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Frances Ridley Havergal 
THE CHRISTIAN POETESS 

CHAPTER I 

Little Quicksilver 

"FANNY dear, pray to God to prepare you for 
all He is preparing for you, " said the dying 
mother to her little girl in pleading, solemn 
tones. 

Frances Ridley Havergal was about eleven 
years of age when these words were spoken to 
her, but she would not believe that her beloved 
mother was dying. As she says in her auto
biography, she shut her eyes in a very hardened 
way to those who tried to prepare her for it. 
Mrs. Havergal was quite aware of this, and 
strove to lead her child to trust and love the 
Saviour that she might have comfort when the 
heavy blow should fall. 

"You are my youngest little girl, and I feel 
more anxious about you than the rest. I 
do pray for the Holy Spirit to lead and guide 
you. And remember, nothing but the precious 
blood of Christ can make you clean and lovely 
in God's sight. " 
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But little Frances put if off, saying: 
"Oh, mamma, I 'm sure you will get well 

again, " and not even the mother's solemnly 
glad affirmation that she would soon see her 
Saviour face to face could penetrate those 
wilfully closed little ears. 

When the end had really come, the child, 
highly strung and highly imaginative, hoped, 
until almost the very day of the funeral that 
her mother was only in a trance. She had 
heard of people supposed to be dead who had 
recovered, and so, again and again she tiptoed 
into that room and stood looking upon the 
lovely face, half expecting the eyes to unclose 
and smile at her. 

Poor child! they did not do so, and it was 
a grief-stricken little Frances who, on that 
sad day, peeped through a tiny space between 
blind and window to watch the funeral pro
cession pass through the Rectory gates into the 
church. 

Mrs. Havergal died on 5th July, 1848, and 
that day little Frances wrote: 

"Eye hath not seen, nor ear hath heard, 
Neither can man's heart conceive, 

The blessed things God hath prepared 
For those who love Him and believe. " 
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And again, on 9th July: 

"Oh! had I the wings of a dove, 
Soon, soon would I be at my rest; 

I would fly to the Saviour I love 
And there would I lie on His breast. " 

These verses show how clear her head know
ledge of the truths, but her heart was as yet 
unreached. Her grief over her mother's death 
was very great, but not always evident. Her 
lively disposition enabled her to put it away 
and engage for the moment, intensely, on 
whatever she had on hand. She writes: "And 
thus it happened that a merry laugh or a 
sudden light-heeled scamper upstairs and 
downstairs led others to think I had not many 
sad thoughts, whereas not a minute before my 
little heart was heavy and sad. " 

Frances Ridley Havergal, the subject of 
this story, known to thousands by her 
writings as F .R.H. , was born 14th Decem
ber, 1836, the youngest of a family of six— 
much younger than her brother Frank—and 
was the beloved pet of all. Her father 
named, and delighted to call her, "Little 
Quicksilver, " a name quite indicative of her 
disposition in childhood's years. She was 
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bright, quick, and clever far beyond her age, 
and there was need to restrain the eagerness 
with which she would have advanced. 

Her sister, Miriam, was her first teacher, 
and found her to be a charming little pupil. 
She could speak distinctly at two years old, 
and at three was able to read easy books. 
Very often she was hidden away under the table 
with some absorbing story. At four years 
she was able to read the Bible and any ordinary 
book, also to write in roundhand. 

She was born at Astley Rectory, where her 
father was Rector for twenty years. He left 
when Frances was about six years old for a 
temporary home at Henwick House, Hallow. 
Three years later, 1845, the family moved to 
St. Nicholas Rectory, Worcester, where Frances 
was deprived of her beloved country sur
roundings. She missed them very much, but 
there was some compensation in the fact that 
she had a little room all to herself. From its 
window the expanse of sky and clouds made up 
in some degree for the trees and grass she had 
enjoyed before. 

She always longed to climb the great white 
clouds—they looked as if they were firm enough 
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to rest upon—until she learnt that, like all 
other clouds, they were but mist and rain. 
In her spiritual conflict before conversion, and 
in her efforts to obtain peace, she was often 
cloud-climbing in this way, inevitably proving 
the uselessness of anything and everything 
except the blood of Jesus Christ, which cleanses 
from all sin, to give rest and security. 

This is what I mean by her cloud-climbing. 
She would go to bed and determine to think 
about God, but her thoughts, as she said, did 
not flow heavenward, naturally, any more than 
water flows upward; or she would try to force 
them into a definite channel by a half whisper 
such as this: "How good it was of God to send 
Jesus to die!" and it all generally ended in her 
crying bitterly because she knew that she did 
not believe that wonderful goodness for herself. 
Other nights she would lie awake praying for 
faith, and also she spent much time reading her 
Bible. But all this did not save her, and her 
substantial-looking clouds faded away. 

"I shall know some day, " she wrote in later 
life, "why my Father left me to walk thus alone 
in my early childhood, why such long years of 
dissatisfaction and restlessness were appor-
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tioned me, while others fancied me a happy, 
thoughtless child. " 

But she knew He must have been teaching 
her all that time. A verse from her lovely 
poem, "Compensation, " fits in here: 

"The easy path in the lowland hath little of grand 
or new, 

But a toilsome ascent leads on to a wider and 
glorious view; 

Peopled and warm is the valley, lonely and chill 
the height, 

But the peak that is nearer the storm-cloud is 
nearer the stars of light. " 

Up to the age of six years, she said, she had 
not any thoughts or ideas on religion, but after 
that time she began to long (to use her own 
words) "to be a Christian, " "to be made a 
Christian. " And yet, as we have seen, how 
readily she would thrust those yearnings aside, 
resisting even that dear, dying mother who, 
even when Frances was only four had tenderly 
taught her about the Lord Jesus. It shows 
how eagerly Satan tries to hinder us from 
finding the Saviour. 

But during all her strivings after peace, and 
during the days when she did trouble at all, 
little Frances always knew the sinfulness of 
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her heart. Never was she tempted, as people 
often are, to say she was "as good as others;" she 
always knew herself as a great, and miserable, 
and helpless sinner—yes, even when she was 
only between eight and fourteen years old. 
It is a great, great thing to know that, whatever 
your age. It is a good step on the way to the 
Lord Jesus. And so these five years passed 
away in changeful feelings and hopes and fears. 

When she was about thirteen she went to 
school at Belmont, where Mrs. Teed, a godly, 
loving woman, whose heart was yearning to 
lead her girls to the Saviour, was concluding 
her long course of school work. The last six 
months was a solemn but gloriously happy 
time to many of the girls, but Frances, hearing 
one and another speaking in terms of confidence 
and gladness, felt her heart sink, so unattain
able did such a state of soul seem to her. 

One little schoolfellow, so gentle and so con
sistently good that all her companions fancied 
that she was already a Christian, found the 
Saviour at this time, and the joy unspeakable 
and full of glory which radiated from her in 
consequence filled Frances with awe. She 
never, never forgot how this loving girl tried 
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to lead her to the same source of bliss that she, 
too, might know her sins forgiven 

But it was not till two months or so later, 
February, 1851, that she really trusted her 
soul to the Lord Jesus Christ. She was 
visiting at Oakhampton, the home of her 
sister Miriam, Mrs. Henry Crane. Miss 
Cooke, who afterwards married Frances' 
father, was there too, and this true child of God 
spoke the words which brought Frances to the 
point of trusting. 

