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POOR SARAH,

OR THE
BENEFITS OF RELIGION EXEMPLIFii'D
IN THE LIFE AND DEATH OF AN

INDIAN WOMAN.,

_

<t Let not ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ;
Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainfu! smile,
The short and simple annals of the poor.”—-&'ray.

- -o-

It was a comfortless morning in the month of March,
18i4, when | first formed an acquaintance with the sub-
ject of the following sketch.

She called to solicit a few erusts, meekly saying, she
“ desired nething but the crumbs—they were enough for
bher poor old body, just ready to crumble into dust.” ¥
had heard of Sarah, a pious Indian woman, and was there-
fore nrepared toreceive her with kindness.  And remem-
bering ike words of my Lord who said ¢ inasinuch as
ye have done it unto one of the least of these my breth-
ren, ve have done it unto me,”” 1 was ready to imparta
portion of wy littls unto her (for little alas, was all m
atore.) And how, (I asked her) have you got aleng, th!
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2 POOR SARAH.

long, cold winter, Sarah? ¢ O, Misse, (she replied) God
better to Sarzh than she fear. When winter come on, Sa-
yah was in grea” doubt. No husband, no child here, but
. she wicked, gone a great deal. What if great snow
come ? what if fire go out 7 nabor great way off—-what
if sick all 'lone ? what if die ? unobody know it. V- lile
1 thick so, in my heatt,then  cry : while [ crying,s0 :>-
thing speak in my mivd, aod say, trust God, Sarah ; e
iove his people, he never leave them, he never forsexe
them ; he never forsake Sarah, he friend indeed. Go tell
Jesus, Sarab, he love hear ‘prayer, he often hear Sarah
pray. Sol wipe my eyes,don’t cry any more ; go out in
bushes, where nobody see, fall down on my old knees
and pray. God give me great many words ; pray great
while. God make all my mind peace. When 1 gev up,
go in house, can’t stop praying in my mind. All my
heart burn with love to Go:d ; willing live cold, go hungry,
be sick, die all "lone if God be there. He know best; Sarah
don’t know, so I feel happy; great many day go singing

Baptist hymn—

« Now I can trust the Lord forever,
He can clothe, and he can feed,

He my rock, and he my Saviour,
Jesus is a friend indeed.”

Well Sarah, have you been comfortably supplied?
it O yes,” she replied, « I never out corn-meal once all
winter.” But how do you cookit, Sarah, so as to make
it comfortable food ? 0, 1 make porridge, Misse ; some~
times I get out, like to-day, and I go, get some crusts bread
and some salt put in it,then it is so nourishing to this poor
old body ; but when can’t get none, then make it good I
can, and kueel down, pray God to bless it to me; and I
feel if God feed me,and be so happy here Qaying her band
on her heart.) Oh what a lesson, thought 1, for my re-
pining heart. But do you have no meat or other neces-
saries, Sarah? ¢ Not often, Misse; sometimes I get 80 hun-
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grv for it,T begin feel wicked, then think how Jesus hungry
in the d.sart. But when Satan tempt him to sin, to get
food, he would not. So I say, Sarah won’t sin to getvict-
vals. I no steal, no eat stole food, though be hongry ever
so long* Then God gives me small look of hisself, his
Son, and his glory.  And I think in my heart, they all
be mine soon ; then T no suffer hunger anv more—my
Father have there many mansions.” Sarah, said I, you
seem to have some knowledge of the Scriptures ; can you
read ¢ ¢ [ can spell out a little, I cant rcad like you white
folks ; Oh, if I could.” Here she burst into tears. But
after regaining her composure, she added, “ this, Misse,
what I want above all things, more than victuals or
drink. O how often I beg God teach me to read, and he
do teach me some. When I take Bible, kneel down and
pray, he show me great many words,and they be so sweet,
I want to know a great deal more. O when I get home
to heaven, then I know all, no want to read any more.”
In this strain of simple picty, she told me her first interest-
ing story. And when she departed I felt a stronger evi-
dence of her being a true child of God, than I have ac-
quired of some professors, by a long acquaintance. In
oune of her many visits she afterwards made me, she gave
me in substance the following account of her conver-
sion. She lived according to her owu sccount, unul she
became a wife and a mothzr, withcut hope and without
Gud in the world (having been brought up in extreme ig-
norance,) her husband treating her with great severity.
She beame dejected and sorrowful, and to use her own
sunple language, ¢ [ go sorrow, sorrow all day leng. When
the might come, husband come home angry, beat me so,
then I think, O, if Sarah had friend, Sarah no friend ;
I no want tell nabor I got trouble, that make only worse.
So I e quiet, tell nobody, only cry all night and day for
one good friend. One Sunday, good nabor come, and sayv,
come Saruzh, go Meetin.  So I cailed iny chiidien, teil “em

