your

Uttle weekly visitors are a great comfort to me and are hailed
with joy. Well, dear, we are stiU suffering much in body, but
the spirit is upheld.
" Thefireforgets its power to burn,
The lambentflamesaround me play."
Oh, the blessedness of being wholly given up to Him, our
Lord and our God. He has permitted me to see some souls
step into the liberty of the children of God; some of the
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inquirers from Mr. Moody's meetings at the Hippodrome, and
some from other places. God met them and blessed them in
this " little upper chamber."
Mrs. W E. Dodge brought Mrs. S. and Mrs. Field brought
others. Oh, how sweet the work is, to tell the story how
Christ's love entered into our hearts, and though it exhausts
me, still I could not have one less corae, either the rich who
corae to ask the way of life, or the poor who corae for bread;
all, all are welcorae. This is aU I can do, and with ray latest
strength and breath I want to point to the Eedeeraer. It is
most difficult to get my breath on account of the terribly
enlarged liver which presses up against the diaphragm and
lungs, and it seems at times that breathing must cease. Then
comes the severe inflammation of the membranous coverings
of the spine and partial paralysis, also the " sciatica;" so you
see, dear, I have a good deal to contend with. But when I
am weak then am I strong. Praise the Lord, a present help,
a God nigh at hand, ever ready to attend to my cry. Dear
Sister L. Palmer gets to see me every week, and we have sweet
counsel together with the Lord. Praise His narae !
My dear Mrs. Field has had great success with her Bibleclass in the city the past winter, and will resume the class at
her country home this summer.
The children are all well. Pray for dear H. I must stop,
am very tired.
Tours lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
A CAED.
August 22nd, 1876.

Dear one, I am stiU left araid heat and suffering. Our
Father calls others home from school—weU, 'tis well to stay,
to go is best. Home and rest look sweet, still, if there are
any to comfort, any to help, I ara wiUing to give many more
days' work for Jesus.
I have been very ill—suffered greatly from heat and pain, but
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abounding grace prevails. Praise the Lord! We serve a
faithful God. Your messages to H. comfort her greatly;
nothing too hard for God.
B. C.
September 22nd, 1876.
DEAE SISTEE ANNESLEY,—I am always glad to get a Une
from you. Yes, our dear Bishop Janes has run his race and
joined the loved one whom he mourned. Although this body
is so very weak that it seems difiicult to keep alive in it, yet I
would not be jealous of those who step in before me.
I have to take a pound and a half of beef tea every twentyfour hours, besides wine and brandy stimulants, which latter I
have fought against all these years, but have to come to it now.
Such sinking, fainting turns come over me from this enlarged
liver, and, as I am told, tumour. The stomach is so crowded
that but little food can be taken, as the weight of the liver or
tumour rests upon it. WeU, dear, I am willing to stay aU the
days of my appointed time, for in His own good time He wUl
come and take me home to my long-sought rest.
Last Saturday Mrs. Field brought the choir of young ladies
from her church in Tarrytown to see rae, eight in nuraber,
and we had a delightful tirae. They sang for me, and we
talked together, after which I led in prayer, and then spoke
with each one alone, and they were one and all affected to
tears. It was, indeed, a precious time. Let us pray that the
seed raay bring forth much fruit.
My winter's work is begun. Many of the ladies are coming
home, and the poor, whose wants are many, increase; but
strength for the day is promised.
Joseph and Mary are greatly pleased with their horae in
Birmingham, and the promise is that they wiU be made very
useful God grant they may.
Araid all the severity of the times, dear sister, it is wonderful
how the Lord has cared for me. Among those who were raised
up to take the place of former friends are two brothers named
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Bettle, from Philadelphia. The Lord told them of my needs,
for I did not, and they said that they must leave something
with me. I was araazed at the goodness of God, and yet why
should I be? Is it not just like Him? Have any of all His
promises during twenty-seven years of widowhood failed me ?
Hath He not indeed and of a truth been a Husband and a
Father? Yea, verily, and as I said to one of these two
gentlemen eleven years ago when he first saw me, " I must and
will praise Him."
But I am so tired.
WeU, dear, we shall meet one day never to part. The Lord
bless and keep you as ever.
Tours lovingly,
BELLA COOKE.
PAEIS, December 2nd, 1876.
MY DEAE M E S . COOKE,—Tour two precious letters came
safely, and were welcomed with a joy which I cannot describe.
I have many correspondents whose letters are a great delight
to me, but I can truly say that none have given me more
pleasure than yours.
I read and reread them with renewed interest, and, I hope,
profit.
How can I thank you enough for your kind thought to
send me your photograph, which I value more than I car
express. They do not, indeed, do justice to your sweet face,
with its bright, varying expression, but they recaU your dear
features, and bring to mind that patient, touching attitude
which suffering has enforced for so many years. I, with
your other friends, cannot be sufficiently grateful for the effort
you made, with so much pain, to gratify us. I am so thankful
to God that He has kept you through the summer's dreadful
heat and raised you again from a dangerous illness. May it
be His holy wiU to spare your life, and to give not only peace
and rest to your soul, but great comfort to that poor, fraU
body, that temple of the Holy Ghost,
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I pray for you earnestly, dear friend, and I trust that a
merciful Saviour will answer all my requests for you. And do
you, dear Mrs. Cooke, still remember me in your daily petitions ?
It would be such a heart-felt satisfaction to know that I have
a continual place in your prayers.
Your account of the interview with Mrs. Field's class is most
touching.
May Jesus impress upon those youthful hearts the lessons
that they received that day !
How blessed are you in being thus Christ's chosen instrument
in gaining souls for Him.
«
«
«
«
•
I am always yours,
SAEAH M . SCHIEFFELIN.
ALONE, BUT NOT ALONE.
December %th,\'^7G.
MY BELOVED SISTEE IN JESUS,—Your cards, messengers of
love, come to me as bright stars that comfort and light me
on the weary path. I would have written earlier, but the past
two or three weeks I have been so very busy getting ready to
give my poor people a dinner that I had to let all writing go I
possibly could.
Well, dear, I gave a turkey or chicken and some potatoes to
sixty-three families, also a large card with one or two Scripture
texts in large letters, to hang up in their rooms, so that long
after the turkey is gone they could feast on the Word of life.
Last year there were two souls brought to Christ by similar
ones. Praise the Lord ! " We know not whether shall prosper,
either this or that, or whether they both shaU be alike good,"
and we wiU sow beside all waters and pray for the increase.
15th,—I must tell you, dear sister, of a great loss we have
sustained since I began this letter. I was so tired after I
had written the first part, and then I had to get my bedstead
fixed, which upset me entirely.
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On Monday our dear old faithful and tried friend, John
Pulman, died. On the preceding Sabbath he had been at
church, Sunday School, and prayer-raeeting, had visited the sick
in the afternoon, as was his habit, and seemed as well as usual.
On Monday morning he swept the snow from the stoop, went
into the back parlour, took out the morning paper, and, so far
as we can tell, sat down to read, and slipped down on the carpet
and died. Mrs. P. went up to the parlour before ringing
the breakfast bell, and found him with the spirit fled. She had
seen him on the stoop not ten minutes before. He was ready
for the call, fuUy equipped for an abundant entrance. But oh,
how we shall miss him! Almost the first thought, when I
heard it, was : Am I to be left alone ? Are all those old and
dear friends with whom I took sweet counsel to leave me, and
escape to bliss before me ?
Only one of the many dear brethren who were in the Church
when I joined, thirty years ago, remains; all dead or removed,
and here I am left almost alone. The years move on, the
solemn, sUent years. Yet One abides WTio has said : " I wiU
never leave thee nor forsake thee."
On the 16th May, 1847, Mr. Pulman called to see us. It
was the day after we landed, and he said : " Child, don't you
want to go to church ? " I said, " Yes, I ara very hungry;"
he repUed, "Get on your hat," and away we went, he, my
husband, and I.
A true friend he has ever been, and for a number of years
has caUed upon me every other Saturday evening; but he will
come no more. They come not back, but I will go to them.
He was a just man and full of modest charities; one about
whom the Saviour's words of Nathaniel might be spoken, " An
Israelite indeed in whom is no guile." I t was sudden glory to
him, but on whom wiU his mantle faU ? Dear Hannah and
Joseph feel it very much. He was Hannah's Class leader.
Good-bye, dear one.
Tours, very lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.

CHAPTEE XXVL
OLOUDS, EAIN, AND SUNSHINE.
" And I said, This is my infirmity ; but I will remember the years of the
right hand of the Most High."—PSALM Ixxvu. 10.
" I see not a step before me as I tread on another year,
But the past is still in God's keeping, the future His mercy shall clear :
And what looks dark in the distance may brighten as I draw near.'
L E T T E E TO M E S . ANNESLEY.

MY DEAE SISTEE IN

492, SECOND ANENUE, January ^th, 1877.
JESUS,—Another year, and we are spared

to glorify Him whom not having seen we love. When I
look at the wondrous love the Father hath had toward me
through another year I am lost in wonder and adoration.
Darling, I feel my unworthiness so deeply, and His mercies,
love, and care so great, that I am amazed.
At the beginning of the year, as regarded temporal things,
it looked as if all human helps were failing me, but my soul
triumphed greatly. I have known somewhat of the "open
vision" and the "fellowship" spoken of in the Holy Book; my
soul has seen the King of kings and freely talked with God.
The year has passed, and I have been wonderfuUy taken care
of, enough and always something for a poor brother or sister
at my door. How shaU I praise Him ? Then, dear, to think
of so many of His precious children who come to see me,
and the glorious times we have whUe talking of Him by the
way. Oh! I cannot explain or express i t ; 'tis just wonderful,
wonderful!
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Then, too, they help me so with my poor. I sent to dear
Mrs. Jaffray and asked her to give me a little more for my
poor; she sends me nearly fifty doUars per month. Nehemiah
on one occasion bade his people rejoice—"Mourn not, nor
weep." My dear friends may take that word of cheer to
themselves, inasmuch as they have kept Nehemiah's counsel:
" Go your way, eat the fat, and drink the sweet, and send
portions unto them for whom nothing is prepared; neither be ye
sorry, for the joy of the Lord is your strength."
I am not rested from Thanksgiving and Christmas; so tired,
so tired; but home and rest wiU come by-and-by. At times
my soul is in haste to be gone, to see Him face to face, and
faith seems almost lost in sight, the Invisible appears in view,
the rent veil is seen through into the inner temple, and the
soul leaps, the heart flutters, and the rustlings of the garments
are heard of Him Who said, " I will come again and receive
you unto myself, that where I am there ye may be also." And
this God is our God, worthy of adoring gratitude.
Tours very lovingly,
BELLA COOKE.

P.S.—Tou might Uke to know the dry goods I have begged
and given out this winter, thus far: Three hundred and two
yards of musUn, one hundred and seventy yards of calico,
ninety-eight yards of flannel, red and canton, fourteen pairs
of stockings, blankets, skirts, shirts, etc., besides much halfworn clothing.
B. C.
February 15th, 1877.

They have laid away the remains of my much-loved Mrs.
Onatavia. She did not tarry long behind her beloved husband.
They have both gone to reap the reward of their abundant
charities and devout labours, for they loved to work for the
Lord. Kind, gentle, and sympathetic towards all they were,
and I shaU greatly miss their kindness and love. This bed,
which their bounty provided, has brought during the past few
years more comfort to me than I could possibly teU, and as
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Doctors Palmer and Sabine said, the Lord knew when this was
needed and sent it. Tes, " your heavenly Father knoweth
that ye have need of these things, and no good thing wUl He
withhold from them that walk uprightly." Mr. Ontavia's acts
of kindness can never be forgotten. Unsolicited by any one
he sent the last three Thanksgiving Days a half barrel of cut
sugar, and Mrs. Onatavia never went away without sending
all the little ones with Miss Elliott, each having a gift of
money for Auntie Cooke. Tet much as I shall miss all this,
more, far more shall I miss their genial visits and words of
love and cheerfulness. The last visit dear Mrs. Onatavia made
only a few weeks before she left us, she told rae what a blessing
she had ever found in coraing to this little upper roora, and
also how the children would at any time rather come to see
Auntie Cooke than go to a party or take a drive in the park.
She also told me how much our dear Miss EUiott was to them,
and that if she were taken away she did not wish any one to
have the care of the children but Miss Elliott, for all they were
she had made them.
Little did we think it would be her last visit to me, but our
God doeth all things weU, and these four little orphans are
His special care, for has He not said, " Leave thy fatherless
children, and I wUl preserve them alive"? Tes, dear Lord, we
have found all thy promises yea and amen.
He gathers home His children one by one. He knows their
names and calls them each in his turn. He is honoured when
we wait cheerfully.
" I lift my head to watch the door and ask
If He is come;
And the angel answers sweetly
In my home:
Only a few more shadows
And He will come

Even so, come. Lord Jesus.
BELLA COOKR
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SUBMISSION TO THE W I L L OF GOD.
September 18th, 1877.

you were here I have
been very, very poorly. I suffered intensely with my head in
particular, but I have stiU, as through many years, found all
the proraises yea and amen in Christ Jesus. Three weeks ago I
said to Doctor Palmer that I did not know what was the matter
with my head, and had thought it was weakness, but it gets
worse and worse. He questioned me closely, and said he was
very sorry I had not told him sooner.
A few days after Hannah was here when he called, and
he said he must speak plainly, that there was every indication
of softening of the brain, but he hoped to arrest it.
My mind was full of this prayer—Oh I that God would spare
my reason, and allow me to cease at once to work and live.
For this I besought Him oftener than Paul for the removal
of the thorn in the flesh, and the answer was that He would
never leave me. This was enough, and from my heart I spoke
the Eedeeraer's words : " Nevertheless, not my wiU but Thine
be done." If I can glorify Thee more a helpless imbecile, so
let it be. I asked my pastor, Joseph, and others, to wait upon
the Lord about it, and they said they believed God would spare
my reason to the last.
Dear Sister Lankford Palmer was here and I told her all
that was in my heart. She knelt in prayer, and when she rose,
said, " I believe we have the answer ; God will let you at once
cease to work and live."
Praise the Lord! But if He should otherwise ordain, I
know He will help my loved ones to bow at His command,
and acknowledge that He doeth aU things well.
Last Sabbath my dear doctor was more hopeful, and felt
now that he might conquer the disease. He would scold very
hard if he knew I had written all this, as I am forbidden to
write or think. The Lord bless and keep you.
Tours lovingly in Jesus,
MY DEAE SISTEE ANNESLEY,—Since

BELLA COOKE.
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no doubt think it
strange that I am so silent, but again I have been very sick,
a heavy cold settled upon ray lungs and larynx, and was very
bad. My breathing could be heard at the front door. H the
wind blows upon rae I take cold, and have yet a bad cough
and hoarseness which is very troublesome; my ear has also
been very painful, and these, added to my chronic ailments,
were pretty severe. The doctor was much worried. But the
Master says : Not yet, stay a little longer ; a few more pleading prayers to offer, a few more sorrowing hearts to soothe.
Well, dear, as God wills; I have nothing to say. I find
Him just as precious in storm as in calm.
Let the furnace be heated ever so hot, He sits beside and
watches—oh, how tenderly !—each spark. Tes, I have read the
letter in the New Orleans paper about me, but it is too
flowery, has too much gUt on; I prefer plain dress; Mrs.
Field read it and is in raptures over it. WeU, that is something over which I must be silent; if it can in any wise do
any good, so be it.
Oh yes, dear, I must feed my hungry poor with good
things, that they may have melody in their hearts and give
thanks to God; it is little use to tell people with empty cupboards and empty stomachs to sing praise and give thanks.
When God undertook to cure Elijah's despondency. He first
fed Him weU, then let him sleep, and then fed him again;
afterwards He showed him His power, and not tUl then could
poor Elijah hear " the stiU, smaU voice."
The doctor has ceased to tell me not to do this or that,
because I shall, just as long as God gives me sense and enables
me to get the means, and the ladies do not deny rae. They
look on rae as a spoiled child that must be humoured with
what I ask. He only cries out about the windows; he told
me this morning that if I wished to live the windows must be
kept shut. I wonder he does not get tired bothering with me.
I wUl send you word after Christmas about how much I have
MY
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given this past year—if spared. WeU, dear, I must stop ;
God bless and keep you, and make you more useful than ever.
Tour loving sister in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.
A BEOKEN-HEAETED MOTHEE.

In July of 1873 a person, Mrs. Montgomery, was sent to
me for help. I saw a fine-looking, intelligent Irish lady,
who plainly in other years had been in better circumstances.
She had four daughters, three of whom were well educated,
interesting young women ; the fourth was a weak-minded girl
of about twenty years. I aided them to the best of my ability,
helping two of the young women to situations in stores, and
the other obtained a situation as governess.
I felt that Mrs. M. acted strangely, but attributed this to
her changed circumstances and poverty, for they had been in
favoured conditions in Ireland. Mrs. M. wished to become
a lady's nurse. I sent her to Doctor Sabine, who said if she
could go the Women's College, Eighth Street, Second Avenue,
under Miss Blackwell's care for four months, he would be able
to give her plenty to do.
We could get her into the coUege free, but where was her
board to come from ? I thought it over, and decided to raise
the money by shares of ten doUars each. I wrote to several
ladies. Sixty-four doUars were needed for board, besides the
expense of providing for the youngest girl. Mrs. Jaffray
wanted to raeet it aU, but others wiUingly came forward to
help.
Mrs. Field was here one day and took a share, and, going
home, wrote rae at once ; " My husband wishes to take a share
in your stock, so I send SIO for him also." Mrs. M. entered
the coUege, but by her constant daily visits to me I found her
mind was impaired, and later on I found that the cause was
a broken heart. At that very tirae a son of hers was awaiting
execution for the murder of the cashier of a bank in the city
of Armagh, Ireland, and his aged, broken-hearted mother.
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having spent all her fortune in his defence, had fled the
country with her children. He had stolen the funds of the
bank, and the murder of the cashier was needed to cover the
footsteps of the theft. Thus, as Mrs. Browning says—
" Crime takes its proper change out still in crime.
If once rung on the counters of this world."

I t is no wonder that her poor brain had lost its balance.
She fancied that she was the daughter of King William IV,,
that she was the rightful heir to the British crown, that
Victoria was a usurper, that all her daughters were princesses,
and she was indignant that they must come to a strange
country to work for bread, for she had been the wife of Prince
Frederick of Prussia. One morning a New Tork daily paper
gave an account of the day set for the execution of her son,
and this account was read aloud in the house where Mrs. M.
was boarding, and the poor old mother, who happened to be
sitting by, heard the terrible news at the breakfast-table. She
silently arose, left the company with a bursting heart, and
came to me. I knew what had brought her. She put her
arms around my neck and sobbed out, " My heart is broken;
you don't know." I said, " Tes, dear, I know all about it."
She was amazed. " Do you—how long have you known ?"
I told her, since soon after her first visit to me. " And you
never named it ? " " No, I could not wound you by doing
so." She cried out in a sobbing cry, " Thank God for one
friend; what shall I do ? I cannot go back to that boardinghouse ; let me stay here." I was then caring for her half
imbecile daughter in my little horae. I thought it over, and
decided, if possible, to keep and shelter her all I could. I sent
to Mrs. Haxton to see if she could lend rae a cot and
raattress ; then I hired a sraall room from the person upstairs,
and had it put in order for her. The days wore on, and at
last the day of execution came; the agony of that aged mother
as she watched the clock, went again and again into the bedroom to agonise with God in prayer, then returned to me
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wringing her poor hands and crying, "Oh, Mrs. Cooke, my
boy, my poor boy!" Such agony, in short, expressed in her
tearless face few have ever witnessed, and may God grant none
may ever experience. I t was a terrible day. But this poor
Eizpah must be cared for. For awhile we provided a place
for her in the Hnsectarian Home, but they refused to keep
her. At length it seemed to her daughters desirable to get her
back to her relatives in Ireland. We secured her a passage
ticket, and one of my lady friends saw her aboard the steamer.
For a year after her return I sent her S5 per month, according
to a promise made to her before she saUed.

CHAPTEE XXVII.
THE r i E E Y FUENAOE.

*' I, the Lord thy God, will hold thy right hand, saying unto thee,
Fear not; I will help thee."—ISA. xii. 13.
" Oh, teach us henceforth, Lord, to see
That human want and human woe
Point out wnere Thou would'st have us go ;
That wrecks of souls along life's sands
Show where Thy work needs loving hands;
And when we start dismayed
To see some shadow in the path,
Say soft, * Oh ye of little faith,
'Tis T, be not afraid.'"
6 A.M., January lith, 1878.
the mercy of our God we
are spared to the commencement of another year. Mercies
and blessings, clouds and trials, have mingled in our experience
during the old year, but the enemy has not been permitted to
triumph over us, and again will we raise our Ebenezer, and in
fresh courage take up the work appointed us, and go forward
in the name of our Christ Jesus.
H e giveth songs in the night, and though my nights would
be called terribly bad, yet the Comforter has brought up the
things of God, a precious proraise or a lovely hymn, and by
these I have been encouraged.
The past, although a year of great weakness and pain, has
been a busy one. I had two thousand eight hundred and
ninety-four visitors besides visits of my poor, and I received
and gave away two thousand and twenty-four dollars, all the
D E A E SISTEE ANNESLEY,—Through
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recipients coraing to rae personally in order that I might know
them well and hold out to them the bread of life. I also gave
nearly three hundred new garments, besides a large number of
half-worn ones for children and others. I t would be impossible
to teU you, dear, the excessive nervousness and pain in which
it has been done, as it would also be to tell the joy of doing it.
Then too, dear, I have to praise Him for the lovingkindness
His dear children have shown me, each one trying in sorae
way to add to my comfort in messages of love, fruits, flowers,
and needed aid.
Paul's proraise to ancient saints is still true,—"My God
shall supply all your need according to the riches of His glory."
Oh, He is good, and His mercy endureth for ever.
Much love,
BELLA

COOKB.

492, SECOND AVENUE, February UtJi, 1878.

On the 5th I had a little prayer-meeting in my roora, and
it seeraed little short of heaven's gate. The presence of the
Mighty One was plainly felt, yea, we raight say—
" The clouds dispersed, the shadows fly.
The Invisible appeared in sight,
And God was seen by mortal eye."
The following friends were present: Mr?. Jaffray, Mrs.
Shank, Mrs. Field, M r s . Bottome, Miss McCauley, Miss
WUson, Mrs. B., and Hannah. Mrs. Lankford Palmer could
not be here, as it was Tuesday, meeting day.
I have been very poorly, such suffering as few can understand, but my strength is in the living God. Poor I I . is in
trouble, and she seems at times to be ready to cry out, How
long, O Lord, how long ?
^ , , . ^
°
°
Lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA

COOKE.