"Why cannot you trust yourself to the 
Saviour at once?" she asked. "If Jesus 
should come now to take up His redeemed 
could you not trust Him ? Would not His call, 
His promise be enough for you? Could you 
not commit your soul to Him, to your Saviour, 
Jesus ?" "I could, surely," the little girl 
replied, and filled with a hope which made her 
literally breathless, she went upstairs, and, 
though there was still a slight admixture of 
fear, she committed her soul to the Saviour— 
she did trust the Lord Jesus at last. Her whole 
real happiness from that time lay in pleasing 
and serving Him. 

Yes, her soul was saved, she had committed 
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it to Him, and she knew that He was able to 
keep it against that day. 

"Why will you do without Him ? 
The Word of God is true. 

The world is passing to its doom— 
And you are passing too. 

It may be no to-morrow 
Shall dawn on you or me; 

Why will you run the awful risk 
Of all Eternity? 

"He would not do without you! 
He calls and calls again— 

'Come unto Me! Come unto Me!' 
Oh, shall He call in vain ? 

He wants to have you with Him; 
Do you not want Him too ? 

You cannot do without Him, 
And He wants—even you. " 



CHAPTER II 

Growing Up and Growing in Grace 

IN July of that same year (1851) the Rev. 
W. H. Havergal married Miss Caroline Ann 
Cooke, daughter of John Cooke, Esquire, of 
Gloucester, an event which proved most happy 
for all, her loving care of her husband evidently 
prolonging his life. 

In August Frances again went to school at 
Powick House, near Worcester, but in less than 
four months she was obliged to relinguish her 
studies and return home on account of 
erysipelas in her head and face. A long period 
of inaction followed, which was very trying to 
one of such an active disposition as "little 
Quicksilver. " 

This is how she expressed her feelings to her 
friend, Elizabeth Clay, in a letter written 
from Colwyn Bay, August, 1852, where she 
was staying with her parents. "I wish I were 
not so impatient as I am at hearing the (to 
me) dreadful news that I must on no account 
go to school again till after Christmas, and 
perhaps not at all! Oh, I am so disappointed! 
I cannot bear to be ignorant and behind others 
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in learning, so this check is just what I most 
needed. . . . Shall I murmur at a drawback 
which is only to teach me a lesson I must learn 
after all ?" 

From November, 1852, to December, 1853, 
Frances was in Germany with her parents. 
Rev. W. H. Havergal had incipient cataract, 
and went to Grafrath to consult Dr. de Leuve 
(Leuw), the great oculist. Frances, whilst in 
Germany, went to school, and her letters 
written from there are full of life and interest, 
showing her eager, sensitive mind—so keen on 
study, so regretful that at times earthly 
learning tempted her to forget to increase her 
knowledge of her Lord and Saviour. 

Pastor Schulze-Berge, who, at one time 
was her teacher, writes to Miss Maria Havergal 
after Frances' death: "What imprinted the 
stamp of nobility upon her whole being, and 
influenced all her opinions, was her true piety, 
and the deep reverence she had for her Lord 
and Saviour, whose example penetrated her 
young life through and through. Seldom have 
I been more touched than by the news of her 
early going 'home,' but she is with Him to 
whom her soul belonged, her Lord. " 
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Frances and her friend, Ellen Clay, read 
and learned the Scriptures systematically, 
and Miss M. V. G. Havergal says that when she 
and her sister Frances were taking walks in 
the country Frances would repeat alternate 
verses with her. She knew all the Gospels, 
Epistles, Revelation, the Psalms, and Isaiah, 
and in later years she learnt the Minor Prophets. 
Such a remarkably retentive memory was a 
great gift, and was worthily used. 

It goes without saying that her Sunday 
School preparation and teaching was a happy 
task. Her methodically kept Sunday School 
Register, from 1846 to 1860, a period of fourteen 
years, is in itself instructive. The birthday 
of each child was entered, the date of entrance 
into the Sunday School—occurrences in their 
homes—general impression of the character of 
each, and subsequent events in their lives are 
thoughtfully entered—a splendid, model, 
private Register for any Sunday School teacher. 
Perhaps some such reader of these lines may be 
led to follow the example of F.R.H. 

In 1860, when Miss Havergal was about 
twenty-four, her father resigned the living of 
St. Nicholas and went to Shareshill, a quiet, 
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little, country parish, more suited to his 
delicate state of health. He had been very ill, 
but she writes: "It is wonderfully thrilling to 
see him in illness, such utter peacefulness, 
such grand conception of God's sovereignty 
in everything, such quiet rejoicing in His will, 
be it what it may, such shining trust in Him. " 

At Shareshill she rejoiced in the success 
attending the efforts made to abolish the 
Sunday delivery of mails. In her last years 
she intended to write on that subject, but was 
called Home before she could do so. She was 
often distressed that some of her Christian 
friends were so apathetic about it. What 
would she say now, I wonder, about our 
Sundays? Her satisfaction would be some
what marred by the busy rush of pleasure-
seekers, motors, chars-a-bancs, and bicycles 
on that day—that one day which surely might 
be set apart for Him. 

In February, of 1861, Miss Havergal went to 
her brother-in-law, Henry Crane, at his and 
his wife's earnest wish to teach their little 
girls. The arrangement met with her father's 
approval, for he knew that she would not then 
be able to study so strenuously. She fitted 
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into the family life at Oakhampton splendidly, 
throwing herself heart and soul into her little 
nieces' studies and games. In her poem, 
"The Children's Triumph," we can see her 
attitude of mind towards them. The sunbeams 
and the robins had begged her to come out, but 
all in vain: 

"But the children came to my window, 
And said, 'Come out and play! 

Come out with us in the sunshine, 
Tis such a glorious day!' 

Then never another word I wrote, 
And my desk was put away! 

When the children called me what could I do ? 
The robins might fail, and the sunbeams too, 

But the children won the day. " 

Even here she managed to increase her own 
knowledge. Whilst the children washed their 
hands for dinner after their morning walk, 
she learnt all the Italian verbs, for she could 
be ready in five minutes less time than they, 
and she regularly used that five minutes for 
the verbs. 

She exercised a beautiful influence over these 
two nieces, teaching them not only for this 
world, but for Eternity. The eldest, Evelyn, 
died in April, 1868. In a letter, written as 
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early as 1855, F. R.H. speaks of her as a child. 
"My Evelyn is ill; but she is very gentle and 
patient, indeed I never saw a sick child so 
utterly without fretfulness. She is lovely, 
a perfect sunbeam with golden, wavy hair. " 
Thirteen years after, when the letter conveying 
news of the death of Evelyn arrived she could 
not grasp it at first. She writes to her sister, 
Marie: "The memorial card made me realise 
it at last. Last night I sat long with it before 
me, with such an utter flood of love for that 
child in my heart. It rose and rose, and the 
sense of sorrow and loss with it, and how I last 
saw her in all her graceful beauty. Then, at 
last, came a sudden glimpse, almost a vision 
of seeing her again, and having such a full, 
loving welcome from her above!" 

Doubly glad must this loving aunt have felt 
that it had been her privilege to lead this young 
niece to the Saviour just three years before. 

From Miss Havergal's autobiography it 
seems as though her soul was often led through 
dark and gloomy paths. But it was well. 
If we do not have sorrow, we do not have that 
comfort from God wherewith to comfort others. 
And so, this child of God suffered much in 

B 
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spirit, with the result that in the spoken word 
and the written page she has ministered 
comfort to thousands. 