* This might vefer to food stolen by her wicked davghte:
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stay in house while I go Meetin. When got there, minis-
ter tell all about Jesus 5 how he was bora in stable, go
suffer all his life, die on great Cross, bury, rise, and go up
into heaven, so always be sinner’s friend. He say oo, if
vou got trouble, go to Jesus. He best friend in sorrow, lie
cure all your sorrow, he bring you out of trouble, he sup-
port you, make you willing suffer. So when I go home,
think great deal what minister say, think this the friend I
want, this the friend I cry for so long. Poorignorant Sa-
rah, never hear so much about Jesus before. Theun I try
hard to tell Jesus how I want such friend. But, O, my
Lieart so hard, can’t feel, can’t pray, can’t love Jesus,
though he so geod. This make me sorrow more and
more. When Sunday come, want go Meetio ’gain. Hus-
pand say, you suan’t go; I beat you if you go. Sol
wait till he go off huuting, theo shut up children safe, aud
;un to meetin, sit down in door, hear minister tell how bad
iny heart is —no love to God, no love to Jesus, no leve
1o pray. So, thaen, Isee why can’t have Jesus for friend,
cause got so bad heart: then go prayin all way home,
Jesus make my heart better.  When gey home find child-
cen safe, feel glad husband no come; ouly feel sorry ’cause
iy wicked heart don’t kiiow how make it better. When
{ go sleep, then dreamn I can read good book; dream I
read there, Sarah must be born again: In morning keep
thonking what that word mean.  When husband go work,
riin over iny good naboy, ask her if Bible say so. 'Then
2ue read me, where that great man go sce Jesus by night,
‘canse ‘frand o in day time. [ think le just like Sarab.
She must go in scecret, to hear ’hout Jesus, eisc husband
ne engrv,and beat her.  Then feel ’couraged in mind, de-
teymeined to have Jesus for friend. 3o ask nabor hew get
goud beart,  She teti nie, give your heart to Jesus, e will
give Hoty Suirity; make it better.  Sarah don’t know what
she mean—uever hear ’bout Holy Spiut.  She say must
a0 meetin next Suuday, shie will tell intmister ’bout me—
te telt me whatto do. S0 Sarah go hear bow must be born
“roiny Minister say, veu must go fall down ‘fore God @ tell
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him you grieved ’cause you sin—tel! him you want belter
heart—teil him for Christ Jesus’ sake, give Holy Spirit,
make your heart new. Then Sarah go home light, ’cause
she kuow the way. When get home; husband beat me,
‘cause I go meetin—don’t stay home work. [ say, Sarah
can’t work any more on Sunday, ’cause sin ’gainst God.
I rather work nights when moon shine. So he drive me
hoe corn, that night, he so angly. [ want to pray great
deal, so go out boe corn, glr‘al all the time. When come
in house, husbhand sleep. n I kneel down and tell Je-
sus take my bad heart—can’t.bear bad hearl; pray give
me Holy Spicit, make my heart soft, make it all new. So
great many days Sarah go beg for a new heart. Go meet.
in all Sundays ; if husband beat me, never mind it ; go
hear good pnabor read Bible every day. So after great
while, God make all my miud peace. I love Jesus; love
pray to him; love tell him all my sorrows : He take away
my sorrow, make all my soul joy; only sorry ’cause can’t
read Bible—learn how to be like Jesus; want to be like his
dear people Bible tell of. So I make great many brooms,
go get Bible for ’em. When come hone, husbaod call me
fool for it ; say he burn it up. Then I go hide it; when
he gone get it, kiss it many times ’cause it Jesus good word.
Then 1 go ask nabor if she learn me read; she say yes.
Then I go many days learn letters, pray God all the while
help me learn read his hely word. So, Misse, I learn
read Baptist Hymn; learn spell out many good words in
Bible. So every day take Bible, tell my children that be
God’s word, tell ’em how Jesus die on cross for sianer :
then make ’em all kneel down, I pray God give them new
heart ; pray for husband too, he so wicked. O how I
sorry for him, (ear his soul go in burning lame.” Sarah,
said I, how long did your Irusband live ? “ O he live great
many year.” Did he repent and become a good man?
% No, Misse, I’fraid not; he sin more and more. \Vien
he get sick I iu great trouble for him; talk every day to
him, but he no hear Sarah. I say, how can you bear go
in burning fire, where worm never die, where fire noer
A2
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go out. Atlast he getangry, bid me hold my tongue. So
1 dou’tsay any more, only mourn ove: Lim every day *fore
God. When be die, iny heart say, Father, thy will be
done—Jesus do all thmgs well. Sarah can’t help him now,
he be in God’s hands; allis well. So then give my heart
all away to Jesus, tell him I be all his; serve him all my
life ; beg Holy Spirit come fill all my heart, make it all
clean and white ike Jesus. Pray God help me learn more
of his sweet word. And now, Sarah live poor Indian
widow great many long y:ar: always find Jesus friend,
husband, brother,all. He make me willing suffer ; w:llmg
live great while in this bad world, if he see best. ’Bove