492, SECOND AVENUE, April 28th, 1878.
M Y D E A E SISTEE A.,—This has been so far a year of great
suffering and constant labour. I have had two widows to
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provide for, who have just lost their husbands, and bring
through their confinements; seven orphan children in one
faraily, the youngest only one raonth old, are also on ray hands.
Mrs. Jaffray and her blessed daughter, Mrs. McVickar, gave
me clothing, coal, and money for the widows; the other family
was cared for chiefly by Mrs. Kingsland, who, besides providing for the larger children, secured a place for the baby in the
ChUd's Nursery. Another faraily I have rescued frora the
very borders of starvation. Doctor Palraer went to visit the
woman, and returned to tell me it was food they needed more
than doctors. I raised her up with beef-tea and Ught food
for two weeks, having also fed the husband and three children;
then I clothed them all, and paid their way to Boston, their
former home. They are good Christian people. Then I had
another family of five to get back to England who were much
in the same condition—no money, no food, no anything. I
obtained one steamship fare from St. George's Society, begged
another, clothed them aU, and the man worked his passage on
the steamer; two chUdren went for one fare and the infant
free. I also gave them five dollars to take them from Liverpool to Newcastle-on-Tyne, a basket of provisions, a Bible, and
my blessing, and shipped them off. God go with them. Besides these, my steady poor are very numerous.
This poor body is so weary, so tired, not of the work and
waiting, but of constant nervousness and weakness.
" It is not that I'm weary of pain,
Or impatient of trial or care ;
But I know that to die would be gain.
And I long, oh, I long, to be there."

I want more and more to glorify Christ and hold Hira up to
rich and poor as the One altogether lovely, the great I Am,
our Eedeemer, our wonderful Saviour, Who saves His people
frora their sins, our Counsellor, the Prince of Peace. Yes.
He is aU this to me, even to me, one of the least of His chUdren. Praise His name I
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I had many beautiful things for Easter. WTiat a wonder
my blessed friends do not get tired of me: but then it is aU
of the Lord, and I will thank them and praise Him.
I think I never felt ray littleness, my weakness, and insignificance more than at the present time, but my trust is in God.
Sometimes in the hush of night the query comes, "WUl He
count me worthy ? Oh, darling, to stand before the King of
kings is a serious thing, and yet the grace of Calvary!
'•Jesus, Thy blood and righteousness
My beauty are, my glorious dress."
I bring nothing to merit His favour, it is all free grace and
boundless love. Pray for me and write soon; the Lord bless
thee and keep thee.
Tours very lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

P.S.—I have just received a letter from a missionary in
India who visited me before she left. The God of aU grace
be with the advanced guard who raan the outposts of the
Everlasting Kingdom.
FEOM MISS M . MCCAULEY TO MISS ANNESLEY.

August lUh, 1878.

A.,—At dear Mrs. Cooke's bedside your
postal card is before rae. Our precious friend has been very
near the " better land " since you heard from her. The heat
of early summer greatly prostrated her; then came hsemorrhage
of the bowels, leaving .her very weak; two weeks to-day
inflamraation of the stomach carae on, since which time she
has lived entirely on brandy and medicine. This morning the
doctor tried a small quantity of beef-tea, and it has not made
her sick, which greatly encourages us. For two weeks she
has had watchers every night, and medicine or brandy every
five minutes for days together; a week ago last Sabbath
she had a fearful convulsion, followed by spasras, throughout
the day, and we certainly thought she would pass away.
DEAE

MISS
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Her sister and children were telegraphed for, and Mary
remained a week, and returned home with Mr. Pullman and
baby yesterday mornmg. On that Sabbath our darling was
rarely conscious, but once she looked up in my face, smUed,
and repeated a line from the hymn, " Jesus leads me all the
way." Very wonderfully she. is sustained, and in all her
suffering she rejoices in her Eock and Saviour. Hannah is
better than a month ago, but deeply anxious for her dear
mother. Annie, her husband, and chUd, all have had malarial
fever, and this a little retards Mrs. Cooke's recovery, but she
patiently and sweetly rests in the assurance that our Father
doeth aU things well. She sends love to you, and says she
will attend to that business just as soon as she has strength.
Two weeks to-night the doctor was called at midnight, and for
two hours he sat beside her trying to relieve her terrible
suffering. Her faithful doctor wiU have a glorious reward,
and it was very touching to see her poor so deeply anxious,
not only about their friend, but also as to what would become
of them if she were taken away. We see no reason now to
doubt her recovery, and we so long for it, if our Father sees
best. With kind love,
Tour friend,
M. MCCAULEY.
FEOM THE SAME.

August 19a, 1878.

A.,—Tou wiU be anxious to hear of our
precious Mrs. Cooke, and I am very glad to say she seeras
slowly regaining her usual condition, yet very slowly. More
than three weeks of intense suffering leaves her greatly exhausted, but patient and gentle, and amid it all attending to
her poor. Going to her bedside this mornmg, as is my great
privUege many times in tiie week, your letter was handed to
me to answer with many others. I wrote nearly two hours
and brought yours off to the quiet of my home, where I could
more easUy coUect my thoughts; for no matter how Ul our preMY DEAE MISS
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cious one may be the stream of friends and poor flows on. Up
and down the little stairway such anxious faces, and when they
may not enter, the earnest " How is she ? " " WUl she live ? "
" May I just look at her one minute V* " What shaU I do if she
is taken away ? " until our heart aches and our sympathies are
all aroused for the poor people whose very lives seem to depend
on her benefactions. One day last week when so ill they could
not be admitted, an old woman stood in the yard looking up
at the window, with the tears streaming down her face and
her hands clasped in prayer; it seemed as if she could not
leave the place. At one time when she was so ill that we
thought she must pass away, two poor people came whom she
sometimes assisted; we knew the funds were overdrawn, and
sent thera away; she heard of it after a while, and reproached
herself that she had failed to apply for more funds to meet the
need. " Write to Mrs. Kingsland for money ; " the response
came, the wants were raet, and then she rested. In a long
lifetime we may never meet such another spirit; it would seem
very difficult to suffer pain every hour of one's life and always
have a sweet smile and word of welcome for dear friends,
but in great suffering to Usten to the sad stories of the poor,
the wants, the privations, the uninteresting detaUs of cares
and purposes, hopes and fears of the lowly ones, to be always
ready to console, to enter into their plans, advise, assist, and
encourage, it would seem to require an angel's heart. And
in this way her days and years are spent. In more than
twenty-five years of closest intimacy I have never detected a
shade of annoyance at the .frequent visits of the poor, or the
slightest impatience at their often untimely calls. Thus day
by day we see the Divine power so transforming her nature
that we are led " t o wonder and adore," and only eternity
wiU reveal the influences that have gone out from that " little
upper room." Purposes are there formed for a new life, weak,
trembling ones are strengthened, discouraged ones led into
new and brighter paths, dark minds pointed to the Sun of
Eighteousness, and sinners led to Jesus.

268

Rifted Clouds.

During aU her recent sufferings, with unusual famUy cares
pressing on her, I have never seen Mrs. Cooke so gloriously
upheld. Truly, her " peace flows as a river, her righteousness
as the waves of the sea," and when dear ones have been grieved
at her sufferings she would smile and say, " I t is all right;
Jesus knows best. I am perfectly satisfied." Mrs. Cooke
sends her sincere love to you. She loves you very fondly, and
will write as soon as well enough.
This is the twenty-ninth anniversary of the death of her
husband and the twenty-seventh of the translation of her
little daughter, but there is no gloom attached to her thoughts of
them. They are safe, safe at home, and thither she is journeying.
At Mrs. C.'s this morning I met Mrs. Haxton, Mrs. Field,
Miss WUson, and others. So they cluster around our dear
one with love and sympathy. Good-bye.
Tours,
M. MCCAULEY.
October 26th, 1878.
PEECIOUS ONIS,—Did I ever teU you of a little incident
which occurred about a year ago ? I was very poorly one day,
and my dear Joseph was sitting beside me and took up a little
book, " Chamber of Peace," and turned to a piece in it: "So
tired." He read it for me, and I said, " Tes, dear, so tired."
At that moment a knock at the door, and Mrs. Haxton's waiter
carae in with a parcel; Joseph opened it, and there was a
beautiful picture of flowers with the words " I wUl give thee
rest." To the casual observer it might seem as nothing, but to
me it was a great deal, even a message fresh from Him Who
has said " I wUl give thee rest."
It was as a cooling drink to the way-worn pilgrim who is
parched on the weary road. And thus I drink by the way, a
sip from this and a sip frora that, but aU from His weUs of
living water. How wonderfully have I proved His love and
care the past three months. My expenses were great; it has
cost me more than two hundred dollars extra. Eighty-six
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night Watchers at one dollar per night, twenty-one of which I
paid one dollar and twenty-five cents per night, besides extra
help in the day, as I was unable to take the medicine or help
rayself, yet it carae frora my old true and tried friends, Mrs.
Haxton, Mrs. Jaffray, Miss Elliott, and others—some from
abroad, as Mr. Bettle of PhUadelphia ; also from other sources
that I had no idea of. How true, " H i s mercies fail not."
Oh, how good the Lord has been to me, and how sweet it is to
see those dear ladies tire not, but cluster around me with all
the love and affection possible. Truly it is the Lord, and we
will praise Him. I would not wonder if they did grow tired,
as year after year I ara left a care and expense to thera. I
often think, did ever any one see or know so much of the
loving care and sympathy of God and His dear children ? Do
you wonder that I want to cry out, " Bless the Lord, O my
soul, and all that is within me bless His holy name " ? While
I have my being will I bless Him, and when my voice is lost
in death praise shall employ my nobler powers. I often think
when I want to sing and cannot: never mind, by-and-by, in a
nobler, sweeter strain I'll sing His power to save.
I can write no more.

God bless you and give you peace.
Tours lovingly in Jesus,
BELLA COOKE.

ABOUNDING PEIVILEOES.

December lUh, 1878.
two cards were most
welcome; thanks for them. Tes, dear, I ara the Lord's, and
I leave all and rest in Hira and His will.
Many corae to me about faith-healing, but as I told Mrs.
M. D. James last week, I do not believe God intends to heal
me here, and I have nothing to do with i t ; living or dying,
sick or well, I am the Lord's, and all is well. Tes, dear, I
have been very tired, but happy in the Lord, and could sing—
BELOVED SISTEE I N J E S U S , — T o u r

" One more day's work for Jesus,
How sweet the work has been."
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At Thanksgiving I gave dinners of turkeys and chickens,
potatoes and apples, and to the aged tea and sugar, to ninetytwo famUies; almost six hundredweight of poultry, two and
a half barrels of potatoes, and two of apples.
I do feel so thankful to God that He gives rae favour in the
sight of the ladies who so kindly give rae the means to buy
these things. I take them as from the hands of the Saviour,
as did the disciples of old, and distribute to the multitude.
The text which I wrote for each was sewed on the neck of
the fowl. It was, " O, give thanks unto the Lord, for He is
good ; for His mercy endureth for ever." Then they had their
large Scripture text cards to hang up, also a paper, " Words of
life;" and I was just as happy as I could be this side of
heaven.
Besides, I have been collecting money to enlarge our " Old
People's Home " in Forty-second Street, and have succeeded to
the amount of about sixty dollars.
Now I am getting up a little Christmas present for each of
the infant class of our Lett's Creek Sunday School, near Fort
Dodge, Iowa. A few years ago my friend, Miss McCauley,
started a Sunday School at Lett's Creek. To help the good
work I sent them three dozen Bibles, about twenty hymnals, as
rewards for catechism recitations, and over one hundred library
books.
Besides, I have the Christmas dinners for the sick and aged
ones. So you see amid my weakness and pain I am kept
busy. And all my ladies raust have a New Tear's greeting,
and ray grandchUdren sorae little thing. But how I love the
work none can tell. To be permitted to do anything for Jesus
is a privilege.
I am not as strong, dear, as I was before my last illness, but
He increaseth my strength in Him day and night. Praise His
narae, for it is life, and health, and peace.
One of ray ladies had had to stop a part of her contributions
for the poor, so I was fifty dollars short. This I had to try
and beg frora others, which with the raore than one hundred
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necessary to raise for Thanksgiving, caused a good deal of
writing, and that increases ray pain; but, dear, the joy to see
aU those poor people happy I
What a happy lot is raine ! I often wish you could see us
on Sabbath afternoons when my six or seven boys are here,
ranging from seventeen to twenty-two or three. They come
regularly to sing for me, and either one of them or I lead in
prayer.
Last Saturday I had sixty ginger-cakes made and sent to the
" Hopper Home," for discharged prisoners, and the poor things
are so glad to get a little change from the poor fare. Miss
Doremus visits thera every Saturday. So, dear, you find we
are aU kept pretty busy.
The Lord help and bless you to the end.
Tours very lovingly,
BELLA COOKB.

CHAPTEE X X V i n .
ETCH, NOT POOE.

" As poor, yet making many rich ; as having nothing, and yet possessing
all things.—2 COE. vi. 10.
" Call me not poor; I nothing lack.
For lo 1 a voice Divine
Has made me feel that I am His,
And told me He is mine.
Weep not that on this weary bed
(long must droop and pine ;
Here I have learned the peace of God,
And know that He is mine."

January 1st, 1879.—Another year of mercies and blessings.
WhUe many have been caUed to mourn the loss of near and
dear friends we have an unbroken circle. How thickly strewn
have been the blessings of my God to us year by year! He
has kept me in the corner, having clipped my wings on purpose
that I might see His providing care. May ray spared life show
forth His praise more than ever. I sing with Wesley—
" Come, let us anew our journey pursue,
Eoll round with the year,
And never stand still till the Master appear.
His adorable will let us gladly fulfil.
And our talents improve
By the patience of hope and the labour of love.'

That at last, having done and suffered all His righteous wiU I
may hear the glad word—
" Well and faithfully done !
Enter into My joy, and sit down on My throne I
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Have had very much love and kindness shown to me the
past year by my friends, for which I do thank and bless my
dear Lord. Surely though the thorns may at times bruise the
feet along the rugged pathway, and we may say as we look to
Him with humble confidence, " Is this the way, my Father ? "
yet we feel His hand gently and carefully leading us, and we
can sing—
" Above the rest this note shall swell,
My Jesus hath done all things well."
Many poor cluster around me for help, and friends are very
kind; but it takes labour, and thought, and much prayer to find
coal, food, and clothing to give even a little to each. But the
gold and sUver is Thine, the work also is Thine, and we leave
it aU with Thee.
January 12th,—Had a caU from my old and faithful friend,
Mr. Henry Dickinson. For nearly fifty years a strong friendship has existed between Mr. and Mrs- D. and myself. A
truly devoted couple, constantly at work in the Lord's vineyard. Had a visit from Mrs. Schieffelin and Brother Stephenson, with many other dear ones, and we held sweet communion
with our Lord. Mrs. Henry Clewes and Mrs. Brewster caUed
to-day.
February 1879.—-" I wUl extol Thee, my God, O King, I
will bless Thy narae for ever and ever; every day wUl I bless
Thee, and I wUl praise Thy name for ever and ever."
My dear sister has been to see me, and we had a precious
time. The sacrament of the Lord's Supper was administered,
and we realised His presence as we gathered around the Lord's
table. I had with me to share the feast my dear sister, Mrs.
Glover, Mrs. McKennell, Miss McCauley, my leader, and
Pastor Glover.
«I would Thy boundless love proclaim
With everyfleetingbreath;
So shall the music of Thy name
Kefresh my soul in death."
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Had a visit from my late pastor, W W Clark. While
recounting the mercies and blessings of our Father I find they
very far outweigh the trials, though these to the observer seem
very great, but while the great I AM stands by me and says,
" Fear not, be not dismayed; I wUl be with Thee, I am Thy
God," how can I fear ?
My heart is hungry for souls. Lord, revive Thy work in
our little Church ; bless the efforts put forth for a Pentecostal
shower; make bare Thine arm; bring many to bow to the
mUd sceptre of Jesus; give to our dear pastor and leaders
strength to wrestle with Thee in mighty faith, that Thy name
may be glorified. Send the power, O Lord, send the power to
a preached word, and give us a mighty blessing.
March 1879.—Another month gone into eternity, and we
are spared.
" When all Thy mercies, 0 my God,
My rising soul surveys,
Transported with the view I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise."
Doctor CuUis of Boston was here to see me, with two ladies,
to entreat of the Lord to heal this poor body; he spoke with me
at length, assured me I must be healed, that I had lain here
long enough, and that I must believe in the healing of the
body, for I could do more good if I were up and about.
I told him I was willing to be healed or not, just as pleased
my God, sickness and health I left with Him, glad to be healed
or glad to be on ray bed in pain, only to be where I could
glorify Him best. He said, " Tes, you are too passive." I
told him when I had asked for healing, the answer given to
Paul was given to rae, " My grace is suflicient for thee." He
said I did not know that Paulwas not healed of his infirraity;
he then read in James, " Is any sick among you ? let him call
for the elders of the Church; and let them pray over him,
anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord;" having asked
me if I believed God's word, he prayed, laid his hands upon
me, and anointed me with oil. It was a very solemn tirae.
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He then asked me if I were healed, and bade me get up and
walk. I answered that I could not. He then told me that I
must have faith and believe I was healed; but how could I
with aU this pain and weakness ? I asked him to teach me
how to believe; I would do anything I could, but did not know
what to do, and could not do impossibilities. I had no Ught
on the subject at all. He asked me if I did not feel the healing power. I said, I do not know; I feel the sacred awe that
dares not move. Doctor CuUis turned to the ladies and said,
" Come, in three days she wiU walk." I trembled all over, and
was greatly exercised. I begged of the Lord to teach me what
and how to believe, to help my unbelief. None can know what
I felt. I was ready to ask had I ever had any faith, or what
was the matter with rae ? I proraised the Lord if it were His
wUl to heal me I would devote all my time and strength to
Him. I knew if it were His wiU that I should lie here and
suffer He would not desert me, but still give strength to
labour and to wait.
I did not dare to speak of it to any one but my kind physician, who said none would be more glad than he to see me
well. I feared if I spoke of it and were not healed I would
bring discredit on the faith of these good people and injure
their usefulness.
Thus it went on tUl the second night, when, almost distracted,
I begged of the Lord to return my peace of mind, and, as often
before, I left myself again in His hands to do what seemed
good to Him; healed or not healed, I was His—soul and body
—all my will was His. and His will was mine. Then peace
and rest came back to me.
Give me patience, dear Lord, and teach me Thy way, and
lead me in a plain path; all the praise shaU be Thine, the glory
shaU be Thine now and evermore.
31st,—" How precious are Thy thoughts unto me, O God !
how great is the sum of them ! If I could count them they are
more in nuraber than the sand; when I awake I am still with
Thee."
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On the third day after Doctor CuUis was here. Miss Bailey
came again and asked me if I had been up and walked yet. I
told her no, I could not, but if my Father took away the enlarged
liver and other ailments, that same power would put strength
into the spine, and then I could walk. She replied that I
should not worry about i t ; that perhaps I could do more for
God as I was. I said I felt I was just where God would have
me be.
An incident of former years comes back to rae which, as it
Ulustrates my Father's protecting love, I will relate.
It was my dear Hannah's class night, and as usual she had
left me to attend the service. After she had been there a
while she felt impressed to come home. She did not know
why, only that she must come, for she could not rest, and
though greatly embarrassed to leave the meeting so soon, yet
home she came. I said to her. What is it ? Why are you
home before class is out ? She answered—I do not know, I
could not stay.
While she was still sitting beside me, my maid opened the
door of her room and exclaimed, " The dresses are a-fire!" I
turned my head, and the flames were coming through the door
right beside my bed. My dear Hannah called for help, then
puUed down the burning dresses, and at last succeeded in
putting out the fire. I t was a narrow escape. Less help or
less dispatch, and all would have gone.
As it was just before my dear Hannah's marriage, that room
was crowded with dresses and other articles of clothing, and
also with a large lot of work that my daughter had finished,
belonging to the ladies for whom she sewed. But the proraise
is, " When thou walkest through the fire thou shalt not be
burned; neither shaU the flarae kindle upon Ihee, for I am the
Lord thy God."
April 1879.—Conference is over, and my dear chUdren are
sent to West Winsted, Conn. We had hoped they would have
been sent near to me, so that I could have had the pleasure
and comfort of their company, but they are Thine, my Father,
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and I am Thine; take them, do with them as Thou wUt. If
they can serve Thee better there in the distance. Amen.
These dear ones are all Thine, and Thy proraises are stiU the
sarae: "Leave Thy fatherless children, I wUl preserve them
aUve, and let Thy widows trust in Me."
*' All my trust on Thee is stayed,
All my help from Thee I bring ;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of Thy wing."
May 30ih, 1879.—The Lord is my light and ray salvation,
whom shall I fear ? The Lord is the strength of my life, of
whom shall I be afraid ?
I have passed through severe ordeals. Oh, the terrible
wickedness of raan when he forsakes his God !
Though ten thousand foes ray soul or body assail, greater is
He that is for rae than all that are against rae. He has
promised, and I trust His word.
July 14th, 1879.—Another milestone passed. Friends still
so kind; dear Mrs. Haxton was here with her birthday
gift and the luxuries for our little party. I t is indeed
very beautiful. Many other dear ones come with gifts to
cheer rae by the way. Oh, what blessings, how richly they
abound!
A great strain and duty has been put on me, and it called
for raoney. Never before in my thirty years of widowhood
had I asked any one for help, as I made aresolution when my
dear husband died neither to go in debt nor ask for help, but
to look to my heavenly Father. But on June 16th we had to
raise two hundred and fifty doUars. I took it to the Lord ; I
slept on it, then the next morning I wrote to two friends.
Each sent me one hundred dollars. In six hours I had returned half of it; I did not need it.
Did my Lord fail me in my extremity? No, a thousand
times no, for a thousand promises declare His constancy of
love. None ever trusted and was put to shame; faith was
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tried, deliverance came. Praise the Lord.
at His goodness to me, but

Many stand amcsed

" His goodness ever nigh,
His mercy ever free,
Shall while I live, shall when I die,
Still follow me."
" I f thou seest the oppression of the poor, the violent
perverting of judgment and justice in a province, marvel not
at the matter, for H e that is higher than the highest regardeth,
and there be higher than they." And whUe He, my God, is
near I need not fear; no, " Though an host should encamp
against me my heart shall not fear."
August 1879.—I have had a very weak and suffering time
of late, so much trouble with sick stomach and prostration.
But " H e giveth power to the faint, and to them that have no
might H e increaseth strength."
Thirty years have passed
since we laid away the remains of my beloved husband. Thirty
years of bUss to him, thirty years of unnumbered mercies and
blessings to me. How shaU I praise Him ?
September 10th, 1879.—Sisbsr Louise called to-day to say
she had at last found a house that would answer her purpose.
She had long been wanting to organise a Free Home for poor,
respectable, Protestant women and children; there had been
some old furniture given, one month's rent promised, and she
had come to me for the first donation.
I said, " Sister Louise, I have no money to give you; what
I have is all appropriated, and of my own I have given all I
can." She replied, " I have felt all along that you must give
the first donation with your blessing and the Home wiU
prosper." I said, *' WeU, I have a three-dollar gold piece that
I had given me to keep; I will give you that with my blessing."
She answered, " With that we shall open the Horae."
Sister Louise is a deaconess of the Episcopal Church; she
was brought to me about a year ago by Doctor Headley, a man
full of faith and good works. Sister L. is a great worker
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amongst the poor, and has given her life to that work. May
her efforts be blessed.
In her first Eeport she says, " W e waited for one year,
during which time we received from one who has rested upon
a bed of incurable sickness for over twenty-five years the
corner-stone of our Home in a three-doUar gold piece; this,
with a sufficient sum for one month's rent, enabled us to begin
the work."
October 1879.—I have been very poorly since I last wrote—
such utter prostration. But as the cool breezes come we hope,
if it be the Lord's wiU, that I may be a Uttle stronger. Many
loved friends are coming back from the country. Oh, the
precious privUege of communing with His chUdren!
How many changes since I last wrote, among them the
sickness and translation of our beloved friend and sister Miss
Annesley. She was a bright and shining Ught; our Father
was very good to her; she always dreaded pain, and He took
down the earthly tabernacle without any pain; she sweetly
slept and sank away. How little we thought that she would
be taken and I left. She desired, if it were the Lord's wUl,
to be permitted to give to the world the little jottings I had
raade from time to time of the Lord's dealings with rae. But
she is gone, and I ara left to still receive of His goodness
here and teU of His wondrous works. Her niece. Miss Gray,
writes that often when her dear aunt would arouse she would
say, " I must write to Sister Cooke." Thus her thoughts
followed us to the edge of the Borderland while any
consciousness was left. How I shaU miss her kindly visits,
her bright and cheery laugh, her little bits of pleasantry, and
her earnest prayer at parting, after which she would often say,
" Now, you lie there and preach from your pulpit, and I shaU
run round doing the Lord's wUl as He shall send me." How
her heart would rejoice to hear of a soul being blessed and
brought to the Lord at this bedside ! But she has gone to rest,
and we are left to labour, and wait, and suffer stiU. 'Tis
weU—
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** I linger on my threescore years
Till my Deliverer come.
And wipe away His servant's tears,
And take His exile home.
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain
Take life or friends away,
But let me find them all again
In that eternal day."

