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A Short Accovunt of the DeaTH of

Mrs. HanNan RICHARDSON.

Briftel, Saturday, April 19, 1741.

Was haftily call’d to one that wasa-dying. It was
I Honnah Richardfon, a young Woman, who had

long been a fincere Mourner for Curism, a true
Hannab, a Woman of {orrowful Spirit. Gobp had a-
wakened and drawn her from her Infancy, and fhe
heartily labour’d to eftablifh her own Righteoufnefs,
{feeking Acceptance (as we did all) zo# by Faith, tut
as it were by the Works of the Law.

When it pleafed Gop to fend the Gofpel of his Free
Grace to this City, fhe gladly parted with her own
Righteouinefs, and fubmitted hericlf to the Righteou-
nefs of Gop, She was a conftant Hearer of his Word,
but receiv’d no Benefit by it; no Comiort, no Pecace,
no Life. Yet fhe continued waiting for {everal Months,
t1ll it pleafed our Lorp, who fends by whom He will
fend, to make ufe of my Miniftry; and apply the Word
of Reconciliation to her Soul. Jesus gave her a Token
for Good, and fhe went home to her Houfe juftified.
She rejoiced in Gop her Saviour, and teitified, [z Him
I hawve Redemption, thro’ hbis Bload, the Forgivenefs of
zy Sins.

But alas! the Comforter was as @ Gueff that tarrieth
but a Day. She {oon gave Place to the reafoning Devil,
who aftk'd, How can thefe Things be? <« How can you
be juftified, fo vile a Sinner as you? You only deceive
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your{elf! Hath Gop for Curist’s Sake forgiven you?
He hath not furely forgiven you.” By fuch Suggefti-
ons he well-nigh tore away her Shield. All the Com-
fort of her Faith, all her Peace and Joy in believing
he did entirely fpoil her of; Gobp {o permitting it, to
try her, and prove her, and thew her what was in her
Heart, that he might do her Good m her latter End.
He hid his Face from her, and fhe was troubled. ¢l
~ will allure her, faid Gop, and bring her into the Wil-
dernefs.”” IHere the long wandered out of the Way,
i a barren and dry Land, where no Water was. The
Poor and Needy fought Water, and there was none,
and her Tongue fail’d for Thirft. She could truly fay
with the Prophet, Perily Thou art a Gop that pideft
Thyflf. Or, with the patient Man, Bebold, I go for-
ward, but He is not there, and backward, but I cannct
perccive Him 5 on the Left-band, achere He doth wwork,
Lut [ cannot behold Him ; He bideth Himfelf on the Right-
tand, that I cannot foe Him. Her Bones were {mitten
alunder, as with a Sword, while the Enemy {aid unto
her, <« Where is now thy Gop? Where is now thy
Faith? "Uhou art a thoufand Times worfe then ever.”

So indeed fhe feemed to herfelf, when Sin appear’d
Sin. Gop was now uncovering her Heart, and con-
vincing her of Original Sin.  The O/ Man of Sin was
more and more reveal’d, till atlatt the faw that her /-
avard Parts avere wery Wickednefs, and every Imagina-~
ticn of the Thoughts of ber Heart only ewil continually.
She had no Power to pray or praife, or fo much as to
think one good Thought; and at the fame Time was
fo torn and diftraéted with Doubts and Fears, that fhe
defpaired even of Life. That Thought above all tor-
mented her, < What would become of me, if I fhould
die m this Darknefs? Without Holinefs no one fhall
fee the Lorp.” At other Times the had a faint Per-
fuafion that Gop would finith his Work .before He
call’d her hence,

She durlt not {ay fthe had Faith, or any Intereft in
Curist; and yet fhe could not give 1t up. One little
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Spark of Hope lay as at the very Bottom of her Heart;
which was Curist’s Hold of her. He would not
quit His Purchafe, or let her go.