"I bless Thee, gracious Father, who hast moulded 
praise from pain, 

And turned a wail of mourning to a trustful, calm 
refrain, 

To many a sorrow giving me an afterward of song, 
And wafting it to other hearts in comfort true 

and strong. " ("Finis" Under the Surface). 

"What He tells thee in the darkness— 
Songs He giveth in the night— 

Rise and speak it in the morning, 
Rise and sing them in the light!" 



CHAPTER III 

Harmony—In Different Ways 

IN 1865-6 Miss Havergal went to Germany, 
and also remained for some time with her 
parents at Bonn. At this time she was just 
discovering her musical talents, and her old 
friends, the Schulze-Berges, begged her to go 
to the Musical Academy of Cologne. This, 
she declared, was out of the question, and 
then they suggested Ferdinand Hiller, the 
greatest living composer and authority, in their 
opinion. Miss Havergal at first was appalled 
at the idea of showing her songs to such a great 
man, but at length concluded to do so, for if 
he did not approve of them she would not waste 
more time upon them. She and her mother 
went to see him, by his appointment. He 
gave Frances a book of poetry to amuse herself 
with, and himself sat down amid all his 
musical litter to read her songs, scaring her 
not a little by doing so. She does not seem 
to have been very deeply engrossed in the 
book of poems! 

When Ferdinand Hiller was about three-
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quarters through her compositions he began to 
question her as to the kind, and the amount, 
of education she had had. His verdict on 
her work, particularly her power of harmoni-
sation, was that it was unusually good. Of the 
harmonies he said he could give them almost 
unlimited praise. He was astonished by them. 
He assured her that it would take but a short 
time to place her in a state to give a good 
form to her musical ideas. 

This was all very surprising to Miss Havergal. 
She had always been too humble-minded to 
believe what Dr. Marshall, at Oakhampton 
had said of her musical talents. With regard 
to this she writes: "I thought, if I had the 
talent he said I had I should feel cleverer, 
somehow, than I do. " 

She was able to play much of Handel, 
Beethoven, and Mendelssohn from memory, 
and her powers as a solo-singer were very 
much in request in the Philharmonic Society 
at Kidderminster. 

But, ever watchful of her spiritual state, she 
says: "A power utterly new and unexpected 
was given me (singing and composition of 
music), and, rejoicing in this, I forgot the 
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Giver, and found such delight in this that other 
things paled before it. It need not have been 
so; and in better moments I prayed that if it 
were hindering me the gift of song might be 
withdrawn. And now that, through my ill-
health, it is so, and that the pleasure of public 
applause, when singing in the Philharmonic 
Concerts, is not again to exercise its delicious 
delusion, I do thank Him who heard my 
prayer. " How intensely her heart yearned to 
keep in touch with her Lord, and how keenly 
sensitive her conscience was to anything which 
came between her soul and Him. Very deep 
and real must her love have been that she 
could rejoice in the loss of her singing power, 
and in the loss of her "delicious delusion. " 
How many of us would have cheated ourselves 
into the belief that to earn applause under 
such circumstances was all right, instead of 
recognising Satan in his robes of light, and 
praying the courageous prayer for the 
temptation to be removed ? 

In 1866 her health was very bad, and she 
had to leave off most of her work. She writes: 
"My ill-health this summer has been most 
trying to me. I am held back from much I 
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wanted to do in every way, and have had to 
lay poetising aside . . . I have a curious, 
vivid sense, not merely of my verse faculty in 
general being given me, but also of every 
separate poem or hymn, nay, every line being 
given. It is peculiarly pleasant thus to take 
it as a direct gift, not a matter of effort, but 
purely involuntarily . . . " 

In "Finis, " a verse of which I have already 
quoted, she expresses the same thought: 

"I look up to my Father, and know that I am heard, 
And ask Him for the glowing thought, and for the 

fitting word: 
I look up to my Father, for I cannot write alone, 
'Tis sweeter far to seek His strength than lean upon 

my own. " 

And surely it is on this account that her 
writings in poetry and prose have been so 
wonderfully blessed. 

"I suppose God's crosses are often made 
of most unexpected and strange material," 
she writes on one occasion. We may add, 
well for us when we are able to distinguish 
between God's crosses and those sorrows which 
we bring upon ourselves through disobedience 
and wilfulness. For the former we have need 
of His help in patient endurance. Samuel 
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Rutherford says: "Our crosses would not bite 
upon us if we were heavenly minded, " and 
F.R.H. says: 

"Then hush! oh, hush! for the Father knows 
what thou knowest not, 

The need and the thorn and shadow linked with 
the fairest lot; 

Knows the wisest exemptions from many an 
unseen snare, 

Knows what will keep that nearest, knows 
what thou couldst not bear. " 

("Compensation" Under the Surface.) 

For the latter we need repentance and deep 
humility in bearing them—and the time will 
come when we shall be delivered. 

"My heart to Thee I bring, 
The heart I cannot read; 

A faithless, wandering thing, 
An evil heart indeed. 

I bring it, Saviour, now to Thee, 
That fixed and faithful it may be. " 

In December, 1867, she was living at 
Pyrmont Villa, Leamington, with her parents. 
When her nieces went to school, Frances left 
Oakhampton to live at home, where she 
continued until the death of her stepmother. 
In her first note from her new room at Pyrmont 
Villa she is wondering what sort of days she 
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will spend in that room. It is evident that her 
father's state of health was extremely uncertain 
just then, for she writes: "It will probably be 
my room until the great sorrow falls which 
has already often seemed imminent, unless I 
die before my precious father. " In the same 
note, too, she says she is praying words which 
fell from her own mother's lips nineteen years 
before, when the dear mother was dying, and 
Frances was a little girl—the words with which 
this story opens—"Prepare me for all that 
Thou art preparing for me. " So the words 
which once fell on her little deaf ears are now 
her earnest petition. Then she adds naively 
that, in spite of all this, she had not been in at 
all a good frame of mind, she had been ruffled 
two or three times, and concludes: "I always 
suffer for being naughty; I lost all enjoyment 
in prayer at once. " The very best thing that 
can happen to us in such circumstances. A 
tender conscience, such as Miss Havergal 
possessed, is a thing to be cherished, uncom
fortable and unhappy though it often makes us. 

In May, 1869, thirteen months after the 
death of her niece, Evelyn Crane, she went to 
Switzerland with her sister, Miriam Crane, 
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her brother-in-law, and their daughter, Miriam. 
There she revelled in her first sight of snow-
covered mountains. "When I was quite a little 
child of eight years old I used to reverie about 
them, and when I heard the name of the snow-
covered Sierra de la Summa Pay (Perfect 
Peace) the idea was completed; and I henceforth 
always thought of eternal snow and perfect 
peace together, and longed to see one and drink 
in the other. " She was not disappointed. The 
snow mountains, in her mind, led up to the 
unseen, they seemed to be the very steps of 
the Throne—and in the realisation of those 
things which are not seen she lost sight of the 
fact that it was but "snow and granite rising 
out of this same every-day earth we are 
treading, dusty and stony!" The City which 
hath foundations, whose builder and maker is 
God, filled her thoughts. 

In 1870 "the great sorrow" of which she 
had spoken fell. On Easter Even her dearly 
loved father seemed unusually well; on Easter 
Day he rose early, but apoplexy followed; 
he was unconscious for forty-eight hours and 
then passed away—19th April. His devoted 
wife's care, which had so often warded off 
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illness, was now unavailing. But for those 
he left behind there was the joyful anticipation 
of reunion. They need not, and would not, 
sorrow as those who have no hope. He was 
at Home with the Lord—whither their feet, 
too, were tending. 