The Master had need of our dear one to swell the great
throng in singing the new song. Thus our close union of
twenty-six years of Christian friendship is broken; but patience,
my soul.
November 10th.—" My soul foUoweth hard after T h e e ; Thy
right hand upholdeth me."
Have got the promise of help for my poor as usual for
Thanksgiving. From Mrs. Haxton fifty dollars, and other
amounts from a number of others, so ray soul is glad, and I
now begin to make ready for the feast. Give me strength,
dear Father, that I may do aU with an eye single to Thy glory;
tell me what is Thy will and where to go. StiU, if it please
Thee, give rae favour in the sight of Thy chUdren. Much
money is needed for food, coal, and clothing for the poor,
besides the money for the dinners at Thanksgiving.
liovember 30th, 1879.—Have had a very busy month; very
tired. Again have kind friends raUied around this room and
given me funds by which I provided good things for dinners
for ninety-eight families, aU of whom would have had very
little to make a Thanksgiving Day. I often wish the ladies
could see the happy faces and hear the hearty " Thank you "
from many, while some are so full that they can only look
their thanks through tearful eyes.
Thus another Thanksgiving Day is gone. May the truths
given in tracts and Scripture cards, and the seed sown yield
much fruit. Nor while thinking and planning for others was
I forgotten. Dear ones sent, as usual, a bountiful supply for
my own use.
December 30th, 1879.—Again a busy month, and stiU tired.
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Oh! so tired, yet the work is s^^-eet. On the 23rd gave to
fifty poor aged and sick ones a basket fuU of good things for
Christraas dinner.
The weather is cold; coal and clothing are needed. I have
already drawn largely on Mr. Blake for coal from the city
funds. Dear Mrs. Jaffray has sent me her useful donation of
clothing for the poor. Blessed woman ! Many kind ladies
come to ray help. Praise the Lord ! The gold and silver are
His, and He has the hearts of all men in His hands. My
Christmas Day was made very bright by kind gifts from many
dear ones. I wonder they do not get tired, since I stay so long;
but no, no signs of that. But they seem to vie with each
other not only to supply all my needs, but to gratify me in
things of beauty as well as of use I cannot find words to
express the goodness of God to me; it is past finding out.
He fills my soul so full, that when alone and in the hush of
night I cannot but cry out in praise and adoration; and as the
Comforter takes up the things of God and reveals them unto
me our converse is very sweet.
Another year has come to its close. Have I been as faithful
as I might have been; as tender and gentle to the wayward
ones ; as full of love as I ought to be ? I fear I have left
undone raany things I ought to have done, raissed opportunities of speaking a word for Thee. Blot out, I pray Thee,
every sin of oraission and of comraission, every unworthy act,
or thought, or unconscious sin, and thoroughly cleanse this
soul that clings to Thee. Afresh I do give all I have and ara
to Thee. Do with me as Thou wilt.
" In full and glad surrender
I give myself to Thee,
Thine utterly and only
And evermore to be.
O Son of God, Who loved me
I will be Thine alone.
And all I have and all I am
Shall henceforth be Thine own."
AMEN.
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CaUs received during 1879
.
.
. 3,526
Moneys received and given to the poor during
the year.
^1,681.25
BY M E S . VIEGINIA H . FIELD.

Eleven years ago I paid my first visit to dear Mrs. Cooke in
the little upper room, which has proved such a blessed spot to
me. I had heard of Mrs. Cooke some time before this, and
through the interest that was awakened in me had purposed
at some tirae to see her. It was only, however, after a sad
bereaveraent that this idea was carried into effect, and that God,
in His infinite mercy and love, led my steps thither. For
several years ere this He had been teaching me that things of
earth, apart from Himself, could not satisfy, that our desires
could not always be realised, and that His will must be done.
I was learning the lessons slowly, and had been looking to
Him to raake up to me what I lacked, for my precious mother's
early teachings had shown me where to go for comfort, and
thus, seeking the light, I found it beside the bedside of my
invalid friend, where for eighteen long years she had lain,
praising, rejoicing, and trusting in God in spite of almost
continual bodily pain and testings of various descriptions. I
found her in the room she now occupies, in the same corner,
upon her snowy pillows, everything spotless in its purity around
her; an expression so happy and peaceful resting on her face
such as one finds nowhere where God is not. I was so pleased
with my visit that I went to see her several times before
leaving town. My sojourn in the country lasted but a short
time, and on my return I resumed ray visits, which soon
became almost daily. I M as in deep mourning, with a heart in
an impressionable condition, hence aU ray interest ere long
centred in the new spiritual life which Mrs. Cooke's words, as
she told me day after day of God's dealings with her, awakened
in me.
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She recounted to me her early conversion, her zeal in God's
service when a child, which deepened in her girlhood; her
heart's longings for a deeper work of grace, lessening after her
marriage, to return with greater ardour subsequently, as she
realised how far short she was of the heights and depths which
were her privilege as God's child. She rehearsed to me her
sad trials and afilictions in England and in America, her pride
and rebellion, until, in a little village on the western shore of
our own beautiful Hudson, she entered into the rest of faith
and joy in her Lord, whom she had so long sought, after yielding up her wiU to Him, through the ministrations of a lovely,
faithful friend.
She stUl rejoiced in the same loving Saviour when God in
His providence graciously took me to her to be taught the same
sweet lesson. Tears have passed since that first interview,
and many a friend have I taken to see this saintly woman, to
whom she has told precious portions of her life's history.
Would she might be to thera what she has been to me ! How
I should rejoice to see her as weU in body as she is in soul. I
hope and pray that this may yet be to the honour and praise
of Him " Who forgiveth all our sins and healeth all our
diseases." Many have been the valued Christian friends whom
God has brought to me as I needed them, and rich have been
the blessed experiences I have enjoyed and glorious the revelations of truth from God's own word during this period; yet as
I date my spiritual life from my acquaintance with Mrs. Cooke,
anything I have learned in this " life hid with Christ in God,"
or have been enabled to do in His service, I trace back to this
good friend, who, by God's grace, proved so great an influence
in ray Ufe. Thus God hearkens when in moments of need we
seek Him, and raises up for us the human instruments best
suited to our necessities.
Let us, who have been so kindly dealt with, stand ready in
our turn to be used by Him among the weary and heavy laden
of earth, to tell them of the love, power, and faithfulness of our
God as we have opportunity, " till He come " or our labour on
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earth ended, we shall be called to depart hence and be " for
ever with the Lord."
VIEGINIA H . FIELD.
21, MADISON SQUAEE, NOETH,

May 1884.
BY MISS MAEY H .

DOEEMUS.

My beloved mother, the late Mrs. Thomas C. Doremus, became acquainted with Mrs. BeUa Cooke nearly thirty years ago.
The friendship thus commenced has been an inheritance in
the famUy, who have esteemed the influence of her powerful
character as a benediction. When, in 1855, "the Woman's
Hospital" was established in New Tork, Mrs. Cooke was one
of the first patients, but when after sorae tirae her case was
found to be incurable, several ladies, appreciating her worth,
engaged rooras for her with suitable coraforts, feeling this
aflBlicted child of God was especially their care. WhUe at the
hospital she commenced the first religious services conducted
in its walls, each morning and evening singing a hymn, reading
the Holy Scriptures, and praying. Many heard there for the
first time the comforting words of the blessed volume.
Thus Mrs. Cooke was at the hospital a remarkable instrument for good, as she has ever been outside of its walls. No
one can look upon her lovely countenance without being drawn
to a better and holier frame of mind. In this her personal
magnetisra has greatly aided. Her cheerful obedience to her
heavenly Father's will in laying her aside from the usual
duties of life and its activities has always been a great example
to others. Not only has her influence been felt among her
especial circle, but among the rich and fashionable, who being
led to comfort and minister to her, received from her lips a
double blessing for their souls, and many of these " gay
daughters" for whom her prayers have been heard wiU be given
to her as sparkling jewels in her " crown of life."
MAEY H . DOEBMUS.
NEW TOEK.

CHAPTEE
JOYS OF

XXIX.

PEIENDSHIP.

" A friend loveth at all times, and a brother is bom for adversity."
" There is a friend that sticketh closer than a brother."—PEOVERBS.
" Much beautiful, and excellent, and fair
Was seen beneath the sun ; but nought was seen
More beautiful, or excellent, or fair
Than face of faithful friend; fairest when seen
In darkest day."
January 1st, 1880.—The friendships to which ray indulgent
Father has introduced rae have, next, to the fellowship Divine,
been the joy and blessing of my life. These beautiful friends,
who from love measure not their kindness to me, they know
not, and can never know the sunshine they have thrown about
this poor heart. I have read somewhere of the blessing it is
to have friends to whom one's deepest or one's most foolish
thoughts might be entrusted safely, and I have known the comfort of feeling safe with friends, having neither to weigh
thought nor measure words, but certain that a love which knows
no suspicion wiU sift my poor speech and keep what is worth
keeping, and throw the rest away. With many such friends
I renew my covenant on the morning of another New Tear's
day.
January 18th, 1880.—Doctor Palmer brought to my notice
a poor old couple, brother and sister, aged eighty-two and
eighty-four, both sick and helpless. I sent to Mrs. J . Crosby
Brown, Mrs. Field, and Mrs. Kingsland, and received UberaUy
from each of them, and then sent food and a nurse to care
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for them. I fear they do not honour their Lord and Master
as they should. Lord, prepare them for the great change that
awaits them. I have sent to Mr. Blake for coal for twenty
poor families from the city funds; he was very kind, and
responded to my request with great promptness. Blessed
privilege to give for the healing of human woes! Although
the weather is not as severe as some winters are, yet there is
great suffering amongst the poor. Many dear ones come to
see me, and some young people to sing for me.
March 26ih, 1880, Good Friday.—A solemn day is beautiful
Good Friday; our hearts and eyes o'erflow as we think of the
hour when for us the Saviour died. I have been with Hira in
the garden, and have felt afresh that mysterious sorrow and
heard His unfathomable cry about the cup when His sweat was
as great drops of blood. I have beheld Him in the palace of
the high-priest crowned with thorns, and as He stood forth,
king-like, before the Eoman in the hall of judgment; I have
followed Him to Calvary and heard His gracious prayer,
" Father, forgive them, they know not what they d o ; " and we
know that for us He died; He bore our sins in His own body
on the tree.
" I, I alone, have done the deed,
'Tis I, thy sacred flesh have torn ;
My sins have caused Thee, Lord, to bleed,
Pointed the nail and fiyed the thorn
My Saviour, how shall I proclaim,
How pay the mighty debt I owe ?
Let all I have and all I am.
Ceaseless to all Thy glory show."
Easter

Morn,—
" Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell
How high your great Deliverer reigns."

" H e is not here, for He is risen," was the angel's salutation,
and then was our poor humanity transfigured in tho light
eternal. We shall live for ever. Glory! my soid rejoices.
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How shaU I praise Him? Tears of joy my eyes o'erflow.
" He ever Uves above for me to intercede;" yes, " He rose;
He burst the bars of death, and triumphed o'er the grave."
Many beautiful flowers have been sent to me by Mrs.
Haxton, Mrs. Field, and Mrs. McVickar, also very many lovely
Easter cards. Bless and reward them, my Father. My dear
sister was here with me to enjoy these great feasts of the
Christian year, and by-and-by we shall be where parting is
unknown.
April 2nd, 1880.—Very sick; Doctor Palmer here twice
yesterday.
" When pain o'er my weakfleshprevails.
With lamb-like patience arm my breast."
I praise Thee, my Father, that all, all is known to Thee.
Oh, sanctify every stroke; give me patience to listen to the sad
stories of the poor, and help me to be eyes to the blind and
feet to the lame; send whom Thou pleasest and when Thou
pleasest; give me patience with the selfish and perverse; may
I remember how Thou hast borne with me, and give me a
word in season for them that are weary.
Many things of a trying nature have lately presented themselves, but I try to look above for wisdom and strength. Oh,
for the great victory of Paul in the raatchless outburst with
which he closed the eighth chapter of Eomans.
April 14th.—My dear Mary and her daughter NeUie came
to-day from Winsted, Conn. They are preparing Bella to
visit her Uncle Thomas PuUman in Ireland, who wishes her to
spend a year with them. God grant it raay be for the best;
if not, O Lord, thwart the preparations.
Aprid 24th,—They have all gone to see the dear child Bella
Beeton Pullraan off on the stearaer Devonia. I feel it greatly;
0 Father, Thou Who boldest the winds and waves in Thy
hand, guide her safely; cover her vnih. Thy feathers, perrait no
evU to befaU her; keep her amid all temptations and deliver
her. May the same spiritual strength be given her as was
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given to her great-grandmother Smawfield, who in the earliest
days of Methodism received stripes for Christ's sake. Let me
tell the story. My grandmother with a neighbour had been
attending religious meetings, although their husbands, who
were farmers, were godless men. The farmers talked it over,
and decided that their wives should not disgrace them by
attending the meetings; so they agreed to tell them that if
they went again, on their return they should be horse-whipped.
Our grandraother heard the mandate, and asked her husband if
she had neglected her home duties. No. H she had been a
less dutiful wife because of her religion? No. "Very well then,
by the help of the Lord, I shall go." She went, and had a good
meeting. On her return her sturdy husband met her with the
greeting, " Now, Betsy, you have had your way, I will have
mine." He took the whip from behind the door, and whipped
her till he was weary, if not ashamed. She asked him if he
had done; he said Tes. When undressing at bedtime she
looked at her shoulders and arms, and seeing them all black and
in ridges from the whip, she said, " Praise the Lord, stripes for
Christ's sake." It touched her husband's heart, and he fell on
his knees and begged her to forgive him. She replied, " Tou
have not offended me, but you have offended my Saviour; ask
Him to forgive you." He did this, and with great contrition
sought the Divine mercy. He obtained mercy because he did
it ignorantly in unbelief, and became an earnest Christian for
the rest of his life. Thus the Lord works and none can hinder.
My dear Mrs. Stillman was here and gave me money with
instructions to buy a new carpet for my room. " He maketh
rae to Ue down in green pastures."
A FEIEND GATHEEED HOME.

