
  THE SOLILOQUY: At last I am in hell. In spite of all 
my resolutions not to come, I am here to suffer the 
just demands of a broken law. O God, can it be that 
I, who was taught the way of truth, virtue, and 
heaven, should choose sin, hell, and eternal 
damnation? Death and judgment are passed. The 
time of repentance has slipped away. Mercy's door is 
forever shut. I would not heed the warning voice of 
God, though it thundered in my ear night and day 
from my cradle to my grave. I hardened my heart 
and said, "I will not yield." At last death came; I 
tried to repent, but my heart would not melt, and 
my eyes refused to shed a tear. I passed into 
eternity a damned soul. The worm that never dies 
has coiled its slimy folds around my naked heart and 
in it fastened its venomous fangs. Merciful God, pity 
me! But the white winged angel of mercy has 
forever flown. The fiends with their bony hands are 
grasping for my defenseless soul. Away, ye devils, 
ye shall not touch me, ye shall not have my soul. 
Ah, they have me at last; it is useless for me to 
resist. Is there none to deliver none, Great God, 
none! I turned my back on Thee, now Thou dost 
refuse to hear my cry of anguish. The flames of 
damnation are wrapping my soul in shrouds of 
eternal misery. Oh that I had a drop of water to 
quench this raging thirst that consumes me, but 
there is no water. Devils laugh at my agony and 
exultant shout: "Enjoy the wages of sin!" FOREVER!  
 
  Oh God, I have been here but one short hour and 
have suffered more than a thousand tongues can 
tell; and must I forever suffer thus? Through the 
ceaseless ages yet to come must I still suffer on? 
None to heed my bitter prayers; none to say it will 
soon be over? It is forever! FOREVER! FOREVER! 
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  Death-Bed Events: Men have lived in this world so long 
and are so captivated by its wealth and grandeur, they 
seem to forget they are only visitors here and very soon 
they must leave for the Great Beyond. What a change it 
would make in the business world, in the social world, in 
the political world and in every walk of life if all men 
would seriously consider this awful thought! Reader, it 
will be only a few short days, months or years, before 
you will be upon your deathbed taking your leave for the 
Great Beyond. You have often talked about it and have 
stood by the bed side of your loved ones while they were 
leaving for the Land of the Unknown, but some day, 
perhaps much earlier than you think, you will cross the 
dismal main. 



THE PARTING HOUR: As someone once said, “There’s an 
end to all things.” Every thing ha s its last day, last hour and 
last moment. Let us now draw a pen picture of your last 
moments on earth. See yourself thin and pale, upon a 
deathbed, gasping for breat h while surrounded by a 
multitude of weeping relative s and friends. See the cold 
‘death-dew’ coursing its way down your fever-scorched 
brow; feel the death rattles in your throat. The physician is 
summoned and declares your case hopeless, and you have 
but a moment to live. And while lying in this position you 
awake to the fact that all of  the faces in the room, the 
furniture and every thing, is fading from your vision like a 
dream. All earthly sounds are dy ing away like a chime of 
evening bells. You also awake to the fact that the room is 
being filled with legions of de vils from the ‘Under World,’ 
and the impenetrable gloom of eternal night is settling like 
a dark cloud. You also realize that you have lost the power 
of utterance and your tongue cleaves fast to the roof of 
your mouth, and then you, you of all people, pass away. 
 
THE FUNERAL PROCESSION: The deathbed scene is past, 
while the news flashes throughout the village like lightning, 
you are dead! The undertaker is summoned and you are laid 
quietly in the casket. Your family and loved ones stand 
around in breathless awe with tear-bathed cheeks and 
breaking hearts. But you are gone hence to return no more, 
till the heavens shall flee away and the Judge of all shall 
come. At last the funeral hour arrives and the black wagon 
with its nodding plumes backs sl owly up to your door while 
the pall-bearers bring out your lifeless form. Alas! for the 
man who never had time. Time to  pray, to repent, to learn 
God’s word. Time to prepare fo r eternity. He at last has 
found time to die. He thought business, society, and politics 
could not exist without him but now he is dead and the 
world goes on just the same. So away marches the funeral 
procession to the lonely city of the dead.  

  The grave is opened, the body lowered into the cold bosom 
of the earth. The rueful clods are thrown in while your loved 
ones stand in breathless suspense and the minister pronounces 
these heart-rending words, “Dust to dust, ashes to ashes.” O, 
awful hour!  Finally all is over and the loved ones return home 
in grief and solitude wide as the world. There is a newly made 
grave in the cemetery beneath the sighing willow, a vacant 
place around the fireside and a familiar voice unheard. By and 
by the tears of the weeping ones will be staid, the bleeding 
hearts healed and you forgotten.  
  AWAKING IN ETERNITY: Oh, what a strange world! There is 
no sun, no moon, no water, no air, no land, no business, no 
friends. But desolation, night and emptiness everywhere, 
while these awful words resound  throughout that void of 
shore-less space‘This is Eternity!’ Let us notice a few things 
that take place with the sinner at this point. 1:  He is 
convinced of the fact that he  has really died and is not 
dreaming. His eyes are now opened to behold the mysteries of 
things unseen. He now realizes that even while dwelling upon 
earth he was surrounded with mo re spirits than men, more 
habitants of the thin air than of the solid ground. He also 
realizes that while dwelling up on earth he was on the border 
land of heaven and hell. 