"Oh, home to-night, yes, home to-night 
Through the pearly gate and the open door! 

Some happy feet on the golden street 
Are entering now to go out 'no more.' 

For the work is done, and the rest begun, 
And the training time is for ever past, 
And the home of rest in the mansions blest 
Is safely, joyously reached at last. " 



CHAPTER IV 

Experiences in Switzerland and Italy 

SHORTLY after her father's Home-call Miss 
Havergal undertook the preparation of 
"Havergal's Psalmody" for the Press, a task 
for which she was eminently qualified. The 
sympathy and fellowship she had had with her 
father gave her real understanding of his works, 
and her natural gift in harmonising was, of 
course, invaluable. To her friend, Mary C , 
in 1866, she had described her manner of 
studying harmony. "I kept a treatise on 
harmony in my bedroom, read as much as I 
could conveniently grasp the last thing, and 
then worked out the exercises in my head 
before going to sleep. I did this for several 
weeks, and suppose I must have taken it in very 
comfortably under this system, inasmuch as I 
had some work to persuade Hiller I had gone 
through no academical course. " In 1866, it 
will be remembered, she paid her visit to 
Hiller, and he had given her harmonies un
qualified praise. In various instances we get 
lessons from Miss Havergal's life of the value 
of "filling up the chinks" of time—witness her 
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method in learning the Italian verbs, and the 
foregoing on harmony. 

But the preparation of the Psalmody was 
difficult even to one so gifted. Alluding to 
this she writes: "I was so struck this morning 
with 'Thou art the Helper of the Fatherless' — 
the very first time one of those special orphan 
promises has come home to me. I had been 
puzzling over a tune which papa would have 
decided about in a minute, and missed him so 
much, when suddenly this verse flashed upon 
me brightly. I think that even in music the 
Lord is my Helper now: much more in other 
things. " 

In Perry Church she heard some of her own 
hymns sung, one of which was, "I Gave My 
Life for Thee, " to her father's tune, "Baca. " 

Another time she heard her own tune, 
"Tryphosa," sung, and says how "de
liriously" it went, how brightly the Alleluias 
rang out, and that she realised as never before 
what a privilege it was even to have contributed 
a bit of music for His direct praise. Then, in 
her customary naive way, she concludes: "I 
had no idea "Tryphosa " was such a pretty tune 
before!" 
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The Psalmody was used greatly in connection 
with Mr. C. B. Snepp's Hymnal, "Songs of 
Grace and Glory. " Mr. and Mrs. Snepp lost 
their seven months old baby in 1870, about 
eight months after Miss Havergal lost her own 
father. In the touching verses, entitled, "It 
is well with the child, " she says: 

"Only one word of earthly speech, 
The sweetest and the first, 

And now—the songs that angels sing 
From baby lips have burst. " 

There is a footnote to this poem: "In memory 
of J .S . , who fell asleep, 6th December, 1870, 
aged 7 months. The day before his death he 
fixed his eyes upon his mother with a long gaze 
of wonderful intelligence and love, and after 
repeated effort, uttered distinctly the one word 
—'Mamma!'" 

In her letter to the bereaved mother she says: 
"I was looking back, early this morning, upon 
long memories of trials, years of groping and 
stumbling and longing, sinning and sorrowing 
of heart, weariness and faintness, temptation 
and failing: all these things which I suppose 
every Christian must pass through more or less 
at some stage or other on the way home; and 
the first distinct thought which came, through 
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the surprise and sorrow at the sad news, was, 
'that dear little redeemed one is spared all 
this, taken home without any of these roughest 
roughnesses of the way; he will never fear, or 
doubt, or sin, never grieve the Saviour . . . He 
is with Him at once and for ever, and waiting 
for you to come home too!' " 

And in contrast we catch a glimpse of the 
mother's rough path in the concluding sentence: 
"Three such sorrows in one year! How 
specially He must be watching you in such a 
Furnace!" 

In 1871 Miss Havergal went to Switzerland 
with her friend, Ellen Clay. They had only 
carpet bags and knapsacks, and were able to 
follow other paths than the beaten routes. 
She speaks of this tour as being the most 
enjoyable she ever took in Switzerland. In 
one of her letters she declares that they were 
just like children, and, except for one under
current of general thanksgiving, did not feel 
solemn at all, but in the wildest spirits. 

She enjoyed the scramble across the snowy 
slopes of the Furca-horn. Up the Aeggisch-
horn she appears to have proved the correctness 
of her idea as to her climbing powers. A 
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member of the Alpine Club with his guide, 
Fischer, had watched F .R.H. and her friend 
as they mounted, and afterwards told the 
ladies' guide, Alexander, that she "went up 
like a chamois. " "I always had an instinct I 
should find myself an extra good climber, " 
she writes merrily. 

Of course they saw an Alpine sunrise, and 
saw it to perfection. They had coffee at 3.30 
and started at 4 a.m. She gives a glowing 
and graphic description. 

"In the east a calm glory of expectant light 
as if something positively celestial must come 
next, instead of merely the usual sun. In 
the south-west the grand mountains stood 
white and perfectly clear, as if they might be 
waiting for the resurrection, with the moon 
shining pale and radiant over them, the deep 
Rhone Valley dark and grave-like in contrast 
below. As we got higher, the first rose flush 
struck the Mischabel and Weisshorn, and 
Monte Leon came to life too; it was real rose-
fire, delicate, yet intense. The Weisshorn 
was in its full glory, looking more perfectly 
lovely than any earthly thing I ever saw. 
When the tip of the Matterhorn caught the red 
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light on its evil-looking rocky peak, it was just 
like a volcano, and looked rather awful than 
lovely, giving one the idea of an evil angel, 
impotently wrathful, shrinking away from the 
serene glory and utter purity of a holy angel, 
which that Weisshorn at dawn might represent, 
if anything earthly could. The eastern ridges 
were almost jet in front of the great golden 
glow into which the daffodil sky heightened. 
By 4.30 a.m. it was all over, and thenceforth 
we devoted ourselves to getting up the 
Sparrenhorn. " 

Their experiences in the Italian valleys, to 
which they went later during their tour, were 
interesting. She speaks of the Vandois 
Missionary pastor at Courmayeur, Costabel by 
name. He was very isolated, his principal 
friends being the English chaplain and his wife, 
Mr. and Mrs. Phinn. The pastor told them 
that the fear of death was awful amongst the 
people there. He was often present at the 
most painful death scenes. All their lives 
they are satisfied to leave everything to the 
priests, believing he can make it all right 
for them at the end. The only thing they 
trouble about is compliance with certain 
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forms, but when they are dying they realise 
that the priest's powers are unavailing—"they 
lose confidence in him and have no other; they 
want peace and have none; they would like to 
feel assured, but they have no assurance; and 
they die in agonies of terror. " Poor, deluded 
souls! Are there not hundreds such in our 
own land? 

It was only the poor who would listen to 
the pastor, and those in the outlying villages 
where priestly dominance was not so great. 
Miss Havergal and her friend found the people 
quite different from the Swiss—more cautious 
in accepting Gospels. "Protestant book ?" 
they would ask, but generally were prevailed 
upon, ultimately, to take, them. 