May 17th,—Had a visit from Mr. WUliam Bettle, a kind
and true friend who for many years has been coming to see
me, and by words of cheer and prayer has often brightened my
pathway. He tells me with tears and faltering voice that his
dear brother Samuel wiU never come to see me agaui, for in
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January last he finished his course, and heard his Saviour's
welcome. He was a most earnest, faithful raan of Clod. How
I shaU raiss hira! These two brothers have helped greatly to
keep the barrel of raeal, and cruse of oil supplied. WUUam
told me that only the day before his brother entered into rest
he said, " Brother William, I want to go and see Bella Cooke
and Theodore Cuyler before I pass away," but the Master
caUed and he was all ready.
" Another gem in the Saviour's crown,
Another soul in heaven."
May 31st,—Another month gone, in which I have had, as
usual, many dear friends; it has been filled with mercies and
blessings innumerable. Dear Mrs. Wood has sent me two
beautiful rugs and new oUcloth for my room; she also sent a
man to paint it. Many dear ones have been to say " good-bye,"
as they are going to different places for the summer, and
among them was Mrs. Jaffray, also dear Mrs. Stuyvesant, with
one dozen cambric handkerchiefs marked " B . C," made for me
in Paris. Letters from our darling BeUa teU us of her safe
arrival in Belfast, and hearty welcome; praise the Lord. Mrs.
Crosby Brown and one of the chUdren came to say good-bye;
go, we beseech Thee, with one and all, and may their health be
precious in Thy sight.
June 17th, 1880.—Mrs. Brewster was here on the 14th to
teU me about her approaching wedding. She sent me a beautiful copy of " The Land and the Book " by Doctor Thompson,
also fifteen dollars for poor Mrs. Tilley's rent for three months,
one of ray poor widows whora Mrs. Brewster was greatly
interested in. Mrs. B. also sent ice-creara and cake to all the
inmates of Eoosevelt Hospital, that they might all rejoice with
her on her wedding-day. God grant it may be a very happy
union, both spiritually and socially.
June 30ih.—Have been very feeble the past month, the
weather has been so hot; weU, by-and-by I shaU be where no
sun shall light upon me nor any heat.
19
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Again many have been to say " good-bye," amongst whom
was Mrs. F. W. Vanderbilt and Mrs. McVickar, who brought
me Doctor WUliam Taylor's book, " Peter the Apostle." I
know I shall Uke it, for Doctor Taylors "Elijah" and "David"
are grand. Dear Miss Hamersley with Mrs. Schieffelin also
came with their kind gifts, so that whUe they are away I
may lack nothing. Dear Miss H. with her father and brother
leave for Europe.
** Lord, whom winds and seas obey.
Guide them through the watery way ;
In the hollow of Thy hand
Hide and bring them safe to land."
July 13ih.—Fifty-nine years old! Dear Mrs. Haxton cannot be with us to-day; she is sick at Staten Island. Goodness
and mercy have foUowed me my all days, and still His banner
over me is love. Very feeble from gastric troubles, but God is
my strength and my portion for ever.
July 20th.—Had ray dear pastor in ; he is in trouble, has to
raise five hundred dollars toward repairs in our dear old church.
He showed me some names, and asked me what I thought he
would get from them. I told him that I would not be willing
to give him seventy-five dollars for them. " Why," he said, " I
hoped to get four hundred dollars ; you have knocked aU the
breath out of me." I promised to raise him one hundred dollars
by the middle of September; he was delighted, and said that
he had now a foundation to work on.
August 3rd.—Very hot; had dear Mrs. Field here to tea;
we had a very pleasant time. She sang and played her guitar
for me. Had a call frora Mrs. Fletcher Harper, and felt the
presence of the Lord whUe we talked of His goodness and His
power to save. Thus, one and another of the noble woraen of
our city corae to this little upper room and sit and talk with
me, and, as Doctor Sabine once said, bring me " out of
Second Avenue into Fifth." But His saints are one in
Christ Jesus.
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Had a visit frora a lady whom Mrs. F. W. Vanderbilt sent
to see what I needed to raake ray room look cheerful and com
fortable. I sent word, nothing; I had all I wished. Mrs. V
sent a letter saying, " get new muslin for window curtains and
bright new ribbons to tie them, also a new stair carpet, and
send the bUl to me." " My cup runneth over."
" Not more than others I deserve,
Yet God has given me more."
August 26th.—My dear Class leader laid away the remains of
his wife to-day; a good wife, a faithful, devoted daughter, a
loving mother; bless and corafort them all, and may they find
a resting-place in Thee. Brother Stephenson and many others
called after the funeral services. Thus, "friend after friend
departs."
August 28th,—Have just received aU the little ones back
home from Bath, where they have been for six days to enjoy
the fresh air, and sea bathing, and good, wholesome food. I
have sent twenty poor chUdren to the seaside this summer. It
is a lovely sight when they are starting off; aU have to come
here and get a good-bye kiss, their bright, happy faces do me
good; happy, happy childhood 1 How I love to see them and
help them along; then, too, it helps their mothers, most of
whom are widows.
September 9 th.—Miss Kilmer was here to ask help for a
poor woman who is in a terrible condition, having fallen down
the hatchway of a steamer coming from England, and is fearfuUy hurt; she is a devout Christian, and as it is not at all
likely she can Uve long, we must do all we can for her.
September 19th.—Have had a blessed day, blessed Sabbath,
sweet day of rest. Had my dear Mrs. Congdon to see me today for the first time since her precious sister. Miss Elizabeth
Smith, was taken to be for ever with the Lord. Tears of
watching that precious one had made the parting very painful;
weU, she, too, will by-and-by go to meet her Lord, and dweU
with Christ at home.
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September 23rd.—Had my dear pastor, Mr. Glover, in, and
handed him the $100 I promised him for the church. I said,
" I proraised to raise you this sum by this time, and have kept
my promise." I wrote to several ladies (not any of them wen
Methodists), and told them we were having needed repaiw
done in our little church—the church I came to as a stranger,
where I had two of my children baptised, where one was buried
and three were married—a church very dear to me. They aU
responded heartily, and some said if enough was not raised to
write again and they would help more.
September 30th,—Have been able to get considerable help for
the poor woman who fell down the hatchway, Mrs. Abblet. I
find she is from Hull, and knew my dear brother, and had Uved
in one of his houses in BeetonsviUe and heard him preach,
She knew his likeness in ray album, also those of his daughters
and grandsons. Mr. Abblet had worked for my nephew at the
brush business in HuU.
October 13th.—My darling granddaughter Bella and greatniece, Mary W Beeton, arrived safely on the lOth from England after a pleasant voyage. How I thank Thee, my Father,
for bringing those dear girls safe across the mighty deep. How
very strange, my nephew's child bearing my maiden name, the
full name of my beloved eldest sister, Mary Beeton; how fresh
and near it brings the dear child, and what memories it awakens
of other days and loved ones gone before. May it be the
supreme blessing of her life to come among us.
October 17th.—Had sacrament of the Lord's Supper; a
blessed time; surely He was in our midst.
•' Too soon we rise: the symbols disappear.
The feast, but not the love, is passed and gone;
The bread and wine remove, but Thou art here,
Nearer than ever—still my shield and sun."
October 20th.—Kj kind friend Brother Stephenson has
succeeded in placing rubbers under my bed to relieve me from
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the vibration caused by the Elevated EaUway. Doctor Palmer
said something raust be done, or I must be removed. He feared
the moving and the vibration and noise, but Mr. Stephenson
carae to our rescue.
Thank God for kind friends; several ladies, as well as ray
daughters, looked for rooms, but none could be found that
would do. Mrs. William Kingsland and Miss Callender said
they would meet an increase of rent if a place could be found
to suit me. But the rubber fixing answers admirably, and here
I am in the same old corner still, and where I hope to remain
until caUed home, for many have been blessed and brought to
Christ in this little upper room.
October 26th.—Many dear friends have come back from the
country, and have been to see me, Mrs. Wood, Mrs. Schieffelin,
Mrs. Hunting, Mrs. Eutherford, and others. Had a little
visit from Mrs. Sarah Holmes, of New Bedford, and two of
her daughters, both larabs of the fold of Christ. It was she
who first brought Samuel Bettle, of precious meraory, to see
me. If we have such sweet comraunion here, what wUl it be
when we meet in the many mansions ?
" If such the sweetness of the stream.
What will the fountain be ?
When saints and angels draw their bliss
Directly, Lord, from Thee."
October 28th.—Had ray dear Miss McCauley here to tea.
Eead Col. iii., and felt while at prayer that we were indeed
risen with Christ, and are seeking those things which are above,
kindness, humbleness of mind, meekness, longsuffering, and,
above all, charity, which is the bond of perfectness.
My Class leader also called. It has been his custom for a
long time to caU on his way to Class and ask me what hymn
they should sing. To-night I gave them " Come, ye that love
the Lord," for it is full of joy and brightness. Had a call
from my much loved and valued friend Sister Lankford Palmer.
She does not like my having resigned as a manager" of the
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Convalescent Horae, but I think it best, as others can serve
with raore efficiency than I. My work is with the poor of this
neighbourhood, given to me of the Lord. May He help me to
be faithful to the grace given. I cannot beg for every cause,
and I do not want a name to work and be an idler.
October 29th.—Had a pleasant visit from Eev. Mr. Bray, of
Providence Conference, sent by Sister L. Palmer. In conversation he asked rae what I thought of healing by faith, and
said he was cured of cancer in the nose by faith. I told him
I had not had any light on the subject; God had not yet given
me the gift of faith to the healing of this body, but I bad ever
found grace according to my day. Lord, give me faith to do
just what Thou wouldst have rae do; teach rae Thy way, mould
and fashion me as Thou wilt; endow me with the gift as well
as the grace of faith, if for Thy glory. Oh, help me to believe
to the healing of this body if it be Thy blessed wiU, by medicine
or without; or if Thou seest I can best glorify Thee in health.
Amen. But should the furnace be yet more heated and the
years lengthened, all is well.
Mr. Bray told me of Lizzie O. Smith, another prisoner of
the Lord, who is unable to feed herself or move. I am better
off than she.
Dear Mrs. Haxton was here, and made me happy by giving
me something for my poor, and promised rae her annual
donation of fifty dollars for Thanksgiving dinners. Mrs.
Abblet is still very sick, but ready to go or stay as her Divine
Master sees best. Had Miss Elliott to tea, who for more than
twenty years has been to me as a dear, tender daughter, doing
great things in every way to add to my comfort and smooth
my pathway; never the least break in harmony of our Christian
love.
November 7th.—Another six days' work is done, anotber
abbath is begun. Lord, grant it may be a foretaste of the
eternal Sabbath. Each returning day of rest is a fresh blessing ; fifty-two springs in the year's journey, where we may
drink and be refreshed.

Joys of Friendship.

295

My two poor women are very low; seemed to be nearing
the end, and ready and wiUing that the Lord's wUl should be
done. Dear Miss Wood and others have given me much to
make them comfortable.
November 10th.—Dear Mrs. Schieffelin was here to-day; we
had a great tirae of refreshing while recounting the raercies of
our God. What a sweet. Christian spirit is hers; araid all the
coraforts this world can give, she, her husband, and dear
daughters find their greatest joy in the work and service of our
God ; a horae where God delights to dweU. Mrs. Wood gave
rae $10 for a nurse for Mrs. Salmon, Mrs. Jaffray $20 for a
nurse for Mrs. Abblet, Mrs. Field and Mrs. Kingsland both
help largely.
Had six ladies from Franklin Street church to sing for me.
Very feeble, yet sweetly trusting and resting on the arm of ray
Beloved.
November 14th.—^Had a call frora Mrs. Dimmick, of Honesdale, Pa. She is a faithful worker in the Lord's vineyard;
she has a large Bible-class of young men, and is seeking for
more Ught and knowledge to train and guide them.
HAPPY

THANKsarviNO.

My dear niece carae back this evening from Connecticut to
nelp me with my Thanksgiving work. May she be blessed
while here. Show her, my Father, what she is by nature and
what she can be by grace. Funds corae in nicely; hope to be
able to give to all that come.
November 27th.—Have had a very hard week, and gave weUfiUed baskets to one hundred and eight families. Tears of joy
and thanksgiving filled many eyes as they tried to utter thanks.
Each one had a turkey or chicken, according to the nuraber in
the faraily, with potatoes and apples, and to the aged tea and
sugar, with a Scripture card, a copy of " Guide to Holiness "
and " Words of Life." Mrs. Kingsland carae to see the sight
and bring her liberal gift toward defraying the expenses. Mrs.
W E. Dodge paid me her regular visit with kind gifts; also
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Mrs. Congdon, who is still very feeble, and cannot seem to
recruit from the anxious care and long watching of her beloved
sister. It has almost proved too much for her fraU body, but
we cannot spare her—the poor need her, we all need her, and
earnestly pray the Father to restore her to her usual health.
I wrote to Mr. C. VanderbUt to ask a donation for my poor,
and he kindly sent me $20. May he find a rich reward in the
eternal habitations. My dear niece was a great help to me.
It was a novel sight to her to see my quiet roora turned, as
she expressed it, into a house of merchandise, for on one side
stood a table with fifty turkeys, on another a table with sixty
chickens, another table with bread, a large tray with tea and
sugar, in the hall a barrel of potatoes and one of apples ; but
they were soon gone and quiet restored. But, oh ! I suffered
greatly, and for two days could not take any food, although I
had the usual cooked turkey frora Mrs. Haxton. But it is a
blessed privilege to be permitted to make so many happy.
" Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these
my brethren, ye have done it unto Me."
December 1st.—Had a visit from Mrs. J. Crosby Brown to
ask if I would like some toys, books, etc., for my poor children
for Christmas. She had interested herself in getting the
people, young and old, in Orange VaUey Church and Sunday
School, to make or buy with their spending money something
for poor children in New Tork city. She wished me to have
thera for ray chUdren. This was their first attempt at anything of the kind, and many were quite poor, but she thought
it would do them good to try and give of their smaU raeans to
those with less. I told her I would be delighted. Mrs. B.
also said that her children would buy and fill twelve pairs of
little stockings for the little ones' " Santa Clans." Praise the
Lord ! I shall be rich.
Mr. WUliam Bettle, of PhUadelphia, was here to-day. He
misses his brother Sarauel greatly, for they were so strongly
bound together. Nor can any one fill that good man's place
for me. It is painful to see the tearful eye and quivering Up§
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of this dear aged friend. I feel as though I shall not have
him long, which would be a great loss to me in every way.
Surely they have been to me as brothers beloved in the Lord
ever since June 1865.
December 8th.—Had a call from Doctor Newcombe, an earnest
worker for Jesus amongst the poor. He, with my own Doctor
Palmer, thinks I ought not to try to do anything at Christmas
for my poor, as I am very poorly, but the work is the Lord's,
and He can give strength according to our day. Had many
dear ones to see me.
December 17th.—Had a call from Eev. Mr. Whittaker, pastor
of the church of Orange Valley, N. J. He came to tell me
about the things they are getting ready to send me for the poor
children. He, with Mrs. Brown, feels that the people will be
blessed by giving to those more needy. Tes, for it is written,
"Blessed is he that considereth the poor." Mr. W's. conversation was profitable and cheering; he seems deeply interested in his work. Lord, raake him very useful amid his
flock, and a faithful shepherd.
A MEEEY CHEISTMAS.

I ara trying to gather up strength so as to be ready for
Christraas.
December 20th.—Miss
was here, and brought me fortynine boxes of candy and twenty cornucopias of candy from the
sraall chUdren of her school. The other day Miss E. Skinner
was here with her dear raother. They found me putting
pictures on some old ice-cream boxes I had begged, in order to
fill them with candy for some of my poor chUdren, who would
otherwise have none. The dear child caught the idea, and
afterwards asked her teacher if she might do sorae for me.
Miss
was pleased, and told the Uttle children if they
would like to do so with their own money they might ask their
mamraas to allow thera, and she would bring thera to rae. They
were delighted, and gave a goodly number of boxes of every
conceivable shape all weU filled with good candies. God bless
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the little givers! These things are great riches to me, for what
sparkling eyes and happy hearts when these pretty and wellfilled boxes are given. My doctor wants rae to give up dointy
anything more for Christmas, but I tell him my invitations are
aU given out, and I must receive my company. God wiU give
me strength this time. The work is His, and He giveth power
to the faint, and to them that have no might He increaseth
strength. They look to me, and if I fail them what wiU they
do?
December 28th.—What a busy week the past has been—
receiving and giving; what a luxury it is to give! On the
23rd I gave well-fiUed baskets to forty-eight poor families.
Chickens, tea, sugar, bread, potatoes, and turnips, and aU were
made very happy. Mr. Whittaker and Miss Eider came to
tell me that the barrel of things was on its way. On Friday
my dear niece unpacked it and arranged the toys and gifts,
putting the names on them as I dictated. Dear Miss Keteltas
and Miss CaUender were here, also Mrs. Stillman and Mrs.
Thomas, with gifts, beautiful gifts for rae; Mrs. Field, Mrs.
Wood, and otbers sent lovely gifts. At evening, mothers came
for the filled Santa Claus stockings; twelve pairs from Mrs.
Brown's children and six pairs from my dear niece. My
beloved sister and her husband carae to spend Christraas with
rae. Christraas raorning, frora ten to twelve o'clock, I had my
children come, and as they came in, they would stand and gaze
as though they had come to fairyland; such sparkling eyes,
such smiles. Ob, it was just grand ! I asked thera, as they
stood beside me, why we called this Christmas, and why we
gave presents. Several little ones lisped, " Because it is Jesus'
birthday." One boy of eleven years did not know, and when
we told him the " old, old story," he stood with open mouth
and eyes, and said, " A boy like me ?" " Tes, he was once
just your size." " Did you say he was born in a stable, and
lay in a manger ? " It was all strange to the Uttle fellow. I
think we need more home missionaries. Well, they each had
a present of a toy or a doll, book, or clothing, some both.
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besides a box of candy; and thus my children were made
inexpressibly happy. I also sent a Christmas pUlow letter to
each of Sister Louise's inmates in her Home for Incurables,
that these poor suffering ones might also sing, " Glory to God
in the highest, peace on earth, good wiU to men;" these last I
ordered from England, and they were very pretty and good.
In the early raorning Mrs. J. C. Brown's servant-raan brought
me a lovely Christmas tree, all filled with pretty things for
myself, their own gift to me. On the Sabbath I rested.
Monday morning found me busy with the remainder of the
httle ones, for although it was very stormy, they all came from
ten to twelve o'clock. I can never describe the sight; how they
would hug their dolls, peep into their books, try on their nice
warm mitts; it was grand. One Uttle one said, "Mamraa, didn't
I teU you if you would leave the stove lids off Santa Claus
would come ? Tou see he brought me all these nice things in
my stocking; last year you shut them down, and he could not
get in." Happy simplicity of childhood. Nearly all the sixtyseven little ones were fatherless; many said raamma could not
buy them anything. It was to me a splendid time, and well I
wished that those who had sent the beautiful things could have
seen the chUdren's joy.
My special interest just now is for the conversion of my
dear niece. She comes of a pious ancestry, and is the chUd of
many prayers offered by those who have long since finished
their course with joy. I think her more thoughtful than when
she first came among us; help her to see her only hope in
Thee.
Thus another year of mercies and blessings has come to a
close, ,nd here I am a monument of saving grace, purchased
and saved by blood Divine. I thank Thee for aU the way Thou
hast led me; I thank Thee alike for trials and blessings, for
when Thou hast tried me I shaU come forth as gold
a m t T i r ^ ^T- "^^ "t^ ^"'^^' ^^^ '^^ P«^^' ^^d' distributed
among them during the past year, $1,732.50; had during the
past year 2,990 calls; sent 25 children to the seaside for
one
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week in August; received from Mrs. Hunting, for the poor,
12 garments and one ton of coal; from Mrs. Jaffray and Mrs.
McVickar their usual donation of dry goods, muslins, flannels,
and calicoes. Collected for Convalescent Horae, $74. Collected for Sister Louise's Free Home for Incurables, $40,
besides garments, coal, etc.

CHAPTEE XXX.
THE

ONWAED

MABOH.

" I will strengthen them in the Lord; and they shall walk up and
down in His name, saith the Lord."—ZBCH. X. 12.
" Strong Son of God, immortal love.
Whom we that have not seen Thy face,
By faith, and faith alone embrace.
Believing, where we cannot prove I
Thou seemest human and Divine,
The highest, holiest manhood Thou:
Our wills are ours, we know not how;
Our wills are ours, to them make Thine."
January 3rd, 1881.—Testerday we were comforted and strength
ened in " the breaking of bread." I t is a solemn privilege to
show forth our Lord's death in His Supper, and it is fitting that
with the vows of the Holy Comraunion we should begin another
year. Little NeUie Cornell was baptised at my bedside. The
old year is gone, with its hopes and fears, its lights and
shadows, and it was a good year to me.
" And looking backward through the year.
Along the way my feet have pressed,
I see sweet places everywhere.
Sweet places where my soul had rest."
I t was a grief to me that my dear niece would not receive
the sacrament with us, but, Lord, she is in Thy hands, and we
feel she must come to Thee. I sent New Tear Bible-class
mottoes to Mrs. Hunting's Bible-class, also to Mrs. Dimmick's
at Honesdale, Pa., and to all the Bible-classes iu our Twenty-
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seventh Street church; may the seed thus sown take root in
good soU. Help us, dear Lord, to sow beside all waters, and
give Thou the increase.
January 15th, 1881.—Have been very poorly, so prostrate
and full of pain, but I look to Hira whom a look or sigh can
reach. Have had many dear friends this month. My dear
and long-tried friend, Brother Stephenson, with his kindly gift,
dear Mrs. Jaffray, Mrs. McVickar, Miss Callender, Mrs. Haxton,
have all kindly continued their contributions to my poor;
besides these there is a cluster of ladies who respond to calls
for new cases. My soul has been going out in one long
thanksgiving psalm to-day, for prayer has been so beautifully
answered. I had all day yesterday been asking. Where shaU
I go for funds for my poor? If our dear Saviour were on
earth, both cold and hungry, how gladly would we go and feed,
and warm, and clothe Him, but He says: " Inasmuch as ye
have done it unto one of the least of these, my brethren, ye have
done it unto Me." Oh, how happy it makes me when I have
plenty to give ! Well, last evening my dear niece got up from
her chair, and, without a word having been said by me, said,
" Here, auntie, give this to the poor," and handed rae half a
sovereign with tears and kisses. I said, " God bless you,
darling. He wUl raake it up to you." In a letter received
to-day, Mrs. Congdon writes me from Philadelphia: " I enclose
ten dollars, dear Bella, for Mrs. Abblet, which thee will please
use for her." About noon a messenger boy came with a note
from Mrs. McVickar: " Please find enclosed ten dollars for
coal for your poor people; my father gave me one hundred
dollars for a Christmas gift; I send you one-tenth." Praise
the Lord; the silver and the gold are His, and the cattle on a
thousand hills ; Lord, bless these dear ones who are striving
to work for Thee.
January 17th.—My dear niece seeras very thoughtful; we
raust have this dear one brought to acknowledge Christ as her
Lord and God. Hasten the tirae when she shall bow to Thy
sceptre, precious Saviour.
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Had a visit from Miss Frow, recently returned from India,
where she has been at work for her Divine Master; impaired
health has sent her home. She expects to go back in the fall
and take a life companion with her. W h a t a noble work I
When I was young it was a burning desire of my heart to go
to a foreign field to labour for God, but H e answered my
prayer by putting me in the corner on the bed, and bade me
work for Hira there. This is not what I would have chosen,
but *' it is not in raan that walketh to direct his steps." " Let
God do His own work," said Eobertson when dying. I wanted
the world for my parish, but instead of that I have been shut
up in this little upper room. Tes—
" Shut in with the Spirit to comfort and cheer,
To guide me in duty and make the way clear."

