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POOR RICHARD

Richard E— was a miserably poor man, living at
C—, near Y—, in Somersetshire. His occupation
was to carry coals about, and retail them in small
quantities to the poor. He this earned but a scanty
subsistence, having a wife and five children to
support. He was unable to read, and was never in
the habit of attending any Church or Chapel; all
his clothing, except that worn in his work, being
in pawn. His life was thus spent in toiling from
morning to night, exposed to all kinds of weather,
endeavouring to gain a sufficiency for his temporal
necessities, subjected to poverty, and weariness,
and cold, with nothing in the world, and without
hope or even the knowledge of another.

In the midst of all the wretchedness, disease
overtook him, and he was obliged to give up his
occupation, being attacked with symptoms which
terminated in consumption, brought on probably
by imtemperate habits, and exposure to the wet
and cold. His wife was then compelled to take his
place with the cart, and Poor Richard was left
from morning to night — scarcely able to crawl
about his miserable cottage, with his children
crying around him — to endure all the sufferings
of his poor perishing body, and with no one to
attend upon him. And such was the wretchedness
and filth of his dwelling, that even his medical
attendant — accustomed as he was to many scenes
of the deepest distress and want — found it almost
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impossible to enter his room, but was generally
obliged to stand and speak to Poor Richard at the
door.

But if this was his condition as to outward
circumstances, how far more fearful and wretched
was the state of his soul, now well-nigh arrived at
the close of a life of vice and ignorance — without
even the knowledge of a Saviour — a corrupt evil
heart within, and with years of sin, unpardoned
sin, upon him; and besides all this, altogether
unconscious of his state, and careless about his
soul. But still the love of a gracious and merciful
God was towards him. Sinner as he was, God’s
heart had long yearned over him. God had long
ago provided for him the precious blood of Christ,
which was sufficient to cleanse him: and now the
time had come when He saw fit to stop him in the
course of evil, and to shew him his distance from
Himself, and by His Holy Spirit reveal Jesus to his
soul, and thus fit him for His own glory.

A poor Christian man, G— S—, living in the
same village, heard of his illness, and knowing the
life he had led, felt deeply for his state, and went
to see him. He was much touched with the scene
of misery which he this witnesses, and above all he
trembled for the soul of Poor Richard. He pointed
out to him, therefore, his danger, and spoke to
him about Jesus, whom God had sent to die for
sinners: and how God loved poor sinners so, that
he had not even spare his own Son, but given him
up for their sakes. Poor Richard’s case was much
pressed on the heart of his dear Christian brother,
and he prayed much for him, and visited him again
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and again; and, through the Lord’s mercy, his
visits were made the means of awakening him to
a sense of his real state before God. He began to
know himself to be a sinner; he began to dread the
awful wages of sin; but as yet he could get no peace
to his poor troubled soul. He was unable to trust
wholly in Jesus. He thought he had something to
do himself, or that there was something yet to be
done before he could be saved.

On Saturday, June 14th, 1845, he was visited
by two Christian ladies, to who G— S— had
mentioned his case. They found him in all the
filth and wretchedness I have before described,
lying on his bed, his own person, and the scanty
clothes that covered him, black with dirt and
coal dust; yet he appeared not the least affected
by the misery of his circumstances, but his poor
heart was groaning deeply under a sense of his
sins. They spoke to him of the love of Jesus to the
weary, burthened sinner, and repeated to him that
beautiful text, “Come unto me, all ye that labour
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” He
said, “I know He’s good, but my heart is so hard,
I can’t trust Him.” They then spoke to him of
the poor woman that touched the hem of Christ’s
garment, and was made instantly whole; and twice
he exclaimed “Oh, that I could reach him! Oh,
that I could reach him!” They tried to explain to
him that the way to reach Jesus- the way now to
touch Him, is to believe on Him; but they were
unable to give him any comfort, and left him still
heavily burthened with his sins.

On the next day, Sunday, the 1sth, in the
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evening, the same two Christian sisters again
visited Poor Richard, and asked him how he was.
“Don’t speak to me about anybody,” he said, “my
sins are so heavy.” Many passages of the word of
God were repeated to him, but none seemed to
give him any relief. He kept on saying, “7 am in
an agony!” He was then asked if he thought he
was too bad for God to pardon him. After some
thought, he replied very cmphatically, “Noy I
believe he will save me, some day.” The text was
then repeated to him, respecting ]esus (@ Pcter
11.24,) “Who his own self bare our sins in his own
body on the tree.” Poor Richard instant raised his
head from off his pillow, and exclaimed, “THEN
IT’S DONE!” He was answered, “Yes; Jesus said,
It 1s finished!” He immediately cried out, “Then
my sins are gone- my burthen is gone. Precious
Jesus! he died for sinners- he died for me as well as
others.” From that moment he began to praise the
Lord with a loud voice. One of the sisters asked
if she may thank the Lord, for having had mercy
on him. He said, “Do, do: 1 know he has saved
me!” She accordingly thanked God for his great
mercy to this poor sinner, and whilst she was thus
praising and praying, Poor Richard responded to
every word that was uttered; and when these two
sisters look leave of him, and bid him good bye,
he was so occupied with praising God aloud for
his mercy to him, that he took not the slightest
notice of them. They went into the next room to
speak to his wife, and they still heard him praising
the Lord. In the course of his thus pouring out
his full heart, they overheard him say, “O Lamb
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of God, 7 hope,” — then immediately retracting his
word, he said, “No, I don’t hope; for 7 know thou
hast saved me.” Only one little sentence of prayer
was uttered by him whilst they thus listened to
him, “O Lamb of God, now thou hast saved me,
keep me from sinning against thee evermore.” All
besides was a full tide of praise. How wondrous the
power of the name of Jesus, when revealed by the
Holy Spirit, thus to give at once the garment of
praise, instead of the spirit of heaviness.