Writing from Chapiu (Chapio) she gives 
a pretty description of a meeting with a 
number of Italians who, like themselves, 
were going up the Col de la Seigne for the 
day. F. R.H. and her friends picnicked at 
the top, and, having finished, were moving off, 
when the party seated at a little distance all 
rose and expressed a wish to drink a toast with 
them before they left. She says: "It was far 
too gracefully done to refuse, and all raised a 
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most cordial 'Vive VAngleterreV with great 
enthusiasm, to which we responded with a 
'Viva I' Italia!' which seemed to please them. 
Then an old priest said: 'Mesdemoiselles, 
etes vous Catholique? Viva RomaV to which I 
replied in Italian, 'we can at least say, Viva 
Roma, capitate d' Italia V which response he 
quite understood, and said, 'Ah, well, ah, 
well, Viva Christianity!' to which we of course 
responded, 'con amore.' Then two or three 
men (probably freethinkers, I 'm afraid) said, 
'Oui Men, but no more Popery,' and two or 
three similar exclamations, at which we were 
much astonished, as at least three priests were 
in the party. Then we were allowed to depart, 
with no end of hat wavings and good wishes. 
We were so taken by surprise by the whole 
thing, and all passed so quickly, and so many 
rapid exclamations and vivas firing off in 
French and Italian, that I was quite sorry 
afterwards that I had not recollected all quite 
distinctly. It was such a curious little episode, 
and occurring, too, at such a superb spot, 
and close to the cross which marks the 
boundary, and bears on one side, 'France,' 
and on the other, 'Italia.' " 



CHAPTER V 

Shining 

Miss HAVERGAL went to Wales with her sister, 
Marie, in 1872, and the holiday seems to have 
been enjoyed to the full by both. 

F .R.H. says: "I think Wales will put me 
out of conceit of Switzerland. One gets so 
much beauty and enjoyment with so much 
less expense and fatigue." However, 1873 
finds her in Switzerland again with Mr. and 
Mrs. Snepp and their daughter, Emily. 

At Pierre a l'Echelle, when glissading, 
Miss Havergal slipped. The party was roped 
together. She says: "I was so enjoying my 
glissades, and presently thought we were come 
to a sufficiently easy part to go carelessly, 
whereupon I slipped, and Payot, the guide, 
who was next to me totally lost himself too! 
Below us was a dark abyss; we both started a 
decidedly too rapid spin down a very steep 
incline to sheer precipice below, when in
stantaneously, Mr. Snepp did the only possible 
thing which could have saved all four of us, 
flung himself right on his back with his heels 
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in the snow, the orthodox thing to do if only 
any one has the presence of mind to do it. 
Thus he was enabled to bear the immense 
strain on the rope and check our impetus; 
thank God, we soon recovered our footing!" 

In a spiritual sense, too, Mr. Snepp saved 
her from a slip. It was evidently in the same 
year, about December, 1873. "I was visiting 
at Perry Villa when Dr. Marshall sent me the 
programme of the next Kidderminster Concert, 
and strongly urged me to sing the part of 
Jezebel in the 'Elijah,' saying that he could 
not depend on anyone else for it. I knew I 
could do i t ; for, once at the practice, the doctor 
said I threw such life into it. Mentioning it to 
Mr. Snepp, he expressed surprise, and his 
words struck me: 'How can a Christian girl 
personate Jezebel?' So I thought about it, 
and saw the inconsistency and gave it up. " 

This incident, it appears, was the origin of 
the couplet— 

"Take my voice and let me sing 
Always, only for my King" 

—which was added to her Consecration hymn, 
"Take my life and let it be Consecrated, Lord, 
to Thee." 
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The last thing she sang in the Kidderminster 
Hall was, "Come unto Him!" 

At Leamington, at the first big gathering 
she went to, she was asked to sing, and sang 
"Whom having not seen ye love, " much to 
every one's astonishment. Two Christian girls 
there who thought music and singing could not 
be used in the service of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
began thenceforth to consecrate voices and 
fingers to Him, and the weary, daily practice 
became happy. 

In London, too, she sang to the glory of God. 
She says: "I was at a large, regular London 
party lately, and I was so happy. He seemed 
to give me 'The Secret of His Presence,' and 
of course I sang for Jesus, and did I not have 
dead silence ? " 

But she also had two most important talks 
with strangers there as a result. One who 
began with badinage, soon found himself 
facing the solemn question of his soul's 
salvation—a thing he certainly had never 
imagined he would speak about earlier in the 
evening. Miss Havergal was wonderfully 
brave to do this kind of thing, but her courage 
was always God-given, and her wisdom. 
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"I don't think, " she writes, "that anyone 
can say I force the subject; it just all develops, 
one thing out of another, quite naturally, till 
very soon they find themselves face to face with 
eternal things, and the Lord Jesus can be freely 
'lifted up' before them. I could not contrive 
a conversation thus." And so she really 
carried out the desire expressed in the hymn 
already quoted: 

"Take my voice and let me sing, 
Always, only, for my King. 

"Take my lips and let them be 
Filled with messages from Thee. " 

The condition of soul in which this singing 
for Him should be done is well put by this 
consecrated woman: 

"Let us sing words which we feel and love 
sacrificing everything to clearness of enuncia
tion, and looking up to meet His smile all the 
while we are singing. Our songs will reach 
more hearts than those of finer voices and more 
brilliant execution unaccompanied by His 
power. A sacred song thus sung gives a higher 
tone to the evening, and affords both to singer 
and listeners some opportunity of speaking a 
word for Jesus." 
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With reference to this, we might quote part 
of her poem, "Shining, " in Loyal Responses: 

"Are you shining for Jesus, dear one ? 
You remember the first sweet ray, 

When the sun arose upon you 
And brought the gladsome day; 

When you heard the Gospel message. 
And Jesus Himself drew near, 

And helped you to trust Him simply, 
And took away your fear; 

When the darkness and the shadows 
Fled like a weary night, 

And you felt that you could praise Him 
And everything seemed bright. 

"Are you shining for Jesus, dear one— 
Shining just everywhere, 

Not only in easy places, 
Not only just here and there ? 

Shining in happy gatherings, 
Where all are loved and known ? 

Shining where all are strangers? 
Shining when quite alone ? 

Shining at home and making 
True sunshine all around ? 

Shining abroad, and faithful— 
Perhaps among faithless—found ?" 



CHAPTER VI 

Learning by Heart 

LIKE all writers (and most people), Miss 
Havergal encountered difficulties, disappoint
ments, reverses, and surprises, both pleasant 
and unpleasant. 

In January, of 1874, she writes: "I was 
expecting a letter from America, enclosing £35 
now due to me, and possibly news that ' Bruey' 
was going on like steam, and 'Under the 
Surface' pressingly wanted. The letter has 
come, and instead of all this, my publisher has 
failed in the universal crash. He holds my 
written promise to publish only with him as 
the condition of his launching me; so this is not 
simply a little loss, but an end of all my 
American prospects of either cash, influence, 
or fame, at any rate for a long time to come... 
Two months ago this would have been a real 
trial to me, for I had built a good deal on my 
American prospects: now 'Thy will be done' 
is not a sigh, but only a songl I think if it 
had been all my English footing, present ana 
prospective, as well as the American, that I 
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thus found suddenly gone, it would have been 
worth it for the joy it has been to find my Lord 
so faithful and true to all His promises. " 

If opportunity should be given to us, dear 
reader, to prove to ourselves our Lord's faith
fulness, let us use it to such good purpose as 
Miss Havergal did. Let us take the real 
chance of trusting Him. We shall surely find, 
as she did, that it is worth while to suffer 
loss in order to have the greater gain of a 
deep abiding joy in Him who can sustain us 
through all. 