January 24th.—Had a lovely visit from Mrs. Wood and
Mrs. Dahlgren, sweet, precious friends and noble women.
Mrs. Wood left some funds for my poor, and Mrs. D. is to
send rae the Life of Miss Havergal, who is one of ray favourites
among writers and disciples.
I have requested my children and several friends in the city
to join me in prayer that my dear niece may find the pearl of
great price. How little the dear girl realises that we are all
besieging the throne in her behalf; but although she does not
say anything, I know she is coming nearer; hasten the joyful
day, O Lord, when there shall be joy in heaven over this
precious one brought into the famUy of the living God.
January 31st.—
" O wondrous power of faithful prayer,
What tongue can tell the almighty grace ?"
0 glorious day! there is joy in heaven. Our cup is full, no
words can express the joy we feel. Dear Mrs. Field carae this
raorning, with a young lady. Miss Price, from Troy, who was
seeking the Saviour. Mrs. Field asked me to relate a little of
my experience, how I wandered from my Lord, and how H e
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brought me back again. My dear niece Ustened eagerly as I
went over those memories of past years. After much talkinoand prayer Miss P. and my niece made a full surrender, and
found peace through believing in God their Saviour; but I wiU
give my niece's own words from her diary: " Monday, January
31st, 1881.—A day long to be remembered by Miss P., Mrs.
Field, aunty, and myself, for I have given my heart to Christ,
and taken Him to be my guide. It was quite strange; this
morning Mrs. Field and Miss P. caUed to see aunty. I was
writing, and I usually keep on writing when anybody comes in,
but this morning I shut my book and laid by my pen. Mrs.
Field asked aunty to tell a little of her early life to Miss P.,
as that young lady wanted to come to the Saviour, but did not
see her way clear to do so. Aunty talked to her a good deal,
and I listened, and thought some things that were said suited
me exactly, but I did not say so; at last, Mrs. Field said she
thought aunty had better pray. Aunty prayed, and gave us
both most earnestly to Jesus, asking Him to take us just
as we were. I gave myself to Him while on ray knees.
Then Mrs. Field prayed, and when we rose up aunty asked
Miss P. if she would not come to Jesus now; she answered,
' I wUl try.' ' Oh, but you must not say I wiU try, you
must say, I wUl come now; now is the accepted tirae.' After
talking a little while she said, ' I wUl, I do come to Jesus
now.' Then as aunty was telling how good Jesus was and
how glad to receive her as His child, Mrs. Field turned to
me and said, ' Will you not come too ?' I said, ' I wiU try,'
but recaUing aunty's words, I said, ' I wiU come now.' Then
we sang—
" * 'Tis done, the great transaction's done,
I am my Lord's and He is mine.'
" I shall never forget this day. I cannot write half strong
enough; how happy I am, and how glad dear aunty is ! She
said to me 'Oh, my dear child, your good old great-grandmother's God stUl lives! He is not dead, and her prayers wiU
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be answered; the grandchild of one of her children has corae
to Christ. Praise Hira, my darling child; Praise the Lord.
There is joy in heaven.'"
In a letter to her cousin Bella, my niece wrote, " Tou told
me, dear BeUa, that it would pay rae to corae from England to
New Tork to see aunty; it has paid me, for I have found my
Saviour, the pearl of great price."
February 8th, 1881.—Goodness and mercy, dear Lord, goodness and mercy all the way through; to-day was greatly coraforted while teUing Mrs. Lawrence, Mrs. Hunting, and Doctor
Pinkney some of the Lord's doings.
My dear niece is at Tuesday meeting; may she be fed with
hidden manna. She is greatly exercised about a poor German
whom she found at Ward's Island Hospital; he cannot speak
English, and was glad to find a lady visitor who could speak
in his own tongue; poor man, he has no hope either in this
world or the world to come. My niece is asking the prayers
of the meeting in his behalf.
February lOth,—Had Miss Field and Miss Hamersley; dear,
dear friends, they are so very kind. Mrs. Wood and Mrs.
Hunting were here to lunch; we had a very nice tirae, after
which my niece went with them to BeUevue Hospital. Mrs.
Lawrence called and brought rae, to ray great surprise, a
present from a friend. Sent Mrs. Abblet a new wrapper; she
is much better, and may Uve long to show forth the power of
God. This has been a happy day to me.
February 12th.—Blessed Sabbath, sweet foretaste of our
eternal home. The tribes of Israel have gone up to the courts
of God to keep " holy day," while I stay at home to pray for the
peace of Jerusalem. "To each his work;" it is mine to remain
in my corner. Breathe, Lord, upon the assemblies of Thy
saints; anoint afresh the sons of Levi; send grace upon Thy
heritage. Doctor Barnett came to take my niece down to
Jerry McCauley's Mission; she marvels at the power of God
as manifested in those poor men and women from the lowest
classes, and loves to hear them teU of Eis grace. Eich and
20
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poor as " one famUy we dwell in Him." Praise the Lord—
joint heirs with Christ Jesus.
About nine o'clock ray niece carae hurrying upstairs and
said, " Aunty, can I bring Mr. Kerr upstairs ? " I said, " Certainly." They sat down, when she said, "Mr. Kerr, may I
tell aunty the good news?" He said, "Tes." He had
pledged himself to be on the Lord's side. We talked, and I
urged him not to rest in present attainments ; at prayer I had
great liberty in bringing him to our precious Saviour.
February 14th, 1881, Monday.—Sister L. Palmer was here;
what a blessed spirit is hers; what a great comfort she has
been to me ever since the memorable April 1847.
February 15th, Tuesday,—My dear Annie and niece were at
Tuesday's meeting, and enjoyed it very much. Mary went to
see the Eegans, and found them very poor but clean. She
took a pair of shoes for one of the children, and bought a pair
for each of the other two, comforted them aU she could, and
pointed them to the Saviour.
February 17th.—The past two days have been quiet days.
Mrs. Kingsland was here, and gave me something for my poor.
I have given poor Mrs. Began into Mrs. K.'s care. Mrs.
Marie was here also, and she kindly promised me something
for the poor family. In a note to me she says: " Perhaps it
(vould be a pleasure to you to know that the peaceful influence
which you shed abroad from your little room and sick bed has
been with rae ever since I saw you. Tou see you have the
privUege of dispensing all kinds of blessings to all kinds of
people. Tour little roora is like an oasis in a desert." Mrs.
Haxton sent me some clothes for the Began children. My
dear niece was down again last night and took some food and
garments for thera.
Friday, 18th.—Felt great liberty at family worship this
morning. Have bad few calls; it is very cold. Another
letter with ten dollars from dear Mrs. McVickar for coal for
God's poor. Doctor Douglass was here, and kindly authorised
me to call on him for professional service for my poor; he
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would like to help me with them. Thus the Lord raises up
one and another to help. This morning my niece said,
" A u n t y , you do not know what I did at Class last evening."
I said, " N o , dear. Did you witness for J e s u s ? " " T e s ,
aunty; I tried several times to rise, but I did at last, and told
them that from this time forth, by the help of God, I would
give up theatres, dancing, and card playing." I had had a talk
with her the other night on the theatre question, when she
said she did not see it wrong. I told her the blessed Saviour
and the Holy Spirit would show it all to her. After some
raoraents in silence she said, " Aunty, I know I shall come to
your way of thinking, you win people s o ; you do not scold
them into religion." I said, " N o , darling, why should I scold?
All I say is in love, for God is love, and he that dwelleth in
love dwelleth in God." To her dear mother in England she
wrote, " I felt like a black sheep in aunty's quiet little room,
everything was so different, and I had to yield to the influence."
March 21st.—Poor Mr. Began has died, and the afilicted
wife cannot last many weeks. Mrs. Kingsland has been very
kind, as also Mrs. Bond, with food, money, and clothes. Had
an unexpected call from a Miss Patterson, the daughter of an
English missionary to India.
March 'LOth.—Had a visit from Mrs. Grant, Mrs. Sherman,
and Miss Jennie Smith. Dear girl, she is all alive to work for
her Lord. She is about to open a home for the Master's tired
workers, where they may turn aside and rest awhUe. This is
what the compassionate Saviour did when the multitude had
worn out His disciples. H e was ever mindful of the physical
as well as spiritual needs of that chosen band. The question
was raised in our conversation: As Jennie had been healed
why not I ? to which I answered that God had not given me
any light or faith on that subject at all. Jennie said, " I have
no liberty in asking that Sister Cooke shall be healed; I believe
that God has a work for her to do that she could not do if
she were on her feet." How little friends know how ranch it
pains rae to be questioned on this subject. Do they fancy that
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I have determined to keep my bed and enjoy lying here? If
my Father should speak the word how gladly would I quit this
corner, repair to His house, and sing of His mighty works in
the assemblies of His saints ; how gladly go from house to
house and urge the sinner to Christ, or sit by the sick bed and
tell them of redeeming love. But I know it is not His wiU,
and therefore I bow at His command, and wait for those whom
He raay send. In the course of a year I speak to raore than
two thousand souls. I have an average of from three to four
thousand caUs a year, and more than half have to hear of my
Father's loving care to me.
March 29th.—Testerday I was surprised by a visit from Mrs.
Abblet, whom aU winter we have been expecting to die. It
seemed Uke one raised from the dead. When Miss Kitching
brought her in I could not but exclaim: What hath God
wrought ?
Have had many friends in to-day. Had an earnest talk with
dear Mrs. Buggies on the vanity and emptiness of this world
without Christ. Open Thou our eyes, dear Lord, and we shaU
behold wondrous things in Thy law. Prevent us by Thy grace
that the beautiful gifts of Thy providence prove not a snare.
Keep us from that spirit of worldliness which dulls the vision
for Divine beauties, and closes the ear against the music of
heaven. Keep Thou our feet, for it is easy to go astray.
Last evening our people gave a pleasant surprise to our dear
pastor, Ee\r. C. E. Glover and his wife, who, having laboured
with us the past three years, go to another field. We have
had a pleasant and prosperous time during his pastorate, but
now we must separate; these uprootings are painful, and teach
us that this is not our rest. One after another comes and goes,
but One has said, " I will never leave thee nor forsake thee."
April 4th.—A glorious morning in beautiful spring.
" I wait Thy will to do
As angels do in heaven."
As our earth drinks in the sunshine of the spring and
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responds in buds and flowers, so my soul basks in the beams
of the Sun of Eighteousness, my King and my God.
I felt through the last night as though I raust almost say,
" stay Thy hand," so overwhelming was the sense of the
presence of the great Three-One. Testerday a few of us met
to coraraeraorate the feast of His dying love. " Christ our
passover is sacrificed for us, therefore let us keep the feast; "
and He broke the bread and fed us.
*' Heaven came down our souls to greet.
While glory crowned the mercy-seat."
It was the last Sabbath our dear Pastor Glover would be
here. He seemed too full for utterance ; we have had many
precious seasons during the past three years, but the best wine
was kept untU now. We felt the smart of parting; earnest,
kind, gentle, sympathetic in aU his ways; thus he leaves us.
Lord, go Thou with him and bless him. I had with me dear
Sister L. Palraer, who, thirty-three years since, took me by the
hand and taught me the way more perfectly. There was also
with me a little band of faithful friends who have stood by rae
in raany storms of suffering and trial, some over thirty years,
others for a quarter of a century. But this brings other
thoughts. Some who have knelt in this little room are now
on " the sea of glass mingled with fire," and have drunk of the
new wine in the kingdom of our God. Soon our turn will
come, for we, too, shaU be there, and see the King in His
beauty in the land that is afar off.
May 11th 1881.—Have just received my dear cousin, Eev.
John S. Addy and wife, from St. John, New Brunswick. I
had not seen him since the day, forty-five years ago, when we
bade him farewell on his leaving England for Newfoundland
as a pioneer missionary. Our Father, God, has been with him
and blessed his labours, and now he has come to see the
remnant of the old family. When I saw him, venerable in
mien and with the old gentleness in his manners, as he entered
my room, I could but exclaim—
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And see each other's face ?
Glory and praise to Jesus give
For His redeeming grace."

W h a t memories have been awakened by this visit after
forty-five years' separation ! Tes, varied have been our experiences during those years,—marriages, births, deaths, many
labours and trials, yet out of all the Lord hath brought us, and
here wUl we raise our Ebenezer, for hitherto the Lord hath
helped us. As a family H e has done great and marvellous
things for us, and as individuals H e has held us up when it
seemed as though the waters would overwhelm u s ; surely He
has been our hiding-place for generations past, and will be to
the end. The words I learned to sing at my mother's knee I
stiU sing.
" Gloiy, honour, praise, and power
Be unto the Lamb for ever,
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer,
Hallelujah, hallelujah, praise the Lord."
May 19th, 1881.—Mr. George MiiUer and wife, Mrs. Field,
and Miss Hamersley were here to-day.
Mr. M. leaves
for his home, Bristol, England, on Saturday: for forty-five
years he has been working for the great Master, and the
orphan houses, schools, and colleges in Bristol are the monuraents of the faithfulness of our God. H e is a peculiar raan,
but fuU of faith, the faith that laughs at irapossibilities, and
cries, it shaU be done. H e read and explained the third Psalm,
and prayed.
May 8th.—Another farewell, another parting with a dear
one whom we are not likely to meet again on the shores of time.
Be still, my trembling heart, for there shall be no parting
yonder. My beloved grand-niece, Mary Beeton, left me today. Eight months ago she came a stranger, now a most loved
and. loving child; here in this little room she entered into the
covenant of God's dear people, and took Him for her God.
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We do so thank Thee for the grace given; go with her, and
make her a bright and shining light, and may she sing—
*' I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend His cause."
June 7th.—To-day had a caU from Edwin Jay, a son of Allen
Jay of Indiana. There is a singular bond between us of tender
sympathy. Some six years ago his mother came to see me in
great distress ; she had left this son with a physician for treatment for spinal trouble, and was given to believe that the lad
would be a cripple for life. We talked together about him, and
had prayer, during which I was greatly drawn out to ask that
this boy should be cured of the disease. When his mother
rose to go I told her I believed her boy would be cured, for I
had felt the power of God whUe at prayer, and was assured
that our petition was answered. Some tirae afterwards I
received a letter from that mother with the tidings that her boy
was well.
He is now, to all appearances, a strong and healthy youth,
and acknowledges the hand of God in his cure. His famUy
were almost as much surprised as delighted at his speedy
recovery. About a year after, a lady called and told rae she
had brought to me a little girl from the West sick and crippled
with spinal disease, that through ray faith and prayer Allen
Jay's boy was cured, and would I not plead for her child, too ?
I answered that I could not foreknow about these things, that
the Lord had especially blessed me in praying for the cure of
that boy, but I did not dare to say that her child would be
healed by my intercession. My heart goes out after this youth
that he raay be a raan of God, mighty in faith and prayer to
the pulling down strongholds of Satan, for surely his life and
strength are given him for sorae special purpose.
June 28th.—Have sent four happy children to Sing-Sing for
three weeks to get the benefit of country air. Happy childhood ! Each had to corae and kiss me good-bye. God bless
the little children.
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received the pictures of the
room in which I have often held sweet comraunion with your
dear mother, who is to me so precious a friend. I ara delighted
with the photograph, which faithfully portrays each object
in that chamber, to me hallowed by most tender associations,
and the likeness of dear Mrs. Cooke, although not a flattering
one, is still sufficiently like her to be easily recognised.
I can hardly realise that it was in 1861 that my friend,
Mrs. Henry V Butler, introduced me to your raother, as she has
changed very little during the years that have gone since that
time, notwithstanding the suffering through which she has been
passing. With love to her frora Mrs. McVickar and rayself,
I am yours most sincerely,
M Y DEAE M E S . PULLMAN,—I

ANNA F . JAFEEAY.

CHAPTEE XXXI.
THE FLOOD

OF

YEAES,

" And thou shalt remember all the way the Lord thy God led thee."—
DEUT viii. 2.

" 0 Father, in whose mighty hand
The boundless years and ages lie.
Teach us Thy boon of life to prize.
And use the moments as they fly.
To crowd the narrow span of life
With wise designs and virtuous deeds:
So shall we wake from death's dark night.
To share the glory that succeeds,"
July 14th, 1881.—Another birthday, another milestone passed.
Sixty years old! I can hardly realise it. Sixty years of lovingkindness and tender mercies. This ceaseless onflowing of
time greatly impresses me. The flood of years that knows
neither rest nor change, but changes all things in its course!
Gone are the friends and scenes of my childhood, far away is
the dear land of my birth and home of my forefathers. Those
early days, how they come back to m e ! The moors of Derbyshire, the haymakers in the meadows, the lark singing in the
sky, the silvery Derwent and the old bridge, and more than
aU, those venerated parents—that blessed mother.
W e could not have my dear Mrs. Haxton to tea, as she
is out of the city, but she kindly sent me her beautiful gifts.
Had pretty presents from ray dear children and grandchildren
and others, and a lovely tribute of love and esteem in a letter
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from my dear Joseph. H a d my pastor, Eev. J. Dickinson, my
dear sister, Miss McCauley, and my daughters to tea.
" With thanks I rejoice in Thy fatherly choice
Of my state and condition below,
If of parents I came who honoured thy name,
'Twas Thy wisdom appointed it so.
I sing of Thy grace from my earliest days,
Ever near to allure and defend,
Hitherto Thou hast been my preserver from sin,
And I trust Thou wilt save to the end."
F E O M M E S . COOK'S SON-IN-LAW.
WEST WINSTED, CT.,

July 12th, 1881.

D E A E GEANDMOTHEE.—The years roll on.
Time, like an
ever-rolling stream, bears aU its sons away. I t is weU for us
that our vision is n o t bounded by the grave, and that the
Word speaks of Paradise as weU as Hades. Sixty years old!
Sixty years since in the English home there was great joy to
greet the little intruder. 1 8 2 1 ! Why, that was the year
Napoleon died!
As it is written—" One goeth and another cometh." The
conqueror survived your advent only a few weeks. Perhaps he
imparted a love of commanding to all the chUdren of that year.
Was it your advent that slew him, or was it his genius that
made you a general ? Strange that you should reach back to
the ancient world of Napoleon Bonaparte. 1 8 2 1 ! Why, that
was the glorious era of Wilberforce, and the agitation for
emancipation and freedom; and a little later England spent
twenty mUlions to free the slaves in the West Indies. Possibly
this accounts for your love of liberty, or, in plainer terms, your
love of having your own way.
And that, dear mother, suggests a sober thought—namely,
how little we can do against circumstances ; how dependent
we are, how hedged up and helpless. Tou had gifts and
qualities which might have produced all and more than Florence
Nightingale did with her soldiers, or Una with her paupers ;
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but, like Job, to whom " light" had been given, your way was
" hegded up," and events came to pass which you would have
used every effort to prevent. And yet, you have proved this,
that despite circumstances, in the teeth of fate (" I speak as a
raan "), your pound has brought forth ten pounds ; and in the
gospel I believe that faithful servant received unqualified praise.
WeU, there is another thing—^I mean solidarity. The word
doesn't seem to signify much, but it does. It means that
Abraham is ruling yet after thirty-five hundred years. It means
that Susanna Wesley is not dead. Tou are now only sixty;
by-and-by you wiU be six hundred, and young at that. They
say that all Europe is alarmed at the prosperity of the Jews!
It is the start Abraham gave them. The texture of brain and
blood had much to do with it, and the personality of the raan,
large, devout, and strong.
" I know thee that thou wilt coraraand thy children after
thee."
I ara hopeful of something being done for the Master's
kingdom by my children. I can't do much, having reached the
measure of my abUities, except that at this pace I may plod on
for many days to come, halting, Jacob-like, upon my thigh.
But the children will have a better start than I, besides having
a dash of the fine blood of " dear old grandmother," the soldier's
wife—God bless her!
The enclosed picture, painted by an artist of our town, the
children send for your birthday, with the wish that you may
live tiU its flowers fade, to which devout -wdsh their parents
say Amen!
And now before I end up, let me say that we have a happy
home here, with neither suspicions nor discontents, but lots
of love and thankfulness. As MiiUer, of Bristol, said, " He is
a kind Master."
Our Church needs a Pentecost—greatly needs it. This
would make an excellent ending for our life in Winsted, and
would put us under a heavy debt of gratitude to Him whose
we are and whom we serve.
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Can you give me a Testament or Psalms with large print,
not heavy, for a poor, bed-ridden women of eighty, who needs
such a book ?
With love and wishes of " many returns," affectionately,
JOSEPH.

July 20th.—Very hot, very feeble, and much care. Have
had a very sad case—Mrs. Ferine, a very poor woman, just
frora Connecticut and about to be confined; has six chUdren.
The select raen of her town would not allow her to remain, as
she, with her coming babe, raight becorae a charge to the
county; so she had to break up her horae and come to the
city, where her dissipated and worthless husband had been for
some months. She has two empty rooms, but no food, clothing,
or money. She had travelled all day, was footsore and weary,
her heart almost broken, had had no food all day, and did not
know where to go. I was low in funds, but did not dare turn
her away, for my Father holds all the gold and silver.
July 26th.—Another sad case; a young woman came to me,
having been sent by St. George's Society; she, with her
husband, Mr. Chamberlin, carae from England some months
ago; had bad advisers, had been sick in two hospitals; her
husband and she had become estranged. She expected a Uttle
stranger, but had nothing to put on it when it should arrive;
had been to Marian Street Home, but they were full. I heard
her sad, sad story, gave a little change, sent her to her stoppingplace, and provided clothing. I shall see her through her
trouble.
I was amused to-day. I sent to the store for some ice ; the
young man said, " Oh yes, I know who it is for—the reform
lady;" the person I sent said, " What do you raean, Charlie?"
" Oh," he said, " the lady who reforms people." " Then are
you afraid she will reform you ? " He said, " I don't know."
This reminds me of a little boy who lived in this block; some
little boys carae into the yard to play; he said, " Boys, don't
make a noise; the good Samaritan lives there, and she is sick."
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August 5th, 1881.—Very hot the past few days, and I have
been very feeble. Had a letter from dear Mrs. StUlman, also
from dear Mrs. Schieffelin in Europe, enclosing a kind gift to
rayself. I just had to close ray eyes, the tears of gratitude
would come ; to think that these dear ones do not forget rae
while far away in search of health in a foreign land. I sing—
" Jesus, Thy boundless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue declare."
Dear Mrs. Schieffelin, after regretting her inability to call and
see rae before leaving the city, wrote : " Tou cannot know how
dearly I enjoy ray visits to you, or how ranch benefit I derive
frora your conversation, and what a deprivation it is to lose
both. Eemember, dear friend, that I pray for you just as
constantly as if I were with you every day. Pray for us without intermission."
I do thank Thee, my Father, for the love of Thy dear
children, those who are so far above me in this world's comforts, yet they come to my humble position and thus fulfil the
Saviour's prayer: " That they all may be one."
August 8th.—A lovely morning. Twenty-five dear little
children came at seven A.M. to be sent to the country for a
week, so bright and happy. God bless them and give them a
happy tirae. I had them sing, after which we had prayer, and
I coraraitted them to the Saviour. Happy, happy childhood!
how they wiU enjoy the bathing, the great sea, and the Uberty
of the fields.
August 14th.—I was, surprised to see the young wife come in
with her babe ten days old. She said, " I have nowhere to go;
the landlord has put the woman with whora I ara stopping out
on the street, for rent; what shall I do ?" I told her to sit
down; she seeraed as though she would faint. I gave her
some food, and sent her to lie down and sleep. I sent again
for her husband and for Mr. Hutchinson of the St. George's
Society; had a long and plain talk with them; the husband
again said, " Marie does not want me, does not care for me."
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I sent her and her babe up to the Convalescent Home, and
in a few days urged her husband to go up and see her and
his babe. Prevailed on him to go again and be present at its
baptism. But the wife wanted to go home to England, and so
I got things all ready for herself and babe, for she had nothing; secured her passage ticket, and then sent for her husband
and Mr. Hutchinson. Her husband agreed to send her ten
dollars a month to England. I had seen their marriage certificate. The husband was of a rich family, and now he could
not dig; to beg he was ashamed; their trunks had been kept
for board, and they were both in distress ; he was now working in a restaurant on four dollars a week and board; he was
too proud to let his people know he had married, or his destitution.
August 17 th.—
" Close by Thy side still may I keep,
Howe'er life's various currents flow."
Hear me, O Lord, for Thy lovingkindness is good ; turn unto
me, according to the multitude of Thy tender mercies ; hide
not Thy face from Thy servant, for I am in trouble. My
faithful physician is very ill, has been so for a week; there is
but faint hope of his recovery. None can know the bond of
Christian friendship that has bound us together for the past
thirty-one years of continued medical care. If it be possible,
if at all consistent with Thy will, spare Thy servant, O Lord,
for further usefulness. Turn this cup of sorrow aside, and let
it pass from us.
August 19th, 1881.—Thirty-two years since my beloved
husband went to his better home, all those years of bliss before
the throne. Thy blessings to me have been thickly strewn,
but yet there is a void nothing can fill; I murmur not. I
often seem to hear that cheerful whistle, and the happy voice
seems to ring in my ears. Well, I shall go to hira, and we
shall together adore Hira Who was the Author of our love and
Saviour of our souls.
August 20th.—Dear Doctor Palmer stiU very ill, his son was
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here with medicine, wants to send Doctor McMurray, but I
want no other doctors. Mrs. Chamberlin, the young raother,
has sailed with her babe for her mother's home in England.
Before leaving she caUed on rae, and with her baby in her
arras, standing in the middle of the room, she spoke as follows :
" Mrs. Cooke, it is a great thing to save a poor body from ruin,
is it not?" I said yes. " Well," she said, "you have saved a
soul and body from ruin and death, for I had promised that
stranger who came to see you, that after my babe was born I
would leave George and baby and go with him, but your kindness in doing for me and keeping rae all night, that prayer and
that talk, then sending me to that home, has saved me. When
I left you and you sent George to me, and made me promise
to have my baby baptised, I felt I could not do as I had proraised. Tes, you have saved me, soul and body, and ray
husband frora despair, for I know he loves me; but I raust go
home; that man follows rae everywhere, but I am an honest
woman, I have been true to George." It was a scene for a
painter. We prayed, and I bade her good-bye, after giving her
money to pay her fare from Liverpool to Norwich. The baby
had been christened Edward Cooke.
After her arrival in England I received letters from her, and
also from her mother, in which they showed great gratitude.
Her mother wrote, " I cannot thank you enough for your
great kindness to my child, and I thank God that He raised
her friends in a strange land, and that she was kept frora
doing what would have been a great sin before God and raan.
Dear raadam, I hope you wiU not think me intruding if I ask
you to write to her."
FEOM M E S . LAUEA HUNTING.
H O T E L BYEON, VILLENEUVE,

LAC-DE-GENEVA,

September 6th, 1881.
MY PEECIOTJS FEIEND,—How can I teU you the real joy
your last letter gave me. I read and reread it, and longed to
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come to your bedside at once and hold that dear hand and
hear the voice that has ever made me feel stronger for the
battles of every-day trials.
I have been resting in Switzerland the past five weeks,
surrounded by mountains, which have always been my delight,
and here we have them in such perfection. I have had plenty
of time for meditation, and never have I found Israel's God
nearer.
%
^
%
n
*
I hear from my Sunday scholars often. The hours spent at
your bedside have done much to strengthen their faith in the
Christian life. Each one sends their love. I cannot think
your face, without any line of care or time, indicates the sixty
years of life, your heart and manners seem so young.
«
«
«
«
«
Accept a heartful of love from
LATJEA HUNTING.