all, he give me great good hope of glory when I die. So
now I wait patient till iny change come.”

While she was giving this narration, her countenance
bore strong tesumuny to the diversified emotions of her
soul. I might greatly snell the list of particulars; but T
design only to give the outlines of an example, which
would have dene honor to the highest sphere in life ; and
which 11 my opinion, is not the lrss excellent, or less
worthy of imitation, because shrouded in the veil ofpoverty
and sorrow. It was evident she meditated mnuch on what
little she knew of divine things: And what she knew or
God’s word, was te her like honey and the honey cowmb.

She was in the habit of bringing bags of sand into the
village, and seling it for foord, Sometimes she breueht
grapes and other kinds of fiuit.  Dut as she wa ked by the
way, she tonk Little notice of any thing that passed (except
children, whom she seidom passed without an aflectionate
word of exhertaiion o be gnod, <av their pravers; learn to
read God’s goud word, &c. accompanied with a bunch of
grapes or an apple. Thus she engaged the affeciion of
many a little heart,) bit seemed absorbed in meditaton,
and vou might often have obsrrved bei Liands upuaiied,
in the atiitude of prayer. One day,after having ohserved
her as she came, 1 asked her how sbe could briug such
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heavy loads, old as she was, and feeble. ¢ O, said she,
“ when 1 get great load, then I go pray God give me
strength to cairy it. So I go oo, thinkiog all the way
how good God is, give his only Son die for peor sinner;
think how good Jesus be, suffer so much for such poor
creature : how good Holy Spirit was, come into my bad
heart, make it ail new: so these sweet thoughts make my
mind so full joy, I never thiok how heavy sand be on my
old back.” Here, said I to my heart, learn how to taake
thy heavy load of iron cares easy.