"He who hath led will lead 
All through the wilderness; 

He who hath fed will feed; 
He who hath blessed will bless; 

He who hath heard thy cry 
Will never close His ear; 

He who hath marked thy faintest sigh, 
Wilt not forget thy tear. 

He loveth always, faileth never, 
So rest on Him to-day, for ever! 

"He who hath won thy heart 
Will keep it true and free; 

He who hath shown thee what thou art 
Will show Himself to thee. 

He who hath bid thee live, 
And made thy life His own, 
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Life more abundantly will give, 
And keep it His alone. 

He loveth always, faileth never, 
So rest on Him to-day, for ever!" 

{"The Unfailing One" Loyal Responses.) 

Another of these reverses, which she turned 
into a "stepping stone to higher things, " was 
the destruction of pages and pages of manu
script music ready for the press, indeed actually 
in it! Miss Havergal had spent months over 
this manuscript, and when at last the day 
came on which the large roll was ready for 
post, she exclaimed gleefully: "There! it is 
all done! and now I am free to write a book!" 

A week passed, then came a letter: "Messrs. 
Henderson's premises were burnt down this 
morning about four o'clock. We fear the 
whole of the stereotypes of your musical 
edition are destroyed, as they were busy 
printing it. It will be many days before the 
debris will be sufficiently cooled to ascertain 
how the stereotype plates stand. " 

Later news confirmed the loss. "Your 
musical edition, together with the paper sent 
for printing it, has been totally destroyed. " 

In a letter to her sisters she says: "Instead 



LEARNING BY HEART 43 

of having finished my work, I have to begin 
again de novo, and I shall probably have at 
least six months of it.. .Every chord of my own 
will have to be reproduced; any chord of anyone 
else re-examined and revised... Of most of the 
new work, which has cost me the winter's 
labour, I have not even a memorandum left, 
having sent everything to the printers. How
ever, it is so clearly 'Himself hath done it, ' 
that I can only say, 'Thy way, not mine, 
0 Lord" . . . It may be that He has more to 
teach me, before He sets me free to write the 
two books to which N alludes, and which 
1 hoped to have begun directly . . . It is just 
what He did with me last year. It is another 
turned lesson . . . I have been eager to get 
done with 'Songs of Grace and Glory,' that I 
might hurry on to begin work of my own 
choosing and planning, and so He is giving me 
the opportunity over again of doing it more 
patiently, and of making it the 'willing 
service' which I don't think it was before. 
If I could not rejoice in letting Him do what 
He will with me, when He thus sends me such 
very marked and individual dealing, I should 
feel that my desire for sanctification, for His 
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will to be done in me, had been merely nominal, 
or fancied, and not real. " 

Miss Havergal touches the spot there. It is, 
alas! very easy to fancy we possess certain 
desires. God, in His tender love, often proves 
us to ourselves by sending some trial or test. 
If the desire is real, we humbly and lovingly 
submit to His "turned lessons, " letting Him 
work in us that which is well-pleasing in His 
sight, but it is not without a struggle and not 
without His help, though the desire is real. 
When it is not, we just walk off, and pay no 
attention to the lesson or the Teacher—so, 
later on, in His love, sterner measures may 
have to be used. Is it not better to take the 
lesson and try again ? He will help! 

"Is it not often so, 
That we only learn in part, 

And the Master's testing time may show 
That it was not quite 'by heart?' 

Then He gives, in His wise and patient grace, 
That lesson again 
With the mark still set in the self-same place. 

"Then let our hearts 'be still,' 
Though our task is turned to-day. 

Oh, let Him teach us what He will, 
In His own gracious way, 

Till, sitting only at Jesus' feet, 
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As we learn each line, 
The hardest is found all clear and sweet!" 

("The Turned Lesson, " Miscellaneous Poems.) 

Miss Havergal has a deep meaning in the 
use of those words, "by heart. " How often we 
speak of committing a thing to memory, and 
ordinarily we mean "learning by heart." 
Spiritually it is a very different thing to 
commit to memory and to "learn by heart. " 
Some people have memorised numbers of texts, 
verses, and hymns, but they do not live them. 
It is surely the honest endeavour to live them 
which is "learning by heart. " Head knowledge 
and heart knowledge are very different things. 

"Distrust thyself, but trust His grace; 
It is enough for thee! 

In every trial thou shalt trace 
Its all-sufficiency. 

"Distrust thyself, but trust His strength, 
In Him thou shalt be strong, 

His weakest ones may learn at length 
A daily triumph song. " 
("Trust and Distrust," Loyal Responses.) 

Fourteen years or so before the above men
tioned incidents took place, she had thought 
she would at once engage in literary work. 
They had all just moved to Shareshill, 1860. 
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In a letter written in 1873 she refers to this 
hope. "I thought the door was flung open for 
me to go with a bound into literary work; it is 
opposed, and the doctor steps in and says 
simply, 'Never! She must choose between 
writing and living, she can't do both!' That 
was in 1860. Then I came out of the shell 
with 'Ministry of Song' in 1869; and saw the 
evident wisdom of having been kept nine years 
waiting in the shade . . . He knows best what 
will really ripen and further His work in us. " 

Curiously enough, she writes from Switzer
land that same year (1873) a further reference 
to shade. "We had some lovely effects, such 
as I had never seen before, in passing the 
colossal ice blocks on the shady side, the sun 
behind them touching the edges with a sort 
of transparent aureole, and shining through a 
glittering drip from the overhanging ones." 
Had she been on the sunny side she would 
not have seen this lovely sight; but she was 
in the shade, and saw beauties which only 
that side could show. Just so with her life— 
and with the lives of many—the world is all 
the richer because they have been "in the 
shade. " 
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There is a charming little poem among her 
"Chords for Children," called "Coming into 
the Shade, " which illustrates this truth. Here 
are three verses. The child has been taken 
into a shady room out of the sunlit garden: 

"For she could not see the pictures 
Out in the dazzling light; 

The book was there with its colours fair, 
But the sunshine was too bright. 

But in the shade I could let her look 
At the pictures in my beautiful book. 

"So page after page was gently turned, 
As I showed her one by one, 

And told her what the pictures meant, 
Till the beautiful book was done. 

And then—I shall not soon forget 
The loving kiss of my little pet. 

"And now—I shall not soon forget 
The lesson she had taught, 

How from the sunshine into the shade 
God's little ones are brought 

That they may see what He could not show 
Among the flowers in the summer glow. " 

And another poem, "Light and Shade, " has 
this truth again: 

"Unshaded light of earth soon blinds 
To light of Heaven sincerest minds: 

O envy not 
A cloudless lot! 

We ask indeed we know not what!" 



CHAPTER VII 

"You are going now, said they, to the 
Paradise of God" 

Pilgrim's Progress 

WITH all her high spiritual ideals, one might 
be led to think that Miss Havergal was not 
practical. But she was eminently so. Why 
should not a spiritually minded man or woman 
be so ? They ought to be. There is something 
lopsided if they are not. "A mind to blend 
with outward life whilst keeping at Thy side" 
is surely spiritually practical. 