Even this was often a great Trouble to her, that fhe
could not fear Death as formerly; (for this Fear was
entirely caft out, the firft Moment fhe was fenfible of
her Juftification.) And, whenever fthe had the leaft Com-
fort or Peace, fthe ftarted back as it were, and feared
to take hold of it, {ufpetting, that fhe was falling afleep
again, and refting without Car1sT. She went mourn-
ing all the Day long, and refufed to be comforted, be-
caule He was not.

" For many Days and Months fthe walked on fill in
Darknefs, and had no Light, but againft Hope belicved
in "Hope; ftaggering oftentimes, but not falling, thro’
Unbeliet. Sull fhe bore up under her continual Fears
of being a Caftaway. She waited in a conftant Ufe of
all the Means of Grace ; never mifs’d the Communion,
or hearing the Word, tho’ all was 'Torment to her, for
fhe never found Benefit; nothing, fhe {aid, affeted
ker, there was none {o wicked asher. I am a Witnefs
to her many Complaints and Wailings. Yet the perfift-
ed with a glorious Obttinacy; and followed on to bnotv
the LorD, walking in all his Commandmnts and Or-
dinances blamelcfs. She went on fteadily m the Way of
her Duty, never intermitting it on account of her in-
ward Conili€ts. Not flothful in Bufinefs, but working
almoft continually with her own Hands. DMoft ftrict
was fhe. and unblameable 1n all her relative Duttes,
and mn all manner of Converfation. Thofe who lived
with her never heard a hight and trifling Word come
out of her Mouth. She did not fit #//, till fhe thould
be pure in Heart, but redeem’d the Time, and bought
up every Opportunity ot doing Good. To do Good the
never forgot, but {poke to all, and warned all, both
Children and grown Perfons, as Gobp delivered them
into her Hands. She was exceeding tender hearted tc-
wards the Sick, whether in Body or Soul. She could
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not rejoice with thofe that rejoiced, but the awept avith
thofe that awept, and encouraged them to wait upon
Gop, who hid his Face from her, to be never weary
of well-doing ; for in the End, {aid fhe, they would
veap, if they fainted not.

Sce Lere a Pattern of true Mourning! A Spedtacle
for Men and Angels! A Soul ftanding up under the in-
tollerable Weight of Onginal Sin! T'roubled on every
Side ; perplexed, but not in Defpair; periecuted by
Sin, the World, and the Devil, but not forfaken ; caft
down, but not deftroyed ; walking on as evenly under
that Load of Darknefs, as if the had been in the broad
Light of Gop’s Countenace. Whofoever thou art that
{ackeft CuarirT forrowing, Go thon and do likeavife.

In this Agany fhe continued, till it pleafed Gob to
vifit her with her laft Sicknefs. For the two or three
firt Days, fhe could not be kept from the Word ; but
was then conilrained to take her Bed. She had early
Notice of her Deparwre, and told one of her Band,
that fhe fhould not recover. She had exprefs’d great
Earneftnefs to fee me, but I could not vifit her ’till the
S hurfday following. 1 then found her, to her own
Senfe and Feeling, in utter Defpair. <1 am dying
(the cried) without Pardon, without a Saviour, without
Hope.”” 1 prayed in full Aflurance of Faith, and then
teitified the Love of CurisT to her, a loft Sinner; de-
claring to her, that He would fulfil in her the Work
of Faith with Power. <« My Soul for yours (1 told her)
if you depart hence, before your Eyes have feen his
Salvation. Yet a little while, and He that thall come
will come, and will not tarry. 'The Word of our Gop
fhall ftand for ever. Every one that feeketh findeth.
Fear not ; behold, He comes quickly; and one Mo-

ment of his Prefence will make you abundant Amends
for all the Pain of Abfence.”

When I was gone, her Sufferings rather increafed,

and Satan raged the more., The Lion tore her, as it
WEre,
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were, to Pieces: She was in a mighty Conflit, and
{aid, ¢ None knows what I have gone thro’ in this

Sicknefs; my Enemy triumphs over me; itis the Hour
of Darknefs; it 1s more then I am able to bear.”