September 9th,—So feeble. Doctor P. is a little better,
praise the Lord! His dear wife brought a box of medicines
that the doctor had put up for me, with directions how to use
them. She told me the dear doctor said he had taken great
comfort from a text motto I once sent them, for, when too iU
to talk or read, he could, when conscious, look at it as it hung
at the foot of his bed.
September 26th,—Have just heard of the death, which
occurred two months ago, of Dr. James D. Fitch, an old
physician and Christian friend, who, when he heard of the
death of my dear husband, came and kindly offered his services
free for any medical treatment I might need. He had been
my physician in 1850, when he and Doctor Cooper said it was
no use giving me any more medicine as I was incurable, that
I could only live a few months, that I should have the best of
care, and be made as comfortable as possible. It was at
this time Sister Lankford asked Doctor M. W Palmer to visit
ne, and he also told me that he could not cure me, but might
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je able to reUeve present suffering. He has faithfully done so,
and yet has ever been wiUing to stand aside and let other
physicians try, whom ladies would send, but the whUe quietly
watching lest any wrong treatment should be used.
October 7th.—My wedding day, a lovely day, and made more
bright by seeing Doctor Palraer enter ray room once more, but
to see him walking with a cane and measured step brought the
tears; he is very feeble.
I shaU be better now; I told him not to come more than
once a week.
November 1st.—Since last writing I have been very, very ill.
On the 16th of last month I wrenched myself in reaching, and
during the day was thought by three dear friends to have
passed away: they sent word to Doctor Palmer that such was
the case ; he came, although very feeble, having had a relapse,
and sat with me tiU I carae to consciousness after two hours.
I then suffered intensely, and my feet were as black as flesh
could be, and swollen out of shape; have night watchers stiU, as
the doctor is unwilling to have me left alone, nor am I able to
attend to ray medicine. Again kind friends rallied around me
and did all they could for my comfort, and again am I sent
forth to teU of His power to save, yea, to save to the uttermost.
November 29th.—Have had a pretty hard two weeks getting
ready for my poor. Again have friends come to my help, and
I have been enabled to give a basket full of provisions to the
needy ones ; one hundred and fifteen famUies were fed; we
distributed turkeys, chickens, potatoes, turnips, apples, and
bread; thirty-five old ladies had tea and sugar, all had tracts
and picture text cards ; all were very happy, but disappointed
because I could not have them upstairs ; my daughters waited
on them downstairs, and all were supplied. Nor was I forgotten, for dear Mrs. Jaffray, Mrs. Haxton, Mrs. W. E. Dodge,
and Mrs. StiUman all sent kind gifts to me, that I with my
own dear children might have a happy time. In feeding
ye are fed, in blessing ye are blessed.
December 29th.—Again we have celebrated the birth of our
21
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precious Saviour, He whose coming the prophets foretold;
He Who laid aside His glory, and humbled Himself to bring us
to God. We may well sing—
" Come and worship.
Worship Christ the new born King.*

On the twenty-fourth had many friends bring their mementoes
to the Lord's prisoner. Doctor W C. Palmer and Brother
Stephenson and my dear Doctor M. W Palmer aU met here,
and we had a happy time, although very tired, for I had
given dinners to about fifty aged and sick ones, and toys,
stockings, mitts, fruit, books, and candy to about one hundred
chUdren. The candy came from the infant class of a private
school, beautiful books, cornucopias, toys, dolls, etc., from
Mrs. StiUman, and a barrel fuU of toys from the St. Cloud
Sunday School, in Orange, N.J. I do wish the donors could
see and hear the happy little children ; it was a very cold day,
but they carae from all quarters. My maid said, " Oh, Mrs.
Cooke, it would seem so much like horae, and I would be so
happy if you would have two big Christmas candles burning ; "
I said, " Very well, go and buy two and light them;" she did
so, and was delighted beyond measure; poor girl, far away
from aU her kin, she sat and watched them bum, every
little while exclaiming, " It is so much Uke home—^they
have candles to-night;" and when I would say, " These are
EUen's candles," her face would light up to the music of a
merry laugh. Tes, I knew the heart of a stranger, for I had
been a stranger in a strange land, and it was a little thing to
give so much pleasure.
I have sent New Tear Bible-class mottoes to our Bible-classes
and teachers, also to Mrs. Dimmick's at Honesdale, Pa., and
to Mrs. Hunting's, also " Christmas letters" to the " Free
Home for Incurables " and " Convalescent Home," and to over
fifty of my lady friends.
Thus another year's work is done, and I thank my heavenly
Father for aU His goodness to me in permitting me to do a
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Uttle for Sim, for the bodies as well as the souls of many. The
angel fed Elijah in the wUderness when want and defeat had
discouraged him.
CoUected through the year from Mrs. Jaffray, S562.00 ; also
one piece of muslin, one of red flannel, one of Canton flannel,
and one of calico; from Miss McVickar, $166.00; from Mrs
Haxton, S144.00; from Miss Callender, SS 120.00; from Miss
Barney, t$36.00; collected for Sister Louise's Home, through
the year, cash, S57.00, two tons of coal, one piece of muslin
from Mrs. McVickar, one piece of muslin from Miss Barney.
Cash coUected for Convalescent Home, S60.00; also 12 tons of
coal for poor from city funds.
Moneys received during the year from the above and other
ladies, Sl,482.00, aU of which was prayerfully distributed to
the poor. Praise the Lord. Had during the year 3,210 calls,
besides those of my poor.

CHAPTIE

xxxn.

TENDEE MEECIES.

"For as the heaven is high above the earth, so great is His mercy
toward them that fear Him. As far as the east is from the west, so f;uhath He removed our transgressions from us."—PSALM ciii. 11, 12.
"There's a wideness in God's mercy.
Like the wideness of the sea ;
There's a kindness in His justice
Which is more than liberty.
There is no place where earth's sorrows
Are more felt than up in heaven ;
There is no place where earth's failings.
Have such kindly judgments given."
January 6th, 1882.—Another year has come, and we are stiU
spared ; mercies and blessings aU the way. W e take the clean
new book of 1882 and ask our Divine Lord to give us grace to
love and serve Him with renewed vigour and faithfulness, that
no stain may mar it when the volume is closed.
Many dear friends have been to see me and wish me a Happy
New Tear. Mr. and Mrs. Frow were here to say good-bye;
they leave for India, whither they go to proclaim the world's
Eedeemer. Lord, give them health and strength to labour for
Thee with clean hands and pure hearts, and prosper Thou Thine
own works.
Again my kind friends continue to use their raeans for the
poor and the needy, and give me the pleasure of feeding them
with daUy and spiritual bread. Like Job, I would be eyes to
the blind and feet to the lame, and the cause that I know not
would I search o u t
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March 7th.—Mtev many days of anxious watching and
prayer, dear Mrs. Hunting got safely home; the machinery of
the ship broke, and they were detained more than a week,
but He Who holds the wind and waves in His hand brought
them safe to land, and we rejoice in His mercy and love. How
sweet to meet our loved ones after so long a separation, but
what wUl it be when all the ship's company meet in the haven
above, what joy and victory !
March 15th.—Rsid a visit from a Mr. Power, an English
gentleman, who came from England on the steamer with
Mrs. Hunting; he has come to see our schools, day and
Sunday Schools; also the Toung Men's Christian Associations of this country; we had a very pleasant talk. Mr. P.
is the brother of Eev. Mr. Power, who has written the
"Oiled Feather" series of tracts for the working classes in
England.
We each spoke of the work our Father had given us to do,
and of the great love wherewith He hath loved us. Mr. Power
told rae that his wife and he had bought a nuraber of cottages
to be horaes for aged women who were too respectable to go to
the workhouse; they gave to each two rooms, and charged them
twopence a week, in order that they might maintain a certain
degree of independence, and also so that if they did not do
right they could be removed; he said that the old people were
very happy, ever expressing their gratitude to God and to them.
What a wonderful thing the reUgion of our blessed Lord is;
how it brings good will to men. Surely its foes who revUe it
know not what they do. " By this shaU aU men know that
ye are My disciples, if ye have love one to another." Mr. P.
gave me ten doUars for my poor, and after prayer left me to go
to Chicago.
April 3rc?.—Had a very profitable caU from my late pastor,
Eev. W- W. Clark, a man fuU of love to God and his feUowmen. My soul longs for more and more of the image of the
Perfect One, that every look, and word, and act may be born of
God.
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« Thou art the spring of all my joys,
The life of my deUghts,
The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights."

This blessed " feUowship with the Father and with His S^u
Jesus Christ." I have often to caU myself away from holy
communion to attend to the duties of life and the wants of
others, and then my soul seems in haste to be gone.
April 5th, 1882.—Mr. Power came in to say good-bye; he
sails for his English home to-morrow. He is weU pleased
with his visit to the States, and has found many earnest Christians with whom he has been fed. He promised me an account
of his journey, which is to be printed for the Sunday Schools.
It is not likely we shaU meet again on earth, but I doubt not
that we shall meet when all the King's workers are gathered
on the banks of the river of life.
April 15th,—Jerry McCauley, with Mr. Mackey, was here
to-day ; he has been made a vessel fitted for the Master's use,
unlettered though he is; he has learned the language of Zion,
and can tell of the beauties of the religion of the meek and
lowly Jesus.
Very, very feeble, but when I am weak then am I strong.
Praise the Lord.
May 4th,—Mr. WiUiam Bettle, of Philadelphia, came to say
good-bye as he sails for Europe in a few days. For many years
he has been very kind to me; raay the Lord bless and reward
him abundantly, and bring hira safely horae again. Dear Mrs.
Wood and Mrs. Hunting were here to lunch; how kind of
thera to come to my little roora and eat and drink with me; byand-by we shall meet in our Father's house, where we shaU
never have to part, and shall drink the new wine in His
kingdom.
May 30th.—The past week has been one of many fareweUs;
dear Mrs. Wood and Miss G. WendeU are to saU on the
Bothnia, dear Miss Leo Smith on the City of Richmond goes to
Italy to her sister. Shall I ever see them again ? We had a
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precious time as I committed them to our Father God. I n
the hoUow of Thy hand hide and bring them safe to land.
Dear Mrs. StUlman also came to say good-bye. Oh, how I miss
them all when gone; keep them and rae close to Thy side, that
if we meet not on earth we shall meet in Paradise.
June 28th.—I have been very poorly the past month, and
able to do very Uttle, but crowned with tender mercies and
lovingkindness.
Had dear Mrs. Haxton and Mrs. Bodstein to tea, and a very
pleasant time ; two faithful, loving friends, their attachment to
me is something very wonderful; may the Lord reward and
bless them.
F E O M M E . SAMUEL B . P O W E E .
GLOUCESTEE HOUSE, SWANSEA, ENGLAND,

May 18th, 1882.
DEAE MES. COOKE,— . . . I suppose you can hardly expect
much relief from your long life of suffering. But you may
look for that supply of patience under it which our heavenly
Father wUl give. The enclosed little leaflet (" Eeality ") may
interest you from the fact that it was given to me last Saturday
by Miss Havergal's sister, upon whom I called; she lives near
here.
I soraetiraes picture you to myself, in your nice room, the
picture of neatness, and also of long-suffering patience. I
only wish something might happen to give me another trip
across the Atlantic to have the pleasure of seeing you again.
But we shaU raeet in the sweet by-and-by.
BeUeve rae yours very sincerely,
SAMUEL B , POWEE.

July

6th.—
In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand I see ;
Each blessing to my soul more dear
Because conferred by Thee."
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Had my old tried and true friend Brothei Stephenson to see
rae; for so many years a counsellor and guide, a friend and
brother. Great wUl be thy reward, for thou hast been a friend
to m a n y ; all have found from thee a kind word and a helping
hand in trial and need.
F E O M M E S . COOKE'S SON-IN-LAW.
43, F L E E T STEEET, BROOKLYN, July

1882.

D E A E GEANDMA,—As you have nine years yet to live accord
ing to the permission of the ninetieth Psalm, it is fitting that
you and friends should be full of thankfulness on this, your
sixty-first birthday. I send my greetings and congratulations,
and wish that you may at least fill up the full Scripture time.
" Late may you return to heaven," was an ancient way of
praising the good, which we repeat, and we fervently hope that
" the kind doctor " will continue to beat, in the hand-to-hand
encounter, all " the diseases to which flesh is heir " (barring a
diseased heart and brain), as he has done for the last thirty
years.
With much love,
JOSEPH.

July 14th.—Passed another mUestone of my life; had my
dear children and some of ray grandchildren to dinner and tea.
Another year of raercies and blessings. Many pretty gifts
were brought rae, and among them was the " Life and Letters
of Mrs. Prentiss," from Joseph. I wanted it much, for I had
long admired her writings ; " Stepping Heavenward " has been
one of ray favourites. I had the copy once owned by dear
Mrs. Delamater, and it was well raarked.
In 1875 I received a note frora Mrs. Prentiss, as follows :—
D E A E M E S . COOKE,—Shortly before leaving town for the
summer, your friend Mrs. CoUins gave me a hymn which she
said was a favourite with you. I t at once occurred to me that
you might find something in verses of mine, many of whicli
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grew out of suffering. Some call it a sad book, but I do not
think you wiU, for you know that to suffer and to rejoice are
not inconsistent with each other. I ara not willing to describe
my life as a sad one, for it has been full of Christ, and on your
couch of pain you have felt His presence, and love, and
sympathy, and know Him, as He is rarely, if ever, known
to the weU and prosperous. May He give you more of this
soul-satisfying experience.
Tour friend,
E. PEBNTISS,

Tou wUl receive the book soon.
It came, and was well named " Golden H o u r s ; " I have
enjoyed it greatly; many things in it express my own feelings
as I could not have expressed them.
I also had from my little granddaughter, Annie Hillier, a
book of poems, " Compensation," by Miss Havergal; these I
shall enjoy, for I think of her as one of the purest of spirits.
Like myself, she had travelled long before she found that rest
in Christ which the Christian may quickly find through faith ;
yet, perhaps it is permitted that some of us should thus
wander, that we may teach others a shorter way; dear Mrs.
Lankford Palraer has many times said, " Dear, it seeras as
though the Lord had given you a taste of almost every kind of
trial in order that you would be able to corafort others." In
fact, I have often thought when listening to others' trials and
perplexities, and saying, " Tes, I know aU about it," that it
might be thought it was a habit to say so, but it was not thus,
for I have passed through strange varieties and depths of trial.
August 2nd.—Sister Louise was here with four of her little
incurable girls ; what an untiring little body she is ! ever busy
to help in suffering. My Doctor Palmer is also untiring in his
labours at the Home to relieve their ailments, and thus make
life raore endurable. I hear good news also from our Convalescent Horae.
August 12th,—A new physician was here to-day. Doctor
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Avery; he came ostensibly to ask if I knew anything more of
Doctor Newcorab. I only know that the dear raan is in the
Insane Asylum, where I fear he will spend the remainder of
his days; what a sorrow for his poor wife.
Doctor A. asked me many questions about myself; he said
he had often wished to see me, having heard so much about
me; he felt my pulse, carefully examined me, and then said,
" Well, this is a very remarkable case. I have not seen
anything like it—why, I cannot find any pulse : how do you
live ? " I said " I live by the power of the grace of God." I
believe he is an unbeliever; God grant it may be as a naU in
a sure place.
Doctor Gale was here also, dear young man. I have known
him from a little boy; he was very desirous to invent something to make me more comfortable; came to talk with me
about some poor people.
August 19th,—Another year of blessedness for my darUng
husband while still I wait outside the golden gate; but as
tirae rolls along I never forget the day he went horae, and his
words, " I am going home to-day, dear," ring in my ears, and
the tears still flow afresh. I miss his kind and gentle words,
his tenderness over rae, his sweet songs of praise, his fervent
prayers; yes, when all my loved ones are away my heart turns
to those happy days; nothing he could get was too good for
me, nothing he could do was too much ; but I am satisfied;
my Jesus hath done aU things well; I would not have him
back, for it would be a living death to him to have seen me
suffer aU these years. Tes, dear Lord, it is weU.
August 237'd.—Death has been here and stolen away a
brother frora our side. Testerday my dear Annie came horae
and told rae that my brother Evans was very sick, and she
feared he would not live. This morning the dear child came
over and told me she had a telegram that uncle Evans was
dying, and that she must go at once. Mary and she left by
the 11 A.M. train for Meriden, only to find that he had passed
away about 9 A.M. Poor, dear sister, after living together
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forty-seven years, they are caUed to part; but it cannot be for
long; soon must another message come. Be a comfort to her
in this loneUness, 0 Lord, and may she, too, reaUse that Thou
art a husband to the widow.
August 26^^.—This evening I received my poor, sorely stricken
sister, and my three dear girls; they came right from the
graveyard, which is situated on a beautiful hUl near Meriden,
Ct., where they laid to rest the remains of our dear brother
Evans tUl the resurrection morn. Little did we think when
he was here last May, that it was the last time we should see
him on earth; but so it is—we feel it keenly after a friendship
of fifty years. My poor sister is greatly broken u p ; but
Thou, 0 Lord art the healer of the broken-hearted ; comfort
and support her, we pray Thee, as one whom his mother
comforteth.
September 13th.—My dear sister went home to-day to her
lovely, but lonely house. I am very thankful that my dear
children can be with her.
Doctor White, of our church, was in, and after some talk on
church matters, he felt my pulse and examined the enlarged
hver, when he exclaimed, " Why, Sister Cooke, I had no idea
that you were in this condition." I said, " N o ; few of you
reahse it. I try not to complain or look sad. He is the
health of my countenance and my God."
September 23rd—One said, « Christ's cross is the sweetest
burden I ever bore; it is such a burden as wings are to a bird,
or sails to a ship "—it carries me forward to my home. Many
of my loved friends write me frora Europe, « We feel your
prayers are with us." Oh, that I may prevaU in their behalf !
September 28th. ~mYe three extreme cases of distress ; sickness, want of work, new babies coming, nothing to eat, no
rent, no clothes. But my kind ladies have come to my relief
Mrs. StiUman, Mrs. Jaffray, Mrs. Field, Mrs. Vanderbilt
Mrs. Congdon, and Mrs. McVickar have sent me help for
them m money and dry goods and clothing. Praise the Lord •
He holdeth the hearts of all men in His hands, and it is very
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wonderful how these ladies answer my appeals, for it takes a
great deal to keep the wolf frora the doors of the poor; food,
rent, clothing, fuel, medical aid—all these take much labour
and money.
One of my old pensioners of twelve years' standing, the
widow of a physician, came and said, " WeU, Mrs. Cooke, I
am trying to get money to take me to Chicago; can you help
me? I have sold everything I had, bit by bit, to live on,
and now have nothing left. My granddaughter sent word if
I could get there, she would give me shelter and my bit of
food. What shall I do: can you help rae ? " I gave her six
doUars. She was earnest in her thanks for what had been
done for her aU these past years. " Bear ye one another's
burdens, and so fulfil the law of Christ."
October 10th.—My soul sweetly rests on Him whom I adore
and love. He is the One altogether lovely; I hold sweet
comraunion night and day, for often " He holdeth raine eyes
waking," and then I feed with Him; how restful and sweet.
Had a visit from Miss Eddie, a missionary from Syria; she
has come on for treatment for her eyes. I was greatly
interested in hearing of the work she and her father are doing
in that far-off land ; she told rae of her school, of the pleasure
they felt when Mrs. Wood kindly sent them my picture; but
now she could tell them of the sustaining grace given me,
having seen and talked with rae. Miss E. seeras to be a very
lovely Christian young woraan.
October 15th.—Have had a feast of fat things to-day: a few
friends, with my pastor, Eev. J. Dickinson, met here, and we
comraeraorated the sufferings and death of our precious Saviour.
My Class leader was one of that little band of faithful friends,
and we were richly fed with heavenly bread. Thus we gather
strength to go forward and take up the battles of Ufe, ever
realising that He Who is for us is far raore than all that are
against us.
Dear friends are coraing home again, for the autumn winds
are blowing and the north is sending back its cold; the wants
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of the poor are mcreasmg, and help is needed for both soul
and body.
FEOM A LITTLE FEIENU IN EUEOPE.

