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FROM HARBORNE TO HEAVEN.

CTHE past month has been a sorrowful one for
our comrwde, Superintendent Wass, of
Harborne, Birmingham. As he tearfully

waiched beside her bed on Sunday afternoon, the

Sod ulb., his beloved wife, unexpectedly, but with

® great peace in her heart, passcd away to be

with Jesus. Thus closed to carth a uscful life,
ihat for many years had been devoted to God
aud service in the Salvation Avrmy,

* Unexpected " to her husband ; but it would
seemn that Mrs. Wass had a premonition of her
end, and, with wonderful caliuness and collec-
Wreness, prepared the following heautiful letter,
0 be read ab the grave-side.  Qur
space is limited, but we feel we
runst devote the most of it to a
reproduction of this message,
Selieving it will appead to many
Bearts as from the Unseen World,
snd have a far-reaching effect for

“ To be Read at my Funeral.
“A. Wass.

“ I feel, I long to be able to look
ever the battlements of Glory and
#2z somebody, yea, many, coming
out from their sin and giving
isemselves up to God.

“ Doubtless there are many here
So-day that have come out of
cariosity to see what an Army
foneral is like, and pberhaps as
yea are listening to my com-
sades urging upon you fo prepare to mceet Qod,
Joa jeel Sou ought to do so.  Just now, perhaps,
¥ou feel you must, and yet there aro many things
soming infto your mind which keep you back, and
wou shink: ¢ Oh, well, I shall be ali right when I
2=t home. It is only seeing this one pub under
“ee clods that makes me feel thus.’ Oh, my
precious friends, how much longer do you intend
“ifling with the Spirit of God? As you hear
“dust to dust, ashes to ashes,” repeated over my
sody, you feel a shudder come over you, and you
Ewow the very words will ope day, perhaps very
#s2n, be read over you, hut where will that price-
“m soul bez  Will you be walking the streets of
e New Jerusalem, as I am now? Will you be free
fom pain and care, as 1 am now? Will you be
‘soking into the faco of that dear, dear Saviour
Who died for us,as I am now?

* Do not think, when you look
—mave, that Mrs. Wass is there. No, no, look up ;
fam beyond the reach of death. You are only
‘seking upon that poor tarthly house which could
=0 louger hold the happy spirit. Now I am just
waiting with my redeemed comrades, up here, to

down into this
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MRS, WASS,

—

send up a shout that shall make Leaveu ri
* Behold he, or she, prays.’

*“Many of you standing here to-day will ¢
remowmber this time of your life. I Ewew God
speaking to you now. What is it keeps you bac
Oh, give way. When you are in the grare it v
be too late to pray. Pray now, just here, round
open grave. Make up your mind that yoa will ¢
ny hand on the other side of the River. Wi
your feot are dipping in the River of Death, 3
will want Jesus to cling to, and youshall have H
if you will only give Ilim your heart. Oh. Jet
g0, and take Jesus to-day.

* Now, my dear, dear comrades in the Army,a
brothers and sisters outside
ranks, just a word with you. I
want you to hold on fo God.
all you profess to be; nok only
public, but behind the scenes, !
80 18 60 keep the smile of God.
will give you the grace to !
hour by hour to please Him. (
don’t lot the world lock Tpon 7
a8 a sham, but let them see and ;
you are notonlya professor (wh
the world is tired of), butin real
o child of God.

“T am just waiting o give 3
a welcome home.

“One oF TeE DBroon-wasme:

Turowe.”

This lctber was read by thel
reaved husband to the gn
crowd around the grave, a
callous indeed must have be
the heart ummoved, unresponsive.

According to her wish, Brigadier Marshall, {
Head Oftice Manager of the Life Assuru
Society, conducted the funeral, and amongst t
followers were a number of te ST and Fic
Oflicers, Assistant-Superintendents, and Ager
of the Birmingham Division, and about one hu
dred soldiers of the Birmin gham and ITarbor
Corps, by whom she was esteemed and loved.

Mrs. Wass, together with her husband, beca:
associated with the Salvation Army at Harwic
i 1883, and they together beeame officers
1885. Many hundreds, in various ecor
throughout the country, will remember o
promoted comrade with soul-gratitude. Nuir
rous arc the testimonies to her consistent m
uselul life, but the following from a muinist
whom she often assisted mmst suffice : T sl
always count it n great privilege to have knov
your dear wife. Hers was a beautiful eharaet
—s0 Christ-like. There are scores who will ble
God through all eternity that they knew her.”