The Captive Exile hafleneth that fbe may be Ivofed,
and that fhe fbould not diein the Pit, nor that her Bread
Sbow’d fail. ‘This Trial was the {fevereft ofall. ¢ The
Devil (fhe faid) befets me forely; I fhall never hold
out; I fhall perith at laft; butif I am loft I am con-
tent: Tho' I go down to Hell, let but CurisT be
with me, and I will go without Fear.” Iere fhe {eem-
ed to be ftrengthen’d to endure a greater Agony. She
drank of the Cup which her Lorp drank of, and had
Fellowfhip in thofe Sufferings, which made Him cry
out, My Gop, my Gop, why baft Thou forfiien me!
To compleat her Diftrefs, the Angel of Death came !
She was ftruck and changed on a {udden (fo that one
caine and told me fhe was juft a dying.) Then, as
Man would judge, fhe let ga her Hold of Gop: And
the Spirit failed before Him, and the Soul wbich He bad

made.

In this dreadful Moment, this laft Extremity, this
deepeft Diftrefs the human Soul is capable of the
Comforter came. The Lorp, her Saviour, came {ud-
denly to His Temple. As Lightening fhineth from one
End of the Heaven unto the other, fo was the Coming of
the Son of Man. He took away the Vail from her
Heart, and revealed Himf{elf in her, mn a Manner the
World knoweth not of. Sne broke out, ¢ Now I
know that CurisT died for me. He has walhed me
from all my S'ns in his precious Blood. I have Eter-
nal Lite abiding in me.”

Soon after {he had found Redemption, I called, and
faw her in the full Tricmph of Faith. O how uniike
what the wa at my laft Vifie! I any Man is in CuarisT
be 25 « mav Creature.  'This is the Work which Defpi-
{ers qvi/l not be.” we, tho' a Man declare it wnto th.m.
Her Soul was palicd fiom Death unto Life; an hidden
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everlalting Life in Gop. Afier we had prayed fhe wit-
nefled a good Confeflion. I believein Jesus CHRIST ;
I feel the Truth of thefe Words of His, 1 am the Re-
SJurveltion of the Life. 1 have no Fear, no Doubt, ro

Trouble. Your Words were true: He has fulfilled his
Promife.”

Never did I behold a Soul {o filled. Some of her
Words were, ¢ Now indeed He has made me Amends
for my waiting. Blefied be Gop, all my Pain 1s no-
thing ; 1 have fufrer’d nothing. I {mell the {weet O-
dour of the Name of Jesus. His Smell is as the Smell
of Lebanon. Who is {o fweet as my Beloved? My Be-
loved 1s mine, and I am his. I love Jesus CurisT
with all my Heart. I defire to be diffolved and to be
with CurisT. Bui his Will be done. I have no Will
of my own.” While I was faying, ¢ Doubt not, but
be perfuaded that neither Life nor Death, nor Things
prefent nor Things—"" She Interrupted me with ¢ No,
no, I cannot doubt, altho’ I did doubt. I cannot fear
now; perfect Love hath caft out Fear. I have full
Redemption in the Blood of Jesus.”

T'o her Sifters the had {aid before I came, ¢ Heaven
is open! I fee Jesus CurisT with all his Angels and
Saints in White. And I am joined to them. 1 fhall
never be parted more. I {fee what I cannot utter or
exprefs! Cannot you{ee JEsus Curist ? There, there
He ftands, ready to receive you all. O do not doubt
ef the L.ove of Jesus: Look on me! If He has taken
me into his Botom, who needs defpair? Fear not, fear

not. He is loving unto every Man. [ ébelieve CHR1IST
dicd for A1

Her firt Words, after I left her,. were, ¢ Liberty!
Liberty ! This 1s the glorious Liberty of the Sons of
&Gop! I know it, I {ee 1t, I feel 1it. Believe, believe

there iS fuch a LibertYI and He “;i]l give it }IOU. Iﬁ?ﬂ
Jructiped avbolly, Spirit, Soul and Bedy.”

