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“Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright; for the end of that man is peace.”


If monuments have been reared to the fame of the heroes of the battle-field, who have fought for 
the honour of their sovereign and their country, and if their names are handed down to posterity, 
and embalmed in the memory of man on account of their chivalrous deeds, I know of no reason 
why the Church of Christ should remain silent at the death of the heroes of the cross, who have 
fought nobly in the field of spiritual conflict, and who have gone to heaven to receive their eternal 
reward.


THOMAS, the son of JOHN and MARY PAGE, was born at Colchester, in the county of Essex, 
September, 1792, his parents were strictly moral, and attended the Established Church, until the 
Wesleyans took a room in which to preach the Gospel in that part of the town where they resided. 
They became attached to the Wesleyans, and furnished a room for Divine worship, the family 
attended the preaching, and eventually the whole of them were converted to God. On one 
occasion when the Rev. Robert Pilter was preaching from Psalm xl. 2, Thomas Page was 
convinced of his sinful state, sought for mercy, and found redemption through the blood of Christ, 
and the forgiveness of all his sins. From that time he united with the Wesleyans, and continued 
with them nine years, during four of which he laboured as a local preacher.


When the Primitive Methodists visited that neighbourhood, Brother Page admired their mode of 
worship, and the lively manner in which they conducted Divine service, and occasionally preached 
for them; feeling a desire to be more extensively useful, he gave them his heart and his hand, and 
shortly afterwards was sent out to labour as a missionary, in Norwich circuit, at the end of twelve 
months he was stationed for Ripon Circuit, afterwards to Carlisle, Paisley, Kendal, and Silsden, in 
Yorkshire, where at the end of nine months he located. While he was in Scotland, he often 
preached out of doors, and in so doing ruptured a blood vessel on his lungs, and from that time 
he was unable to preach in the open air. 


When Brother Page located in the Silsden Circuit, he did not lose his zeal for the Lord of hosts, 
and devote the best of his energies to secular things, regardless of the interest of the cause of 
Christ, but he continued to wield the sword of the Spirit, and fight the battles of the Lord for 
upwards of twenty-eight years, nothing trivial could prevent him from attending his appointments, 
he could not bear the idea of places being neglected, he knew he had an important work to do, 
and used to say I must work while it is day, for the night cometh when no man can work.


At the latter end of his days, when his physical strength declined, he was no less desirous for the 
prosperity of our beloved Zion, I remember visiting him a short time after he was laid aside from 
his labours, and while conversing about the interests of the station, he said, “I pray for every place 
in the circuit, and am thankful to hear of its prosperity.” Oh, that all our office-bearers would feel 
thus interested, and labour more extensively for the accomplishment of the salvation of souls. At 
the commencement of his affliction he was severely assailed by the powers of darkness, and 
almost driven to despair. While the writer was with him one day, he had a mighty struggle with the 
enemy of souls, but by prayer, and faith in Christ, he was enabled to conquer, and afterwards 
said, ‘Tell the brethren I thank them for their united prayers, I have prayed for them and they have 
prayed for me; the enemy is not permitted to hamper me as before;” one day he said, ‘‘All my 
travelling and preaching, yea, all I have done is nothing by way of merit, but Jesus died for me, I 
rest in Christ, I rest on the atonement, his blood can make the foulest clean, and it avails for me.”


His affliction was of a very complicated and distressing nature, and affected his nervous system 
so much that at times he was not able to converse with his friends who called to see him. On one 
occasion, he had such a manifestation of the love of God as caused him to be unspeakably 
happy, and he said, “If I had strength, I would shout the praises of God, and he requested his dear 
wife and family to help him to praise God, saying,


“I’ll praise my Maker while I’ve breath.”

and often added,


“My Jesus to know,” &c.
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As his end drew nearer, he had clearer views of the emptiness of the world, and the fallacy of its 
pretensions, and said, ‘‘I never saw so much into the importance of these words before,


‘Nothing is worth a thought beneath.’


For the last three years I have been trying to live nearer to God, and now I am not alarmed at the 
approach of death, I have given myself into the Lord’s hands.” During his heavy and protracted 
affliction, he sometimes said, it would be hard work without Christ. The doctor expressed a desire 
that he might rally a little longer, but he said, “I have no choice.”


That religion which he preached to others, bore him up in the time of his greatest sufferings, and 
gave him peace and resignation as he neared the verge of the grave. He took a pleasure in 
conversing about the movements of the Connexion; his soul burned with celestial fire while 
listening to the news of success which came from different parts. During the last months of his 
life, he frequently said to the writer, after returning from appointments, “What success have you 
had in your round?” He was a thorough-going warm-hearted Primitive Methodist, and a friend to 
the ministers, and made them welcome to the best that his house could afford. He was affable, 
obliging, and possessed a tolerable knowledge of men and things. He was ever ready to do good 
to the bodies and souls of men. This caused him to be respected in Silsden and the circuit 
generally. The cry is, “He will be a missed man,” however, we must submit to the providence of 
God, and prepare to meet him in heaven.


A short time previous to his death he was delirious, but when his consciousness returned, he said, 
“I am so glad I have found all right with the Lord. Upon close examination I find all is well, I have 
not much ecstasy, but a well grounded hope.” About a fortnight before he died he revived a little, 
and said, ‘‘While I am able to speak, I wish to give my last advice to my dear children;” then 
calling his six daughters, separately, he said to each, “Now you must live to the Lord, pray much 
and read the Holy Scriptures, keep holy the Sabbath-day, and attend the means of grace, and 
what you have seen good in me try to copy after, and what you have seen wrong try to avoid, and 
be sure to meet me in heaven.” To his dear wife he said, “Be faithful, and I will welcome you home
—God bless you all—now I think I have done.” He remained quiet for a time, then looking up, he 
said to an intimate friend, “I am greatly disappointed; I thought I was nearer home.” On the Friday, 
he said, ‘I am in the sea; but my feet are dry.” Brother Glove prayed, and spoke to him, and he 
said, “I live by faith.” During the night he was very restless, and his relatives lifted him up a little, 
and he said, “Lord Jesus receive my spirit.” He lingered, apparently unconscious of all around 
him, till Monday morning, about six o’clock, June 7th, 1858. Thus died this kind father, this 
affectionate husband, in the sixty-sixth year of his age. May his daughters furnish a balm to the 
bleeding heart of their mother, by a life of personal piety and devotedness to God:
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