One day she passed with a bag o sand. On her return
she called on me ; I enquired how much Mrs. gave
her for the sand. She was unwilling to tell, and I feared
she was unwilling lest I should withhold my accustomed
mite, on accounit of what she had already received ; 1
therefore insisted she should let me see. Slie at length
cousented, and I drew from the bag a bone, not contaiuning
meat enovgh for half a meal. Is this all? Did that rich
woman tuin you off so ? How cruel, how hard hearted,
\ exclaimed ! ¢ Misse,” she replied, ¢ this made me *fraid
let you see it 5 I ’fraid you wou!d be angry: I hope she
have higger heart next time, only she forget now, that
Jesus promise to pay her all she give Sarah. Don’t be an-
gry, | pray God to give her a great deul Ligger heart.”
The conviction, that she possessed in an eminent degree
the spirit of Him, who said, “ bless them that curse you,”
and praved for his murderers, rushed upon my mind with
enc:gv, and [ cou'd eompare myself in some measure to
those who sad, ¢ shall we command fire to come down
from Hea-en,” &c. 1 think 1 never felt deener self ab-
horrence and abasement: 1 left her for a nsowment, and
from the few comfoi*s | possess d, gave hici a cousiderable
portion.  She received then with the most visible marks
of gratitude—avose to depart, went to the doer, and then
turued, looking e in the face with evident coucern. da-
rah. san! I what sould veo Linve 7 Ssapposins shie wanfed
sommetling § had mot thouohe o ool feaced ty oasky 7
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my good; Misse,” said she, ¢ nathing, ouly “fraid your L.y

heart fzel sonie proud, ’cause vou ;- ve maore for nothing
than Misse —-— for sauwd.” 'Phis faithiuiness, added to
her piety and grattude, compleizd the swell of feeling
already rising ia iy sou!, sid bursting into tears, I said,
Q Sarah ! when you v-ay ibat Mrs. may have a big-
ger neart, don’t foruct to pray that I may have a hum-
bler one. I will Misse, I will,”” she exclaimed with joy,
and hastened on ler way. Another excellence in her
character, was, that she loved the habitation of God’s
house, and often appeared there, when fromn bad weather
or other causes, mauny a seat of allluence was empty. She
was always carly, ever clean and whole in her apparel,
thoug sometimes alinostas much divers'fied with patches
as the shepher I’s cout.  She was very old and quite fee-
kle, yet she generally stood during public service, with
eyes rivetted on the preacher.

I have somelimes overtook her on the steps, after sex-
vice, and tapping her on her shoulder, would say, have
you hed agood day, Saruhr ¢ All good, sweeter than
Iioney,” she would reply.

In the spring of 1818, it was obser~ed by her friends that
she did not appear at meeting as usual, and one of her
particular female benefactors asked her the reasou ; when
she with streawming eyes told her, that her clothes had be-
come s0 old and razged that she couid not come with coin-
fort or decency ; but said she had been praying God
to provide for her in this respect, a great whiie, and tell-
ing Jesus how much she wauted to go to his house of
prayer, und expressed a strong desire io be rezigoed and
submissive to his wiil.  'F'his was soon conmmnunicated to
a few friends, who promptly vheyed tire call of Provi-
dence, and soon furmshed this sutlering wember of Christ,
with a very decent suit of apparel, 'U'his present was al.
most overpowering to Ler gratefol heart, She received
tuem as from the Land of Lher heaven!y Fatlior and kinl
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Redeemer, in answer to her special praver. But this did
not in the least diminish her giatitude to her benefactors ;
but said she would go onteli Jesus how good 4is ear peo-
ple was to tlis poor old creature, aud pray ier good Fa-
ther to give them great reward.