Sunday, October 50th, 1882.
DEAE MES. COOKE,—I should not have written tUl November,
because May and I take turns writing ; she writes one month
and I the next, and as she has written this month, I am afraid
you wUl get no letter dated November. . . We are
very comfortably settled here, much more so than we dared
to hope, but now our lessons and everything are satisfactorily
arranged. It was so kind in you to think of writing me such
a lovely long letter, especially after you have had such a sick
summer.
Our parlour is aU fixed up and decorated with aU sorts of
pictures of home and of the home people. Tours is also up,
so you see that you are not forgotten. Tou would have no
reason to think so, any way, but now we cannot forget you.
Mamma has told Miss EusseU, a lady friend of hers to whom
she is going to send all her flowers this winter, to bring you
some several times during the winter.
. It snowed to-day
for the first tirae this fall, but perhaps you know that we had
quite a hard storm at St. Moritz in August; I suppose it would
have been very welcorae if it had been in New Tork. . . .
Please do take care of yourself this winter, and don't work too
hard.
Please do not feel obliged to answer my letters, for I know
that it is such an effort for you to write ; I would rather have
you take the time for resting, which you hardly ever do.
With much love from mamma. May, and especially from myself.
I remain, your loving friend,
VIENNA,

BESSIE BEOWN.

November Isf.—Dear Mrs. Schieffelin was here to day with
two friends, Mrs. Douglas and Mrs. Toung, frora Chicago, to see
me; we had a very precious season, the Lord was with us. I
was much pleased to hear of the work done in that city for the
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Master of the vineyard. Miss Sabine and Miss Haraersley
were also here. " One faraily we dwell in Ilim." How kind
in them all to visit me.
November 26th, 1882.—Very feeble, but I believe strength will
be given me to go through with the work for the needy ones;
have got nearly aU the money collected and the good things
ordered for Thanksgiving. Miss Ellis was here to-day with
the little twins, Mary and Alice, daughters of Lord MandevUle;
dear little tots, how little they know of aU the pomp and
grandeur that awaits them if they live; but what a blessing
they have so good a teacher and guide in their governess ; may
she long be spared to train thera and lead thera to the Saviour,
Who died for rich and poor ; He is no respecter of persons.
December 8th, 1882,—So tired ! shall the road wind up hill aU
the way ? Tet the working and waiting have their sweetness,
and we can stUl sing,
" One more day's work for Jesus :
How sweet the work has been."
We had a busy day on the 29th. My dear Mary and granddaughters Dora and Annie were here and gave a fiUed basket
to more than one hundred famUies—of turkeys or chickens,
bread, potatoes, turnips, rice, tea, and sugar. Scripture texts,
and religious papers; may they all feed on the bread that
perisheth not. Oh, the happy faces, the bright, cheerful
" thank you" of most of them ; there were sorae of a less
thankful nature, but He raaketh His sun to shine upon the evil
and the good. His rain to fall on the just and the unjust.
May our dear Father bless and reward aU the dear friends who
send the means to procure the good things for the poor. We
send the things to some who are too old or feeble to come for
them. Miss G. Wendell, Mrs. Field, and Miss Hamersley
were here to-day.
December 28tk.—Another week's work is done, and soon
another year will close; who shaU do this work next yeur we
cannot teU. May we aU stand ready, so that when our Lord
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shall tome we may be ready to go forth to meet Him. We
gave a basketful of food to fifty poor and feeble old women on
the morning of the 24th, with which they were aU greatly
pleased. Many dear ones carae with raany pretty and useful
gifts to me; others sent dainties of many kinds ; a large box
and barrel came from the St. Cloud Sunday School of Orange,
N. J., with toys, doUs, and useful things for my poor children,
all of which were very acceptable, and wUl make many hearts
glad. One hundred and ten boxes of candy, large and smaU,
came frora the sraall chUdren of a select day school; Mrs. J.
C. Brown's children sent the usual Christmas tree all dressed
for me. On Wednesday the chUdren came, and we had a grand
time; such exclamations, such smUing faces, such bright eyes.
Oh, it is worth all the trouble, care, and pain it causes.
On Christmas eve, after the old women had been suppUed,
Miss C. said to me, " Are there any more you would like to
send to ? " I said Tes. Miss C. said, " Well, take this, and
use it as you like,;" so I sent a bag of flour and a bushel of
potatoes to five more poor families. One little boy seeing the
potatoes said, " Mamma, may I have one to eat ? " She said,
" Not till they are cooked;" and turning to my maid the mother
said, " They have not had anything to eat to-day."
" My own dear grandchildren carae on Christmas morning,
each bringing some little present to grandma.
Praise the Lord, Amen and Amen.
Have collected and given away through the past year about
two thousand and sixty-two dollars. Have had two thousand
nine hundred and eightyrseven caUs, not including those of the
poor. Mrs. Field took three of my large families, and with her
sewing and Sunday School classes of young ladies suppUed them
with goodies, books, garments, and food. Much has been given
through the year by the ladies; dry goods from Mrs. Jaffray,
lilrs. McVickar, Mrs. StUlman, and others ; food from the
N. T. Association, coal from the city funds, for all of which we
give thanks and praise to our God, for He is worthy. All this
has caused many sleepless nights and weary days, but the work
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is very sweet, and we are very happy, and what avaUs aU this
unless it is done in a right spirit, done for the Master ? We
earnestly ask to be given the right and best words for each, rich
or poor, to bring them into a closer union with the precious
Jesus, or to lead those who know Him not to His feet, Who is
ever ready to bless all who come unto Hira.
Beautiful words, "This raan receiveth sinners and eateth
with thera."
FEOM MES. ANNA F . TABEE.
M T DEAE M A E T , — I am very glad to hear that there is a
prospect of your mother's life being published, for it has been
such a remarkable manifestation of Divine grace, that I hope to
see it a blessing to many who will never have the privUege of
her personal acquaintance. In all the years that have passed
since my acquaintance with her commenced, her sweet, placid
face has taught me precious lessons, and her cheerful faith in
the midst of close trials and great suffering have helped me in
many an hour of depression. I hope you may be able to convey
some idea of her joyous spirit, of her ability to fit herself to
the characters of those about her. Old and young, poor and
rich, the sad and the joyful alike find in BeUa Cooke a genial
companion or sympathising friend. The simple fact that she is
at leisure from herself gives an indescribable charm to one's
intercourse with her. But raore than all, while she raust know
that God has done wonders for her, and given her great
victories, there is not a particle of spiritual pride to mar the
beauty of her life. Always the humble Christian, she claims
nothing for herself, fulfilling more than any one I ever knew
the injunction to " Let your Ught so shine before raen, that
they raay see your good works, and glorify you* Father which
is in heaven,^
Affectionately,
ANNA F . TABEE.

CHAPTEE X X X m .
GEEAT AND PEECIOUS PEOMISES.
" Thou wilt show me the path of life: in Thy presence is fulness of
joy ; at Thy right hand are pleasures for evermore."—PSALM xvi. 11.
" As the deep blue of heaven brightens into stars.
So God's great love shines forth in PEOMISES,
Which, falling softly through our prison-bars.
Daze not our eyes, but with their soft light bless.
Ladders of light God sets against the skies.
Upon whose golden rungs we step by step arise.
Until we tread T H E HALLS OP P A E A D I S E . "

January 3rd, 1883.—Often I lie here on my bed and think of
the wanderer who found God in his dreams, and beheld a ladder
that reached to heaven. Jacob's troubled and penitent heart
yearned for the protection of Abraham's God, and, lo! God
was with him, and the "wilderness and solitary place were glad,"
and he called the place Bethel, the house of God.
My little home is Bethel unto me, for often have I seen the
ladder in sleeping and in waking hours. One by one have the
promises risen up before me as a ladder reaching to the skies,
grace above grace, comfort above comfort, assurance above
assurance, a golden stairway radiant with mercy, and above all
my gracious and compassionate Eedeeraer biddingraefaint not,
nor grow weary. Those blessed proraises! they are new every
evening and fresh every morning.
I am at the dawn of another year, and here, my Father, like
Jacob of old, I fain would make a new covenant with Thee.
Through another year, oh, take my hand and guide me. Dark22
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ness and thorns may Ue along the p a t h ; come Thou, and aU
shall be weU. And if death this year shall end Thy pUgrim's
journey, this only I ask, that Thou be with me in the valley and
the shadow.
" Do what Thou wilt 1 yes, only do
What seemeth good to Thee,
Thou art so loving, wise, and true.
It must be best for me.
Bend what Ihou wilt, or beating shower,
Soft dews or brilliant sun;
Alike in still or stormy hour.
My Lord, Thy will be done."
6th.—So tired. The past two months have been months of
trial and suffering both in mind and body; " When He hath
tried me I shaU come forth as gold." But I shrink from none
of these things, and only ask that the proraised grace be given.
W e are oidy secure and peaceful while constantly looking to
the King and listening to His voice. I have not had as ranch
sweet communion with dear friends as usual,—aU have been so
busy. And sometimes I think they fancy that the " shut in
ones " have no temptations, and that a compassionate tempter
lets them alone. But they are mistaken, for temptations come
into this upper roora. " Satan hath desired to have you, that
he raay sift you as wheat; " we know what those words mean,
but we also know that one, even our Jehovah Jesus, hath
prayed for us that our faith fail not. H e ever Uves above
for us to intercede. Blessed, thrice blessed be His holy
name.
•* His blood atones for all our race.
And sprinkles now the throne of grace."
January 8th.—Many kind letters and verbal messages have
been received telling me of spiritual help and comfort obtained
in this little room the past year, but I fail to find one soul that
has been turned from darkness to light, and this grieves me,
and has been a great source of temptation. Is it that the
Master sees best that we should not see the fruit of all that
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we do ? It is ours to sow beside all waters, His to give the
increase.
January lOih.—^Testerday I had all my dear chUdren to
dinner in honour of the golden wedding of our old and valued
friends Mr. and Mrs. John Stephenson. We had a very
pleasant time. Who would have thought I would have lived
to see this event? Wonderful are thy ways, O Lord, Thou
King of saints. Have been made very happy; Mr. McV- has
kindly increased his subscription for the poor, and Mrs. McVhas also commenced to contribute monthly to the same cause.
Lord, bless and reward this young couple, and may they become
more and more Uke Thee. How these added funds wiU gladden
the hearts of raany who are starving for bread.
Mrs. Jaffray, Miss Callender, Mrs. Haxton, Mrs. Wood,
Miss Barney, and Mrs. StiUman, aU continue their monthly
contributions through the year.
January 20th.—Letters from Italy with Christmas gifts from
my darling Miss L. Smith. She assures me that she wiU
return ere the hot days of summer come. My heart yearns for
her; she has ever been as a dear, faithful, loving child since
her sainted mother on her dying bed committed me to her care.
God grant her the peace of the Gospel, in that land where Paul
preached it, and in due time a safe voyage home.
January 25th.—For the past few cold days and nights I have
been at a loss to know how to get bedclothes for many poor
people who are suffering for want of them. WhUe thinking
and asking where I should apply, Mr. Jaffray's name came right
up before me; I hesitated, knowing how much he and his dear
wife were doing for the poor, yet I could not get rid of the
name; so I wrote a short note telling Mr. Jaffray that bedclothing was needed, and that it was the Master's work.
Well, at 5 P.M. that day I had six pairs of blankets, and when
the bundle was opened I shouted for joy. Two pairs were
distributed that night and the rest the next day, and, to my
surprise and joy, that evening two pairs more came. " Before
they call I will answer."
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Hallelujah, for the Lord Gcd omnipotent reigneth. Oh, how
those needy ones rejoiced in their new treasure to keep them
and their little ones warra through winter's cold.
February 5th.—Had a call from my late pastor, Eev. C. E.
Glover. My old pastors do not forget the little room in the
rear house.
Just received a present of a lovely shawl brought by a young
lady from London; also a very pretty table cover embroidered
with my name, from a young friend in Munich; thus from
raany parts of the world dear ones think of rae and send pretty
little tokens of love.
GIVING UP CHLOBAL.

In 1872 chloral had been prescribed for me by three physicians, so that I might sleep. Having used it constantly for
four years, the feeUng came to me that if I would leave this
world with clear intellect I must give it up. In ray Father's
narae I resolved to give it up. The physicians thought this
could not be done, for I was then taking sixty to seventy grains
a night, and they feared the consequences. My answer was.
It is ray duty, and whUe I cannot in ray own strength. He Who
has helped me in all the past will help rae still. I set about it
with a will, and with fervent prayer for help. The first two
nights the agony was something terrible. The third night I
took a little of the drug, then I went without it four nights,
fighting my battle for escape, and on the foUowing night took
a little more. That was the last; the snare was broken, and
from that tirae till the present hour I have not tasted it. But
I could not make any one understand what I went through
during those days and nights. My physicians looked on in
wonder, but the Lord helped me, and it was done. I bless Him
for giving rae strength for the struggle, for I was becoming a
slave to it, and no one can tell where it might have led me.
*' He always causeth us to triumph."
February 8th, 1883.—Good news reaches me of a full
church and good meetings from my dear chUdren at Fleet
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Street church, Brooklyn; they tell me many are asking prayer.
Mr. P. wants something to put in the hands of the new converts, and thinks " My King," by Miss Havergal, will be good.
My heart pleads for a great t r i u m p h ; Lord, revive Thy work
stiU raore and raore, make bare Thine arm, and may the slain
of the Lord be many.
February 12th, 1883.—
** Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb,
Take this new treasure to thy trust."
n. great and good man has left us to join the spirits of the
just made perfect. Mr. W. E. Dodge is just being taken to his
resting-place to await the great resurrection morn. W h a t a
loss to this city! in example, in admonition, in Christian benefaction ; all, all will miss him, a kind, genial man, of sterling
integrity, and a devoted Christian. H e , with his wife, whom I
have known for twenty-four years, called on me on the 29th
of November last. M r . Dodge came into my room with a
smiling face, carrying a turkey under his arm for m e ; after
talking in a very pleasant, jovial way for some time, he said,
" Child, why do you have that windo w open at your side ? '
I replied that it was such hard work to breathe with it shut.
The day was very cold. H e said, " I will give you a text for
this year," and repeated slowly, " I n your, our Father's house,
are many mansions; Jesus said, I go to prepare a place for
you, and if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come
again and receive you unto rayself, that where I am there
you may be also. There wiU be one for you and one for
me, and there will not need to be any windows open there."
He greatly emphasised the you each time ; then turning
around, and seeing the table full of poultry for the poor,
spoke playfully about them, and asked where I got them, and
what I was going to do with them. My dear Mary said,
" Mother, has Mr. Dodge written in your birthday album ? "
I answered no, and then he kindly wrote his name, and when
Mrs. Dodge wrote hers he playfully said, " Now, my dear, put
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down your age, as I have mine." He was full of life and vigour
then—but he is only gone a little while before, and we shaU
meet again where the many mansions are. A prince and a
great man has fallen in Israel.
Have had a very busy week with the poor: so many sick
ones need help; so many new babies with their mothers
need so much care.
Dear Mrs. Stillman wrote me, saying, " Dear Auntie, tomorrow is my birthday. I expect to go downstairs for the
first time in six weeks ; they are making great preparation for
it. I send you ten dollars for you to get up a nice dinner for
you and your children, also ten to give a dinner to some of
your poor to surprise them, and help me to keep ray birthday
—wiU you do it ? Do anything you like with the raoney; if
you spend it in goodies, so much the better." I sent dinners
to six families—meat, vegetables, pies, and fruit, and they
were very, very happy; they blessed the giver and thanked
God. Ladies do not realise how much good they do, nor
how many prayers they bring down on their heads by such
gifts.
February 18th, 1883.—Had the sacrament of the Lord's
Supper ; a refreshing time from the Lord.
A few faithful friends were present with my pastor, Eev.
J. Dickenson. If such the sweetness of the stream, what must
the fountain be ?
March 26th, Easter morning.—Once more has it been my
privilege to recall the last days of my Lord's life on earth, and
the great tragedy of Calvary. Once more have I been with
Him in the garden and at the cross. Divine Friend and
gracious Eedeemer, accept our sympathy as the incense of
sincere gratitude. We adore Thee for the grace of Thy healing
sorrows.
" 0 sacred head, once wounded.
With grief and shame bowed down
How scornfully surrounded
With thorns. Thine only crown.
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0 sacred head, what glory.
What bliss till now was Thine 1
Yet though despised and gory,
I JOY TO CALL T H E E M I N E . "

But the grave could not contain Him. " He is not here, for
He is risen." And on this Easter morning let me follow Him
to the right hand of the majesty in the heavens, where He
superintends the everlasting kingdom and listens to the prayers
of His people.
" 0 risen Christ 1 Thou art the door,
The ever-shining way.
The blessed Easter-gate of life,
That opens to the day.

Many beautiful lUies, fair emblems of Easter brightness, have
been sent to me by loving friends.
AprM 16th,—Had a very pleasing incident to-day; a few
days ago I was led to write a business letter to a gentleman
whom I had never seen, at the close of which I added a
few words of the loving Master, and that I wrote as I lay
on my back, where I had lain many years. The next day the
gentleman caUed to see me; we conversed on the lovingkindness and the longsuffering of our God; he related to me his
experience, how he had again and again wandered from the
fold, and how gently the Lord had rebuked him and brought
him back; how at this time he was on the verge of despair, but
was moved to consecrate himself afresh to God. I afterwards
heard that the Lord had used our interview to defeat the
enemy, and give him a fresh baptism of the Holy Spirit, and he
is giving the glory to God ; this he related in a public service.
Very feeble, but he giveth power to the fain and to them
that have no might He increaseth strength. UaUelujah! O
Lord, give me to stand before Thee in uprightness of heart,
take from me any inclination to turn to the right or to the left,
and establish me upon the eternal basis of Thy grace.
April 23rd.—Very, very sick; doctor here twice. Lord,
prepare me for whatever Thou shalt see fit to lay upon me; if
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now fresh suffering is to come to me, help me to move the closer
to Thee.
July 8th,—Since I last wrote I have been very ill. I think
I never was so ill for so long a time. My kind Doctor P
was here two and three times a day; on the 10th of May he
was here two hours in the night; all thought I should pass
away. The doctor said I must not be left without one of my
daughters besides a nurse and ray maid. I was very low one
Saturday; the dear children, Mrs. Field, Mrs. Bodstein, pastor
and wife, all were here. They sang and prayed with rae. Then
again in June I reached a point when the flickering flarae was
ready to go out, and all thought that the end had come. Dear
Mrs. Field, Mrs. Sheieffelin, Miss Barney, and Miss Hamersley
were here on the Sabbath; all wept, thinking the hour was
come. Mrs. Haxton hastened to Mrs. Bodstein's, and told
them if they wished to see me they must come at once. My
dear sister came twice in May from Meriden. Medicine, beef
tea, and stimulants were given me every fifteen minutes, night
and day, for seven weeks, as the doctor ordered. Father Brown,
aged eighty-four, came to say good-bye; the dear old raan
prayed and coraraitted me to the Father's care, and spoke of
my beloved husband, once a member of his class, as having
been so raany years at rest before me.
Oh, the peace, perfect, perfect peace ; I seemed to talk face
to face with God; not a ripple of a wave troubled rae; it luas
perfect peace and rest of mind. I seeraed cut loose frora everything of earth, and feasting with the King of kings.
11th.—I had all things arranged for my poor
. The dear
people, how I love them. Mrs. Jaffray, Miss Callender, Mrs.
Haxton, Mrs. McVickar, and others, said they certainly would
continue their monthly contributions for the poor when I was
gone, and my dear Annie was to take charge of it. I \\as
much gratified that this could be done, but the miscellaneous
giving would be difficult for another to take up, as it bad
grown with me; the begging of funds and clothing, and the
distribution of the same, the Thanksgiving and Christmas
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festivals for the children, would all be very difficult for anothei
to manage.
Eev. Mr. Elmore was here, pastor of Thirtieth Street
Presbyterian Church; he said he wanted to thank me for the
interest I had taken in his people, that I had lifted many
burdens frora his shoulders by the help, teraporal and spiritual,
I had rendered them. Words like these encourage me.
On the 3rd of June dear Miss Callender called. I was very
iU. After a kind greeting she asked me about the expense of
night nurses and other things, and then said, " Now, Mrs.
Cooke, I was looking over my accounts yesterday, and I said
to myself, ' Now, May Callender, you are not giving enough to
the Lord; you just go and take fifty dollars to Mrs. Cooke,'
and so I fiUed out a cheque, and here it is." I did not know
what to say; yes, " Before they call I will answer, and while
they are yet speaking I will hear."
Our dear aged friend, Mrs. McCauley, was very ill, and it
seemed hard to tell which would get home first, but she outstripped me, and was first to gain the prize.
" 'Tis good at Thy word to be here ;
'Tis better in Thee to be gone."
Through thirty years of suffering I have prayed for grace to
stay till the end of the day; Father, hear stiU that prayer.
" Let me not die before I've done for Thee
My earthly work, whatever it may be ;
Call me not hence with mission unfulfilled,
Let me not leave my space of ground untUled ;
Impress this truth upon me, that not one
Can do the portion that I leave undone."
FEOM MES. A. J. MCVICKAE.

lEViNGTON-ON-HunsoN, May 22nd, 1883.
am stunned by the inteUigence
you sent me about your dear, dear mother. What shall I do
when she is gone ? No one can know what she has been to
me the ten years it has been my privilege to know and love her
DEAE MES. PULLMAN,—I
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personally. Tell her how I love her, and long to be like her
in her Christian life. And if indeed God does call her first, I
know that when life's fitful fever is over she wiU be waitins
and watching for rae. . . .
Of course I wUl continue my money for her poor whUe life
and means are spared to me. . .
Anything else that I can do for her I will do gladly. I
shall wait anxiously to hear further from you, and remain
Tour sincere friend,
A . J . McVlCKAE.
May 22,rd, 1883.

to-day received your
note, I hasten to beg you to tell dear Mrs. Cooke that I shall
send the money for her poor people just as she desires to have
rae, but I hope God may yet spare so useful and valuable a
life for sorae tirae to come.
I know it does not seem kind to pray that she may be kept
from her heavenly home, and her crown, and her Saviour's
presence, but we do not want to lose so loving and precious a
friend as your dear sweet mother is to so many of us, and so we
must ask her Father to bless the remedies used for her recovery.
With very much love for her,
I am, yours sincerely,
M T DEAE M E S . PULLMAN,—Having

A, F. JAFFEAT.
YONKEES June ith, 1883.

you very kindly let some
one write to me how you are ? I was so very sorry not to
be able to go and give you one kiss before we left town, but it
was impossible. I am praying for you, dear, and I still hope
that God wUl give you back to all who love you so fondly.
Is it very selfish to wish to keep you here ? I know it is,
but is there another to take your place, should God call you to
Hiraself? And how can we live without you? May God
bless you now and always.
Tour loving friend,
M T DEAE, DEAE FEIEND,—WiU

S. M . SOHrEFFELIN.
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FEOM MES. S. M . WOOD.

June 7th, 1883.
M T DEAE FEIEND,—Those who have been ill must receive
first attention, although many letters are waiting to be
answered; and I cannot tell you how rejoiced I am at your
recovery frora that terrible illness.
The direct finger of God is in it. He has work stUl for
you to perform, of which we know not. We only know that
He is very good to spare you to us still longer. These past
few warm days, dear friend, must be most trying to you in
that little " upper chamber." How much I wish it raight be
possible to bottle up some of these cool breezes from the ocean
and send you, or that I could bring you down here.
With best love, yours,
SEABEIGHT,

SAEAH M . WOOD.
FEOM MISS E . POLHEMUS.