In regard to dress for instance, Miss F.R.H. 
had principles which, if we lack them, we 
might do well to adopt at once. "The outer 
should be the expression of the inner, not an 
ugly mask or disguise. If the king's daughter 
is to be 'all glorious within,' she must not be 
outwardly a fright! I must dress both as a 
lady and a Christian. The question of cost 
I see very strongly, and do not consider myself 
at liberty to spend on dress that which might 
be spared for God's work; but it costs no more 
to have a thing well and prettily made, and I 
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should only feel justified in getting a costly 
dress if it would last proportionately longer. 
When working among strangers, if I dressed 
below par, it would attract attention and might 
excite opposition; by dressing unremarkably, 
and yet with a generally pleasing effect, no 
attention is distracted. Also, what is suitable 
in one house is not so in another, and it would 
be almost an insult to appear at dinner among 
some of my friends and relatives in what I 
could wear without apology at home; it would 
be an actual breach of the rule, 'Be courteous;' 
also, I should not think it right to appear 
among wedding guests in a dress which would 
be perfectly suitable for wearing to the 
infirmary. But I shall always ask for guidance 
in all things!" 

And about money and giving she says: 
'"Not a mite would I withhold;' but that does 
not mean that because we have ten shillings in 
our purse, we are pledged to put all into the 
first collecting plate, else we should have 
none for the next call! But it does mean 
that every shilling is to be, and I think I may 
say is, held at my Lord's disposal, and is 
distinctly not my own; but, as He has entrusted 

D 
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to me a body for my special charge, I am bound 
to clothe that body with His silver and gold, 
so that it shall neither suffer from cold, nor 
bring discredit upon His cause! I still forget 
sometimes, but, as a rule, I never spend a 
sixpence without the distinct feeling that it is 
His, and must be spent for Him only, even if 
indirectly. 

"Do you remember my telling you my 
difficulty about saving any literary earnings 
for a rainy day ? Well, after a deal of puzzle 
and prayer, I gave it all up to the Lord in 
Switzerland (1874), and intended to give all 
I ever earned straight away to Him. While in 
London I had an unexpected cheque . . . and 
was arranging how to give it, when down came 
this fever upon me, and more doctors and 
nurses made a clean sweep of this cheque and 
all my available resources. Was this an 
indication the other way? and should I be 
acting rightly towards my relatives if, when 
next I received a cheque, I should give all 
away without making some provision for future 
illness ? Of course some one must pay doctors, 
and if I had nothing in hand it would fall on 
them. So it seems like robbing Peter to pay 
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Paul. And yet He knows I would LIKE to 
give all into His treasury, direct and at once. 

"The Lord has shown me another little step, 
and of course I have taken it with extreme 
delight. 'Take my silver and my gold' now 
means stripping off all my ornaments, including 
a jewel cabinet which is fit for a countess. " 
These were disposed of and the proceeds given 
to missionary work. This method has, I am 
glad to say, been followed by hundreds, 
and goodly sums of money given to the Lord's 
work. One constantly sees it in George 
Muller's autobiography—which reminds me 
that my readers will find in his life and example 
the best lessons on giving that can be had. 

But it is not right to give to the Lord's 
work if you are allowing yourself to drift 
along without paying what you owe to man. 
"Owe no man anything," and we have no 
right to give away what belongs to anyone 
else, surely. 

In 1̂ 876 Miss Havergal paid her last visit 
to Switzerland. Her sister, Marie, accom
panied her, and during the tour the two did a 
great deal of true, quiet Gospel work. Miss 
Havergal wrote the French hymn, "Settlement 
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pour Toi, " for a meeting she had one afternoon, 
getting some girls to make copies for her, in 
order to fix the truths in their memory. 
Several people came out of mere curiosity, and 
would not come inside. Among these there 
was a good deal of talking and laughing, led by 
the priest's servant, who had evidently come 
with the intention of annoying the sisters. 
But thirty or forty attended, and though some 
left directly the reading of God's Word began, 
there was great interest displayed by many. 

Miss M. V. G. Havergal visited the priest 
himself next day with the excuse of borrowing 
a French Bible, and also asking him to tell 
her if her sister's verses were correct. She 
told him how happy she was in Jesus and that 
He alone was the source of peace and joy. He 
listened cautiously, and assented, but she 
could not draw him out. 

Miss Frances Havergal was very ill during 
this tour, and it was October before they 
reached home again. The long illness she had 
in 1874, two years before, and through which 
she nearly died, seems to have left her very 
weak, and easily subject to fever. But even 
before they had reached home—they were 
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actually still journeying in the train, near 
Oxford—she gave her sister the outline plan of 
"My King!" She was ill after arriving, but 
nevertheless the little book was soon finished. 

In 1877 F.R. H. had a quiet year, not going 
abroad, but just visiting her brothers and 
sisters and friends. The dear mother's ill-
health was then giving them much anxiety, 
and in the winter of 1877, and spring of 1878, 
she passed through intense suffering, painful, 
too, indeed, to those who loved her, for they 
could do nothing. She was called Home on 
26th May, 1878. She had been long un
conscious, and on that day, her last on earth, 
she suddenly opened her eyes, and recognised 
Frances kneeling beside her. A smile of sur
passing sweetness came over the sufferer's face, 
and then she entered that place where there 
shall be no more pain. 

The breaking up of the Leamington home 
followed, and a brief stay in Wales, at the 
Mumbles. After several months occupied by 
other visits and small wanderings, F. R.H. 
and her sister settled at Caswell Bay, Swansea, 
remembering how peacefully they had enjoyed 
the first pleasant rambles after the dear 
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mother's death. This was five months after 
that event, October, 1878, and only eight 
months before her own Home-call. 

These eight months were filled to the brim 
with work, literary, and otherwise. Tem
perance work was especially successful, all 
the children between eight and eighteen, except 
four, having signed the pledge. But more 
than anything she desired to win souls for 
Christ. She visited wherever she could at the 
cottages, and frequently at the village school, 
where she won the deepest love, encouraging 
the children to learn Scripture by offering a 
new Bible to every child who could perfectly 
repeat the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah. 

Her friends, Elizabeth Clay and Baroness 
Helga von Cramm, visited her, the former at 
Easter, the latter in May. F .R.H. was ex
pecting to go to Ireland on 4th June, but just 
before that day dawned she had been called 
up higher. On 21st May she had promised 
to meet some men and boys on the village bank, 
and there, the day turning out very damp 
and cold, she took a chill from which she 
never recovered. The Baroness left on the 
24th, never expecting that anything so serious 



"You ARE GOING N O W " 55 

was coming, and that her next meeting with 
this loved friend would be in the Presence of 
the Lord. For ten days Miss Havergal lingered 
growing worse and worse, and suffering severe 
pain on account of the acute inflammation and 
sickness. By 29th May all the symptoms of 
peritonitis had set in—but she whispered, in 
order to comfort the dear, sorrowing ones 
around her—"It 's Home the faster!" She 
asked the doctor if she would go "to-day," 
and when he said "probably," she exclaimed, 
"Beautiful, too good to be true!" and a little 
later she looked up smiling and said: "Splendid 
to be so near the gates of Heaven!" Through 
her last hours they heard her say frequently, 
"So beautiful to go!" 

She asked her brother, Frank, to sing 
"Jerusalem, my happy home, " to her father's 
tune, "St. Chrysostom, " and with the verse— 

"Jesus my Saviour dwells therein, 
In glorious majesty; 

And Him through every stormy scene 
I onward press to see!" 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "it is the Lord Jesus 
that is so dear to me. I can't tell how 
precious! how much He has been to me!" 
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On Tuesday, 3rd June, at dawn, the great 
change came. 