Two of the garments given her, she received with every
mark of joy. Ou baing asked why she set so high a value
on these, she replied; ¢ O, these just what I pray for so
long, so to lay out my poor old body, clean and decent,
like God’s dear white people when I die.,” These she re-
quested a friend to keep for her, fearing to carry them
howne, lest they shouid be taken from her. She was,
however, persuaded to wear one of them to meeting, upon
condition that if she injured that, another should be pro-
vided ; the other was preserved by he: friend, and made
use of at her death.

Thus was this humbie band of femzle friends, honoured,
by annointing as it were the body, beforehand, to the buri-
al. And I doubt not but that her prayer was heard, and
will be avswered in their abundauot reward.  The last visit
I had fiom her, was in the sununeg of 1818. She had at-
tended a funeral, and retuining, called ab my cottage. She
coindiained of g eat w eariness, and pmn in her limbs, and
showed me her feei, which were much swollen. 1 enquir-
ed the cause: “0O,” said shie, with a serene smile, ¢ Death
coime creeping on, I think in grave yard to day, Sarah
musi ite bar soon.”  Well, are yeu willing to die? do you
feel readvr ¢ O, I hope ’\Ime, if my bad heart tell true, 1
williug apd cady to do just as Jesus bid me; if he say you
must die, I glad to go be with him; if he say, live and sul-
fer great deal moce, then I willing do that; 1 think Jesus
kuow best.  Sometune ! get such look of Lieaven, I long (o
go see Jesus 5 see happy angel, see holy satnt; throw away
my bad heart, lay down wy old body, and go where I no
sine. Then { tell Jcm:, he say, Sara h [ prepare a place
for you, then come take you to myse! ) Then I be Guils
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like child, don’t want to go till he call me.” Moch moic
she said upon this interesting subject, which indicated
a soul ripe for heaveny glories. When we parted, I
thought it very doub'fui whether we ever met again below.
In the oourse of three weeks from this tine, 1 heard that
Sarah was no more. Is Sarah dead ! said I: and the en-
qriry gave rise to the thoughts contamed in the following

lines :

Is Sarah dead 7 let not a sigh arise,

To mourn her extt from this world of wo
Rather let tears of joy suffuse the eyes

That oft have wept her suffering ctate helow.

Is sarah dead ¢ then those poor aged limbs
So long with pain and weariness oppressed,
An easy bed o youder grave shall find,

“ And lougand swest shall be the sacred rest.”

Is Sarah dead ? then never, never more,
Shall hunger force her from her wretched cot
With eager step, a mossel io implote,

Wheie poverty and tears are heeded not.

No longer bent hrneath a heavy load,

I see her strugg'e on her wea'y vay,

With Lfted hands, tmploniug streng:h of God
To bear the hcat and burden of the day.

That untaught mind shall wow lament no mare
its Scanty knowledge f God’s holv word ;

Or grieve that the had not begun belore

To banquet on the goodness ol thie Lord,

Ilov?d thre Saran, for Iwell could trac e

My Savicu:’s imace onthy humole »ouc:
2 S . y

Your heartilie seat of his Almighty ¢re,

Audevery action prov’d nSsaeet ooptro!
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O happy Sarah ! though so poor and low,
that few »a thee wouls cast a pritying look,
Since thy R~deemer deign’d his love to show,
And wrote tihy name in life’s immortal book :

And rather far, would I thy triumph’s share,
(And ere the triumph all thy sorrows feel)
Than gain the laurel earthly conqu’rors wear,
And all the scepires kings and princes wield.

Thus, while the pen of many aready writer is employed
in imparting instruction, reproof, or correction, to the
rising, or risen generation ; while the deeds of the mighty
are recorded with splendour, the exploits of the heroes pro-
claimed from the house tops, and the virtues and chari-
ties of God’s people are exhibited, that others may see
their good works and glorify their Father who is in heave
en, I would, according to my humble ability, snatch from
oblivion the example of one,who, though scorned by
the proud, and overlooked by the great, yet was known
and beloved by a humble few, and by them the grace
of God was magnified on her account. '