August lUh, 1883.
M T DEAE M E S . COOKE,—How I wish I was by your bedside
this afternoon. I think of you so often, wondering how you
are these warm days.
We well people wander off trying to find a cool spot, while
you, who are so patient, are stiU in the same " little corner''
so raany, many years. Oh, what a lesson this is to us all!
Tour sweet face comes up to me so often, and then the thought
of your suffering so all the time, enduring it 'all so lovingly
and patiently for your heavenly Father.
STAMFOED,

^

T^
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Now, dear Mrs. Cooke, I hope to hear from you, but do not
write yourself, for I know it pains you so much to do so.
With so much love to you, believe me,
Tours very affectionately,
BAMONA POLHEMUS.

CHAPTEE XXXIV.
AT EVENING TIME, LIGHT.

"At evening time it shall be light."—ZECH. xiv. 7,
" Beyond the smiling and the weeping
I shall be soon ;
Beyond the waking and the sleeping
Beyond the sowing and the reaping,
I shall be soon.
Love, rest, and home 1 sweet home 1
Lord, tarry not, but come.
Beyond the parting and the meeting
I shall be soon ;
Beyond the farewell and the greeting,
Beyond this pulse's fever beating,
I shall be soon.
Love, rest, and home ! sweet home 1
Lord, tarry not, but come."
July 14th, 18S3.—Another birthday! Sixty-two years old!
Sixty-two years of lovingkindness and tender mercies. Surely
it was a way that I knew not, and, the world would say, not a
journey to be envied; but they know not the secret comforts
that come to pilgrims when Jesus walks by their side. " Did
not our heart burn within us, while H e talked with us by the
way, and while H e opened to us the Scriptures ? "
I t has pleased my Father that sore trials and deep distresses
should come to me along the way, trials that mortals may not
know and words would faU to portray, but concerning those
trials one and all this is my testimony, that there was super-
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natural aid in time of need, and that no human friend could
furnish; when swooning, as into very death, angel arras were
under me to bear me up; when this poor body was racked
and broken in agony of pain tUl reason fled, a Divine hand
was on ray brow and a sweet voice quieted me. Oh, He has
kept His promises; He is a covenant-keeping God.
But the end cannot now be far off. " Now is our salvation
nearer than when we believed." He will soon be here.
" So I am watching quietly every day.
Whenever the sun shines brightly, I rise and say,
' Surely it is the shining of His face ! '
And look into the gates of His high place beyond the sea ;
For I know He is coming shortly to summon me.
And when a shadow falls across the window of my room,
I lift my head to watch the door and ask if He is come ;
And the angel answers sweetly in my home :
* Only a few more shadows, and He will come,' "

My children and grandchildren celebrated my birthday by
taking tea with me, and they and others brought me birthday
gifts. Mr. Pullman gave me The Life of Sir John Lawrence,
India's great Christian statesraan, and I shall enjoy reading it
when able. Thus I ara cheered on the way.
How ranch I enjoy my dear grandchildren; they make rae
young again; I love to see them with their merry eyes and
sweet ways, to hear them sing, and enjoy their merry laugh
subdued for fear it will make grandraa sick. All the little ones
save up their pennies to buy something for grandraa; surely I
ara blessed.
July 26th.—One week ago our valued friend Doctor W- C.
Palmer entered into rest; surely it was sudden death and sudden
glory. Like Barnabas, he was a son of consolation ; " he was
a good man and full of the Holy Ghost and of faith, and much
people was added to the Lord." May our dear sister be
upheld and sustained ! She writes me that when the message
came and the dear doctor was saying " I fear no evil. Thou art
with me, Thou art mine !" her soul was so fuU she had to
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shout aloud, " Glory ! glory!" What triumphs of faith are
ours when trusting in the King of kings ! What a glorious
translation was his! Oh, that we may be found as ready and
as fitted for the change as this dear servant of God! My
kind physician feels the loss of his brother very much; they
had been closely united so many years.
28ih.—Have heard from Miss Stokes, who is at the Adirondacks; the result is that seven happy children have gone to
HUlsdale, N. J., for two weeks. Also Mrs. McK
has taken
five others to Camden, N.T., for two weeks. They all had
to come and get a good-bye kiss. Happy children, God bless
them.
August 8th.—Have had word that I could send eight more
Uttle ones to HiUsdale, and they are gone.
August 19th.—Another year has gone, and afresh it brings
to mind the removal of my loved one. Thirty-four years of
unalloyed bliss has been his, while I have been travelUng on
here below; he with the two Uttle ones, I with the three.
How often the dear girls have said, " Mother, how we should
have enjoyed it if we could have had father with u s ; " yes,
and how proud he would have been of his children and grandchUdren. But our God doeth all things weU; and so it is
well with my husband, it is well with my chUdren.
September 24th.—After an absence of three years I have just
got back ray dear friend Mrs. Gale. The Lord has spared her
and hers, and blessed them with a safe return. Other dear
friends have returned also—Mrs. Haxton, Mrs. Field, and
Mrs. Bodstein, all of whora have been to see rae.
Dear Mrs. Field is full of the spirit of her Master, and very
desirous that I should be healed by faith; she attends Mr.
Simpson's meetings, where this subject is held forth. I tell
the dear one I dare not doubt or say that others are not healed,
but I say I have not as yet had any light on the subject; I am
asking and waiting to hear the Master's voice ; when He shall
speak I shaU surely be healed. Mrs. F. urges this with a
devout earnestness, as she thinks I should be a much more
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eflScient worker for Jesus if I were up and about; I teU her
God keeps me here for a purpose of His own, and on my couch
I try not to be idle.
It is now thirty-three years since Doctors Fitch and Cooper
pronounced me incurable, twenty-eight of which I have passed
on my bed. But all the promises of God have been yea and
amen in Christ Jesus; He hath surely been my husband,
brother, friend, and
" In loftiest songs of sweetest praise
I would to everlasting days
Make all His glories known."
October 23rd.—The past month the angel death was here and
bore away some valued friends. First, Eev. S. KristeUar, one
of our preachers; then came the word that Eev. C. E. Glover
had entered into rest. I had not known of his iUness. I t
seemed Uke a heavy crash of thunder on a bright summer day.
I shall hear that cheerful voice and hearty laugh no more, nor
see his genial smile. All the three years he was with us in
Twenty-seventh Street Church he was a kind and faithful
pastor and friend, ever ready to do anything for my comfort
or that of my dear children. He was a devout Christian, a pure
and upright man, and aU who knew him felt that he walked
with God. Then came the tidings that Sister Mary D. James
had been called to her reward. And great will be her reward,
for she was an " elect lady;" few to compare with her. I love
to think of that gentle spirit—the loving touch, the sweet, soft
word, the heavenly smile; but she, too, has gone to swell the
chorus unto Him that loved us.
October 24th.—Such a night as I had last night has rarely
been granted me ; sleep was holden from my eyes, but it was to
see the glory and hold sweet converse with the great " ThreeOne." It would be impossible to teU i t ; my soul was full,
fuU of glory; I had to shout, and sing, and weep for joy. It
seemed I was not of earth; the little room seemed filled with
the bodily presence of my God.
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October 25th,—Daily we have word that our dear old Church
is looking up, souls are coming to Christ, our pastor and wife
are putting forth every effort to save souls and quicken
believers; he is setting all to work who can, and I in ray
corner would not be left behind. I often think of my chUdhood's hymn by Watts—
** I have been there and still would go,
' Tis like a little heaven below."
This Church, truly a little vine of His right-hand planting,
is now budding and blossoming, and we look for great results;
she is very dear to us, we love her very walls; ever since we
reached this land, travel-stained and weary, distressed in soul
and body, in 1847, we have found there a home, a Bethel.
Lord, endue Thy servant, the pastor, and the flock with living,
mighty faith. The ram's horns were not warlike weapons, but
with obedience and perseverance they brought down the waUs
of Jericho, and then followed the shout of the people. " Then
shalt thou call and the Lord shall answer; thou shalt cry, and
He shall say. Here I am."
October 26th.—Had a letter from Mrs. Jaffray.
Among
other kind things, she says : " Dearest friend, I long to see you
and talk with you. God has His own good purpose to serve
with you on earth, and we are glad to have you spared to corafort us and help the poor."
Dear, dear friend, for twenty-two years she has been very,
very helpful to both me and my poor, contributing largely of
her means for my needs constantly, and always responding to
my appeals for others. May the God of all grace bless her and
hers abundantly.
The poor seem to increase. I wrote to Mr. McVickar for a
piece of white muslin and a piece of white flannel to clothe
infant children, and I was answered at once by a fuU piece of
each frora him. One poor woman, a widowwith eight chUdren,
came to beg of me to put her youngest child into the nursery,
that she might go out to work. She has struggled for sixteen
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months to keep them together. Her husband was killed; we
have helped her aU we could. When these cases are fresh
many are touched and give help, but in a little while the interest
lags and they suffer, for their wants continue. This poor
woman is being turned out for not paying rent, but as soon
as the babe is cared for she will do better. Mrs. Townsend
receives the baby into the nursery.
October 27th.—Another comes for help; she is sick and a
widow with two chUdren, infants; still another comes frora
Widows' Society; has six smaU chUdren and no work; my
heart goes out for these poor widows. Another for clothes for
sick daughter, who is weak-minded; they have no home, but
the mother is trying to find one for the daughter, then she can
care for herself. Gave help to all.
An "in memoriam" card came to-day from Dublin, in
viemory of Miss Mary Sheckleton, Secretary of " InvaUds'
Prayer Union," of which I have been a member some time.
November 1st.—And yet another has passed away, gone to
the mansion prepared for all who love His appearing; Doctor
Gale, a young man full of promise, whom I have known from a
little child. He was a true friend to the poor, who wiU miss
him very much; he often came to me to ask the best way of
helping them. The last time he was here he was trying to plan
something by which I could see the setting sun or the moon by
reflection in mirrors, something I have not seen for many years.
November 20th.—Many dear friends have kindly sent in their
donations for Thanksgiving without being asked, which I take
as a token that it is my duty to get tk,' poor their dinner.
December 5th.—On Thanksgiving Day ray dear children had
the people downstairs and attended to them, giving well-fiUed
baskets of provisions to one hundred and seventeen famiUes. I
was not able to see any of them, but I knew that they had the
food, and I thank God that means were sent to get it. Sixtyfour of the women were widows.
So tired; I have settled up all my biUs, and have a little left
for the poor for Christmas.
23
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December 10th, 1883.—Again hath He called, and another
dear one has gone to the realms above to take possession of
her heavenly home. On the Gth my beloved and long-tried
friend, Miss Mary A. Cannon, left us to dweU with Jesus.
Thirty-six years we have been as two with a single heart,
cemented by the love of Christ, we felt and spoke the same.
Many days and nights in my early widowhood we spent
together; together we went to the house of prayer; together
we visited the sick and dying in homes and hospitals; together
we knelt in prayer. When I could no longer go with her, she
came to me and spent her Sabbath evenings here while my girls
went to church, and our converse of our Eedeemer was sweet;
Vie were strengthened, she for her labours and cares, I for the
waiting and suffering. She was one of the few who loved my
poor, and new applicants I could safely entrust to her; these
she visited, and then would send them to me. Thus, year after
year, I was blessed with her companionship untU she became
too feeble to come out evenings, then she would come in the
daytime until a very few weeks before the Master came for
her, and at last she finished the race before me.
Thus one after another is taken and I remain. In the past
five months eight of my friends have been taken—with all of
whom I have taken sweet counsel, and "these all died in faith."
Collected and distributed this year two thousand and twentyfive dollars; had three thousand calls besides my poor. I have
made up my mind to have my son, Eev. Joseph Pullman,
prepare the papers I have written for publication, so that
should I soon be called away, they may be ready. Dear Sister
Palmer was to have done this, but raany duties and labours,
besides the preparing a memoir of the doctor, have interfered;
so I prefer Mr. Pullman to prepare the manuscript for publication. He knows me better than any one else, and will give a
truthful account. It is a great trial to have so much of my
life made public, but it is for the glory of Him Who has done
so much for me. It has been written in great pain, how much
none can ever know, and with much prayer that the blessing of
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God may go with it, and that it may prove a blessing to
raany.
Should my friends publish the volume before I reach my
better home or after that blessed hour, I fervently pray God to
bless it to every reader, and if it bring but one soul to Christ,
it will richly repay aU the pain and weariness it has caused.
FEOM HEE PASTOE, EEV. THOMAS G . OSBOENE.

In the spring of 1857 I was stationed by Bishop Morris at
the East Twenty-Seventh Street Methodist Episcopal Church,
familiarly known among the members as " Eose Hill."
Soon after my arrival I was informed of a very intelligent
and devoted lady, who had been confined for months and years
to her bed of suffering. I called upon her in company with
John Stephenson, Esq., who was then, and always has been, to
her a generous friend and sympathiser. I was at once struck
with her remarkable cheerfulness under her multiplied afilictions. She suffered at times intensely from spinal disease and
other complicated ailments, which sufferings were often
increased by surgical operations, made with the hope of
eradicating the disease and affording permanent relief. During
the whole period of my ministry in that church, and in my
frequent pastoral calls, I never heard a murmur or irapatient
word escape her lips. Her little chamber was not merely the
abode of resignation, but the home of cheerfulness and even joy.
Mrs. Cooke always felt and manifested great interest in the
prosperity of the Christian Church. Her Christianity was too
broad to be confined to one sect. Intelligent and wealthy ladies
from the Episcopal, Presbyterian, and Baptist churches, as well
as frora the Society of Friends, X have frequently found, whUe
visiting her, in her roora. These devoted Christian women
visited her not merely from a sense o£ duty to a fellow-sufferer,
but for aid and encouragement in their work of faith and
labour of love. She cheerfully gave them counsel and sympathy, and above aU, bore them to the throne of grace in her
prayers. I have often felt reproved for my want of faith

356

Rifted Clouds.

when I have witnessed such sublime faith in her. What was
this poor, helpless widow, confined for years to a bed of suffering, and with these children dependent upon her for support,
to do ? She could do nothing but cast her burden upon the
Lord. She did so, and was wonderfully sustained.
On more than one occasion, while I was her pastor, she
seemed to be nearing the gates of death. At the time I took
down some memoranda, attesting her strong faith and even
triumphant rapture, in view of what she and we thought her
approaching change. These notes, made beside her sick bed,
were cherished for years, but have now disappeared amid the
losses incident to the itinerant life.
In her own Church she felt a special interest, for she was
personally acquainted with many of the members and their
children. It was then a time of great religious awakening.
Many of the advanced scholars in the Bible-classes, and some
of the teachers in the pubUc schools, who had been accustomed
to visit her, were led to seek salvation. She greatly rejoiced in
this outpouring of the Holy Spirit.
Doubtless many of these seekers received abiding religious
impressions while conversing, as they were accustomed to do,
m her little room. I shall always remember with gratitude her
prayers for her pastor's success in that Eose Hill Church ;
never shall I forget her counsel and sympathy in trouble, and
her heart-felt rejoicing when lost sinners were coming home to
God. In that little chamber I have witnessed in this suffering
woraan a faith and peace which kings in vain raight envy and
rich men give their gold to buy. There ministers have been
helped to preach, and business men have learned fortitude and
patience amid the trials and struggles of life.
Twenty-seven years have passed away since I first called on
Sister Bella Cooke, and no one but herself knows her sufferings
in the furnace of affliction during that tirae. She stiU survives,
a raonuraent of patience and suffering, a beautiful iUustration
of the sustaining power of Divine grace. Who can tell how
much consolation she has imparted to the atflicted in all these
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years ? How much instruction to the inexperienced, how much
sympathy and good cheer to all Christian workers who have
known her!
FEOM MES. A. H. D E GUTNON.

May 1884.
M T DEAE FEIEND,—
. . More than twenty-five years ago,
when I was residing on Bergen Jleights, I becarae deeply
interested in the accounts frequently given rae by Grandma
Cooper of a lady, a member of the same Church with herself, who
was undergoing terrible physical suffering. It was not thought
possible for her to Uve long, and friends gathered round her
expecting, almost longing, for her to receive a speedy release.
Doctor Cooper was one of the many physicians and surgeons
who considered death inevitable, but dear Mrs. Cooke is living
yet, a " bush burning but not consumed." I became personally
acquainted with this elect lady in 1874. I must allude slightly
to rayself in order to tell you how we raet. I had been for a
long tirae a serai-invalid, with a strong probabUity of becoraing
a couch-bound prisoner for the remainder of my life. A
mutual friend mentioned me to Mrs. Cooke, and at once her
great heart embraced the case, as it embraces all cases of
suffering, with longings to extend relief to the sufferer.
Mrs. Cooke's home is not one of wealth, far from it. Her
apartment is not spacious, only I think about twenty feet by
fifteen, with a ceiling not over nine feet high. I can scarcely
give you an accurate idea of its imraaculate sweetness and
neatness. If the tiniest cloud of dust ever ventures within
the shining portals, I never met it. Her little range shines
like a metaUic mirror, and gives not the slighest indication
that aU the year round, in heat of August, and in December's
cold, it accompUshes the cooking for herself, her one servant,
and her frequent guests. It stands in the same smaU room
with her bed—think of that, Beth, when you are fleeing from
the heat of sumraer to raountain air and ocean breezes. Her
tea-kettle never boils over as other kettles do, but just sits and
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sings a dreamy lullaby, like the never-to-be forgotten cricket
on the hearth.
No broiling or frying ever thinks of defacing the polished
brightness of that marvellous stove.
The four walls from floor to ceiling are a rare mosaic of
engravings, mottoes, portraits, and painted panels, the old
often giving place to new, which loving friends delight in
placing there. The spotless white drapery of the two windows
opening westward is tied back with bright ribbons. In one
corner stands the narrow bed (I would like to say throne),
with the head to the south; thus it has a window at the left
side, and as the hall or entrance door is on the north, the first
thing that greets you as you enter, is the sunny face of the
room's presiding genius. Ah! how can I paint for you that
face ! I have watched it in hours of keenest suffering; when
death seemed surely drawing near; through weeks and months
of terrible trial; in seasons when daily household cares accumulated ; yet never have I seen it anxious or too much concerned,
never without its patient, beautiful smile of content and trust.
I once took a friend of mine to see Mrs. Cooke, a person
of unusual discernment, one whose opinions have great weight
with others, and who is somewhat incredulous as to high
spiritual attainments, and I was so impressed with a remark
she made when coraing away, that I shall ever remember it in
connection with my dear friend. She said, " I have at last
met a thoroughly healthy Christian." .
Our dear Mrs. Cooke is a lady of rare executive abiUty.
Her charitable work is as skUfuUy organised and executed as
by a regular society; and without loss of time, or wasted
preliminaries, she at once reaches and aids her army of worthy
poor. I do not know that she has ever been deceived, so
clear is her insight into human nature. I do know that both
men and women, of " high degree " as well as lowly, come to her
for counsel, and seldom, if ever, has her quick sympathy and
unerring judgment failed to see just what ought to be said or
done. To look upon my friend's bright face, never without
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its credential of pain, resting upon its bank of snowy pUlows,
always meeting you with a smile of welcome, I confess I feel
when I step into her little room, as if I were standing on holy
ground. She has no threnodies of sorrow wherewith to greet
you, but glad words of praise.
I am the friend of your youth,
A. H. D E GUYNON.
FEOM MES. S. M . SCHLEEEELIN.
NEW YOEK.
M T DEAE M E S . PULLMAN,—It has been my pleasure to know^
your mother, Bella Cooke, for over eight years, and during
that time I have always esteemed it a blessed privilege to be
numbered among her friends. I believe that she is one of
God's chosen saints, whom He has allowed to suffer so long,
that in her wonderful patience and submission His faithfulness
might be manifested. Tried in innumerable ways, she has
never been found wanting. In extreme want her faith has
never failed, and her dependence upon her heavenly Father
has never been in vain. It has always seemed to me that,
in her glowing love to the Saviour, she equals many of the
martyrs who held not their Uves dear for His sake. All her
sufferings appear to her as nothing compared with the Divine
sufferings which have wrought for her this rest and peace
in Jesus. This remarkable life in Christ has been used of
God to attract many sinners to Him. Until the last great
day no one can know how many souls have been brought from
darkness to light through her instrumentality. In closing
let me add that the thought of her unwavering trust in God,
and of her daily and hourly resignation to His wiU, has, since
I first saw her, been to me one of the strongest incentives to
growth in grace.
Praying that God wUl still prolong her life for usefulness in
His service and for the happiness of her large circle of friends,
I am yours very truly,
S. M. SCHIEEEELIN.
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FEOM MES. M . E . BEOWN.
September 1884.
M T DEAE MES.. PULLMAN,—Absence from home has caused
delay in answering your letter.
I think it a great privilege to have known your dear mother.
If one were to be told the story of her life without seeing her
it woiUd be difficult to credit it, and yet it is more wonderful
than can be told. Her power and influence over children
are very great, and they always enjoy going to see her, and
connect nothing but pleasure with her sick room. Of her
work among the poor it is unnecessary to speak, for aU who
know her must have heard of it; I can only say that I believe
she has accompUshed more than any well woman I know in
her work for the suffering and needy, while at the same time
suffering intensely herself.
Tours sincerely,
MAET E . BEOWN.
FEOM MISS HELEN E . HAMEESLET.
NEWPOET, K. L , September 1884.
DEAE M E S . COOKE,—Enclosed you wiU
find
, which
accept toward the publishing of the book about your dear
self, Nina sent me word in regard to i t ; I hope it wUl be
speedily published, and I am sure its mission will be a blessed
one. . . . That the book may do as much good to others
as the witness of the reality has done for me is the sincere
wish and prayer of
Tours lovingly,
HELEN E . HAMERSLET.
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