The next morning, a Christian brother (Mr.H.)
visited him, wishing to witness the grace of God,
thus richly bestowed upon him. Richard said he
had been much tempted by Satan during the night
to doubt whether he was not in a delusion. Mr. H.
asked him how he met Satan. He said, “I told him,
Sir, ‘twas the blood of Jesus that had washed me
clean.” What much struck Mr. H. during his visit,
was the wonderful capacity of this new-born soul
to receive the sincere milk of the Word. He was
able instantly to comprehend the portion of God’s
truth read to him, which was 1 Peter 1.2-5, and to
look forward with joy to that inberitance which 1s
reserved in heaven for those who, like him, are
washed in the precious blood of the Lamb.

A day or two after he was again visited by
two sisters in the Lord, and they found him still
rejoicing in the love that had sought and saved
him. He was asked by one of them if he would like
to live. He answered, “Yes: if I were sire I should
always keep close to Jesus, I would like to live a
little longer, for the sake of my dear children; but
if I should go away from him, I would rather die
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now, and be taken to bzs glorious throne.” She said,
“Do you fear lest you should fall away and be lost,
Richard?” “Oh, no!” he answered. “The blood of
Jesus, will keep me safe for ever; but I thought I
might get away from him, and that would be so sad.”
She replied, “You are not able to keep yourself,
are you?” He answered- strongly showing the true
sense he had of his own weakness- “No more than
a little fly.” “But Jesus can uphold you.” “Yes” he
said, “with one finger.”

On the following day, an aged servant of
God, (Mr. G.) being taken to see Poor Richard,
happened to ask him how old he was. Richard
thought he referred to his spiritual birth, and
answered, “I am only four days old, Sir.” He then
spoke of the last Lord’s day evening, when he had
found peace: and turning to the sister through
whom the Lord had been pleased thus to bless his
soul, he said “We shall talk of that evening, and
praise God for it, when we are in heaven together.”

During a subsequent visit he spoke of his
neighbours- how his heart yearned over them-
how he wished they might every one come to Jesus
as he had; and said how happy it made him to
think that the Lord’s children were going about
tellmg sinners about Jesus, whom he felt to be so
precious to him. He was asked if he liked to see
the Lord’s children himself. His answer was, “My
heart bounds with joy when they come in, as they
come to speak about Jesus.”

Two days before he died, he was visited by Mr.
D—, a Christian who labours much for the Lord
in preaching the Gospel. He was in perfect peace,
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and Mr. D— read to him Rev. vii., from verse 9
to the end, and said, “You will see Jesus before
I shall, Richard. 7 should like to be with Jesus.”
Richard replied that he hoped Mr. D— might
have a little longer, as he was able to tell of the
love of Jesus to poor sinners. Mr. D— then said
to him, “Richard, what will you sing when you get
there. Will you sing of your own goodness?” He
answered, “I’ll sing of nothing but the precious
blood of the Lamb.”

In the course of the night of Friday, 4th of
July, (the night before he died) he said to his
wife, “Oh! How I love you!” She asked him if he
troubled at leaving her and his children. He said,
“Noj; for I trust, the same Jesus that had mercy
on me, will have mercy on you, and will care for
them.” As long as he was able to speak that night,
he continued saying. “Precious Jesus!”

On the next morning (Saturday), a little before
four o’clock, two poor brethren in the Lord, on
their way to their daily labour, went in to see if
Poor Richard was yet alive, and saw him for the
last time on earth. Consciousness was gone; he lay
quite still and calm, and apparently happy. They
remained a little while by his bed-side, and prayed
over him, that the Lord Jesus would be with him
in the valley of the shadow of death, and that he
might depart in peace. Their prayer was heard,
and at half-past six o’clock that same morning he
quietly fell asleep in Jesus.

In closing this little narrative of dear Richard
E—, I would only desire to call the attention of
the reader to one marked feature in his conversion;
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and that is, his unbroken joy and peace directly he
was enabled to rest on the word of God respecting
Jesus. He believed God’s testimony about the
work of Christ, and he was satisfied. He did not
look into his own heart to find out zhere whether
Christ had died for him; but he trusted in the
word of God about it. The same word that told
him he was a sinner, told him that Christ died for
the chief of sinners, and that was all he wanted to
know. It was enough. God had himself provided
the Lamb. God had himself caused the Lamb to
be slain. God had declared that the blood of the
Lamb was sufficient; and therefore, why might
not Poor Richard trust in its full and eternal
value? He knew himself unworthy; but God said,
Christ was precious. He knew his own heart was
hard and evil; but it was Christ who had died; and
His death alone saves sinners, and not the state of
their own hearts. Indeed, he had unshaken “peace
and joy in believing.”

May God cause many a poor wearied soul to find
rest in the same blessed Jesus as Poor Richard; and
may each one into whose hands this little account
may fall, ask himself the question, “Have I trusted
in the same precious blood? Do I believe in the
same gracious Saviour? Have I the same peace and
joy as Poor Richard? If not, in what state am I? And
where am I going?” Remember, there are no szeps
to salvation; there are no preparations required. To
the sinner as he zs- unchanged, unwashed, ruined,
and lost- God proclaims the full and zmmediate
value and sufficiency of the 4/sod of the Lamb.
“He that believeth hath everlasting life.”
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