One of her sisters said to her: "When thou 
passest through the waters I will be with thee, " 
to which she replied: "He must keep His 
word." Isaiah 41. 10: "Fear thou not for I 
am with thee, " etc., was repeated incorrectly, 
and she, in a faint whisper, said it correctly. 

Later, she softly, but clearly, sang through 
the verse: "Jesus, I will trust Thee," to her 
own tune, "Hermas," substituting "hast 
made" for "canst make," as her sister, Ellen, 
had when repeating it a moment before. After 
the effort came a terrible rush of sickness—the 
last—and then she nestled down, folded her 
hands across her breast, saying: "There, now 
it is all over! Blessed rest!" She looked up 
steadfastly as if, like Stephen, she could see 
the Lord Jesus, and those around her watched 
the radiance on her face. Once more she tried 
to sing, but after one note her voice failed, 
and she was in His Presence. 

She was only forty-two years and six months 
of age, but in that comparatively short life she 
had done infinitely much to advance the 
Kingdom of God. The day will declare it. 



"You ARE GOING N O W " 57 

Truly, she had finished her course with joy. 
" 'From glory unto glory,' till the spirit fails; and then 

Illimitable vistas still opening to our ken, 
Mysterious immensities of order and of light, 
Stretch far beyond our farthest thought, as thought 

beyond our sight." 

'"From glory,unto glory,' with no limit and no veil, 
With wings that cannot weary and hearts that cannot 

fail; 
Within, without, no hindrance, no barrier as we soar ; 
And never interruption to the endless 'more and more!' 

"Then let our hearts be surely fixed where truest joys 
are found, 

And let our burning, loving praise, yet more and more 
abound; 

And gazing on the 'things not seen' eternal in the 
skies, 

'From glory unto glory,' 0 , Saviour, let us rise!" 
("Far More Exceeding, " Under His Shadow.) 



CHAPTER VIII 

A Cluster of Fragrant Thoughts 

It is customary, when taking friends round a 
garden filled with fragrant flowers, to cut a 
bunch for them to take away. May I, having 
endeavoured to show the beauty of the life of 
Frances Ridley Havergal, cull some fragrant 
thoughts of hers, to serve as a little cluster 
in your memory? Here is a bright-hued, 
sweet-scented blossom: 

" T h y will be done.' In applying this to 
sorrow, trial, and disappointment, do we not 
forget the brighter pendants to this tear-
dropped jewel? 'This is the will of God even 
your sanctification.' 'Father, I will that they 
whom Thou hast given me be with me where 
I am.' 'Having predestinated us unto the 
adoption of children by Jesus Christ unto 
Himself according to the good pleasure of His 
will.' 'Who gave Himself for our sins, that 
He might deliver us from this present evil 
world, according to the will of God and our 
Father . '" 

Look out the passages, dear reader, and add 
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many more, and see what is that good, and 
acceptable, and perfect will of God. 

"And, oh, it is a splendour, 
A glow of majesty, 

A mystery of beauty, 
If we will only see; 

A very cloud of glory 
Enfolding you and me. 

"A splendour that is shining 
Upon His children's way; 

That guides the willing footsteps 
That do not want to stray, 

And that leads them ever onward 
Unto the perfect day. " 

("The Splendour of God's Will, " Under His Shadow.) 

'"When thou passest through the waters, 
I will be with thee.' Really and truly with 
you even if the rushing of the waters seems to 
deafen and blind you for the moment, so that 
you cannot see or hear Him. " 

"He is with thee!—Yes, for ever, 
Now, and through Eternity; 

Then with Him for ever dwelling, 
Thou shalt share His joy excelling, 
Thou with Christ, and Christ with thee!" 

("I am With Thee, " Loyal Responses.) 

"The odd bits of wayside work are very sweet. 
Perhaps the odd bits, when all is done, will 
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really come to more than the seemingly greater 
pieces! The chance conversation with rich or 
poor, the seed sown in odd five minutes. " 

"The memory of a kindly word 
For long gone by, 

The fragrance of a fading flower 
Sent lovingly, 

The gleaming of a sudden smile 
Or sudden tear, 

The warmer pressure of the hand, 
The tone of cheer, 

The hush that means 'I cannot speak. 
But I have heard!' 

"The note that only bears a verse 
From God's own Word— 

Such tiny things we hardly count 
As ministry; 

The givers deeming they have shown 
Scant sympathy: 

But when the heart is overwrought, 
Oh, who can tell 

The power of such tiny things 
To make it well!" 

("Tiny Tokens, " Miscellaneous Poems.) 

"Trust Jesus in and for everything. When a 
trial is past, one does so bitterly regret not 
having trusted entirely in it, and one sees 
that we might as well have had all the joy 
and rest of perfect trust all along. " 
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"In Thee I trust, on Thee I rest, 
O, Saviour dear, Redeemer blest! 
No earthly friend, no brother knows 
My weariness, my wants, my woes. 

On Thee I call, 
Who knowest all, 

O, Saviour dear, Redeemer blest, 
In Thee I trust, on Thee I rest. " 

{"Confidence," Under the Surface). Impromptu on 
the road to Warwick. 

"I can wish you no greater blessing than that 
salvation may be no longer a 'theory,' but a 
glorious reality constraining you henceforth to 
live unto Him entirely and joyfully. " 

" If you only knew 
What He is to me, 

Surely you would love Him too, 
You would 'come and see.' 

Come, and you will find it true, 
Happy you will be! 

Jesus says, and says to you, 
Come, oh, come to Me!" 

("Jessie's Friend, " Chords for Children.) 

"Don't linger just outside the gate of the city 
of refuge; just outside is danger, perhaps 
destruction; you are not safe for one instant 
till you are inside. " 

"God" s 'Now' is sounding in your ears; 
Oh, let it reach your heart! 
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Not only from your sinfulness 
He bids you part; 

Your righteousness as filthy rags 
Must all relinguished be. 

And only Jesus' precious death 
Must be your plea. " 

{"Now!" Under the Surface.) 

"I am most anxious that you should be a true 
Christian friend to . Don't, oh! don't 
help to introduce him to any men or anything 
which would be hindrance, and not help, either 
in seeking or following Jesus. Souls are souls, 
and it does not do to play with them. " 

"Thou shalt reap of that thou sowest; though thy grain 
be small and bare, 

God shall clothe it as He pleases, for the harvest 
full and fair. " 

("The Sowers, " Under the Surface.) 

"Don't wait for great strong blasts, but yield 
to the least whisper from Him of 'This is the 
way, walk ye in it . ' " 

"Just to let Him speak to thee 
Through His Word, 

Watching, that His voice may be 
Clearly heard. 

Just to tell Him everything 
As it rises, 

And at once to Him to bring 
All surprises. 
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Just to listen and to stay 
Where you cannot miss His voice. 

This is all! and thus to-day 
Communing, you shall rejoice. " 

("The Secret of a Happy Day, " Loyal Responses.) 

And lastly, just by way of tying them all 
together: 

'"From glory unto glory!' without a shade of care, 
Because the Lord who loves us will every burden bear; 
Because we trust Him fully, and know that He will 

guide, 
And know that He will keep us at His beloved side. 

"'From glory unto glory!' though tribulation fall, 
It cannot touch our treasure when Christ is all in all! 
Whatever lies before us, there can be naught to fear, 
For what are pain and sorrow when Jesus Christ is 

near ?" * 
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