She
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She had fpent the Time, while I was abfent, in fer-
vent Prayer; and at my third Vifit told me, ¢ I have
whatfoever I atk. 1 have afk’d Life for my Mother and
Siters, and have obtain’d it.”” I took the Opportunity,
and put her upon praying for the Peace of ferufalem,
for Union, and for the Preachers of Reprobation, that
Gop might open their Eyes; for my Brother, and for
the Lambs of this Fold, that they might not be turned
out of the Way, -

The fourth Time I came to fee her, they told me
fhe had been in a great Confli¢t; oftentimes repeating,
¢ 1 will wreftle with Thee for a Bleffing. I will not let
Thee go unlefs Thou blefs him. Blefs that Soul! Give
him the Thing I afk.”™ At laft, the faid, < Now I am
more than Conqueror. I have the Petitions I atk. Not
one 1s unanfwer’d.”

To me, fhe faid, ¢* I have Power with Gop, and
with Man, and have prevail’d.”

From Expounding at the Afal¢-7o0rn, I return’d the
laft Time, and found her ready for the Bridegroom.
Her every Waord was full of Power, and Life, and Love.
It was the Spirit of her Father which fpoke in her. She
had been wreftling again, and making Interceflion for
the Saints and ail Mankind ; particularly her own
Church and Nation.  Some of her Words were, ¢ Thy
Judgments arc abroad in the Earth, O that the Inhabi-
tants of this Land may learn Righteoufnels! Grant me
fweet Jrsus, that they may repent and live.” She
prayed fervently for the Society, that they might abide
in the Word, keep clofe together, and be all of one
Heart and Mind. There 1s a Curfe upon them, {faid
fhe) a Curie of Unthankfulnefs; but I have pray’d my
dear LoRD to remove 1t, and he will remove it.”

When one of her Sifters came to fee her, who was
deeply mourning for Curist, fhe labour’d much to
Com-
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comfort her, bade her look at Her, fo miferable and
hopelefs an Unbeliever lately ; and affured her the Com-
forter thould quickly come. At the Sight of her Si~-
ter’s Tears, O how {weetly did fhe lament over her! I
never faw fuch Sympathy ! The Spirit in her mourn’d:
like a Turtle-dove, and made Interceflion with Groan-
1ngs that cannot be utter’d,

All the Time of her Sicknefs, the never once com-
plained, or fhew’d the leaft Senfibility of Pain, or that
fhe had any Body at all. When one afk’d her if fhe
did not feel her Pains, being then in firong Convulfions,.
fhe anfwer’d, ¢« My Pams is gieat, but I de not feel it..
It does not trouble me. I chufe 1t rather than Eafe;
for my Lorp chufes it. Pam or Eafe, Life or Death,
‘tis all one. ‘T'he Spirit beareth Wiinefs with my Spi-
rit, that 1 am a Child of Gob; I have the Earneft of
mire Inheritance n my Heart.. I have no Will, Iam
made perfect in Love.”

I atked, whether that Peace which the tafted above 2
Year ago, was the fame the now enjoy’d? She anfwer’d,.
“ [t was of the fame Kind, in the loweit or firft Degree.
It {urely was Juit:hcation.”

After I went, the {aid, ¢ This Day thall I be with-
Him in Paradife. Withm four and twenty Hours I
fhall be with my Beloved.”

She continued all Night in the Labour of Love,
making powerful Supplication for all Men. About
‘Three on Sunday Morning fhe faid, ¢ It 1s finifh’d.”
All Suffering even tor others ceafed from that Moment,.
and f{he began the new Song, which fhall never end.
Her whole Employment now was the fame with theirs,
to whom fhe was come, the innumerable Company of
Angels, the Church of the Firft-born. She fang to the
Harpers Harps, without any Intermiflion, ’till Two in
the Afternoon; even while they were giving her C(li_oir-

ials,.
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Aials, fhe fang. Her Hope was full of Immortality,
her Looks of Heaven, *till with Smiles of Triomph fhe
refign’d her Spirit into the Hands of her dear Redeem-
er. Death wanted all its Pomp and Circumftances of
Horror. She went away without any Agony, or Sigh,
or Groan. She only refted; and fweetly fell afleep in

the Arms of JEsus.
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