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Transcription of her obituary published in the Primitive Methodist Magazine by Thomas Ratcliffe


Mrs, JANE RATCLIFFE was born on the 8th, of April, 1810, at Skirlaugh, Yorkshire, in tho Hornsea 
circuit. In her youth she was very thoughtful, and strictly moral, but she, nevertheless, remained a 
stranger to saving grace until the year 1827, During the early part of her life, her general health 
was good, and being of a cheerful disposition she became exceedingly attractive, and had it not 
been for the excessive exertions she put forth to supply the wants of her afflicted relatives, it is 
probable she might have been saved from a great deal of bodily weakness with which she had to 
contend in the after part of her life, While she was in the bloom of youth, it pleased the Lord to lay 
his hand upon her brother William, and while he suffered this chastisement the young man 
deemed it to be his duty to preach Christ to those by whom he was surrounded; and to his sister 
Jane, to whom he was tenderly attached, he said, “Jane, dost thou know where wisdom begins?” 
Those few words, by the blessing of God, were the means of her resolving to become a follower 
of the Lord; her eagerness after forbidden pursuits was effectually checked. She immediately 
became a member of the Wesleyan Methodist church, a pattern of piety, and a teacher in the 
Sabbath school. And henceforward she lived a life consistent with her profession; she gave 
herself without reserve to the Lord, whom she truly loved, and delighted to serve.


On the 1st day of August, 1851, she became the devoted wife of the writer of this memoir, and the 
happiness resulting from our conjugal union it would be impossible to describe. The sweetness of 
her temper, the benevolence of her disposition, the gentleness of her will, the unaffected kindness 
she constantly manifested, and the sacrifices she was prepared to make for the benefit of her 
fellow-creatures, exceeded everything of the kind I ever witnessed. Whatever trial she had to 
endure it was contrary to her mature to be hurried into a violent state of mind, or overwhelmed 
with grief. She had no desire to become the possessor of any unbecoming authority, but she paid 
marked attention to that submission which the Bible requires of a Christian wife. She possessed 
all the requisites to constitute her an agreeable companion and a help meet indeed to her 
husband. In a word it is my candid conviction that a more loving, faithful, and obedient wife could 
not exist, This conclusion must not be regarded as the mere outburst of the anguish of 
bereavement, for after such feelings have softened down into pensive meditation, such is still the 
conviction of my mind. 


Her external habits, and well disciplined mind, were regarded by those who knew her as being 
excellently adapted for the sphere in which she moved. She loved the Lord above every other 
object. She put her trust in him and endeavoured to keep his commandments. Females of this 
description are a blessing to their country, and an honour to their sex. Mrs. Ratcliffe’s domestic 
practices, and the commiseration she felt for the ignorant, were admirably suited to the wife of a 
minister of the gospel. It is well known she would have shone in almost any sphere of life, but no 
condition short of a minister’s wife could have so fully developed her numerous excellences. She 
had a remarkable extemporaneousness which never failed her in keeping all things within the 
domestic circle in order. Her provident and pious virtues did much to render my house what it 
ought to be, “a sweet home.” She calmed the heart of her husband when ruffled by vexation, and 
encouraged him when depressed; she reminded him of his engagements when he might have 
been forgetful, and stimulated him to duty when he might have been remiss, and occasionally 
would urge compliance with present obligation “as the duty of every day required.” Never idle 
from early morn until bed-time, a ever well employed. She knew that he who had denounced 
idleness had also given the must powerful inducements to industry, especially in a religious life. 
She was of course human, and, as such, had her infirmities; nevertheless, those who knew her 
best were driven to the conclusion that she was daily trying to copy the example of a good wife as 
given by Solomon in the 31st chapter of the Book of Proverbs.


For a delicate female she had a splendid voice, and knew a great number of tunes, so that if there 
was no leading singer, especially on a week-day evening, and trying, as was her custom, to sing 
in the spirit and with the understanding also, she was of great service in this respect, and not only 
did good service to the congregation, but received much good to her own soul; hence we have 
frequently heard her say how she was blessed while singing such a hymn. 
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Her strict adherence to truth was eminent; she would speak the truth whether it was for her or 
against her. She said Mr. Wesley regarded anything that was calculated to deceive as an untruth, 
and she thought in that, as well as many other things, Mr. Wesley ought to be imitated. Perhaps 
the principal reason that she so strictly adhered to truth was her extensive knowledge of God’s 
Holy Word. That book was the Book of books to her. When trouble and anguish were her lot, 
God’s commandments were still her delight. During the time of our married life we had a 
considerable share of tribulation. but our greatest trial was endured while we were stationed at 
Alford, in Lincolnshire. On the 22nd of December 1864, death robbed us of our only child; that 
affliction was felt so exceedingly heavy, that for the space of four weeks I could not face a 
congregation, and had it not been for my wife’s fortitude, resignation, and untiring toil she 
bestowed upon me almost to the neglect of herself, it is exceedingly probable that I should never 
have entered the pulpit any more.


At the commencement of her last illness she seemed to entertain an impression that she should 
be restored to health; and when her relatives and friends appeared distressed at seeing her suffer, 
and wished to send for absent relations, she said, ‘‘I think your faith is not very good,” As she 
neared the eternal world, we felt very thankful to the Lord for continuing unto her the use of her 
reasoning faculties, so that she was able to converse, and try to make arrangements for the 
future. She asked me what I intended to do after she had left me, and went on to contrive what 
course I had better adopt. She also stated that it had been impressed on her mind that she should 
have been left a widow, ‘‘but now, she said, it appears to me that our heavenly Father wills that I 
should go first, and if so you must take my body to Skirlaugh.” She conversed about these things, 
and many others of a kindred nature, with all the composure imaginable. We asked her what she 
thought about exchanging earth for heaven—giving up her husband and her earthly dwelling, and 
taking possession of her heavenly mansion, closing her eyes to all below, and going to be for ever 
with Jesus. Her reply was, “For the sake of yourself I had a desire to live a little longer, but the will 
of the Lord be done.”


During the last few days of her life she quoted several portions of Scriptnre, as well as a number 
of the verses of Mr. Wesley’s hymns. Her last effort of this kind was—


“This, this is the God we adore,” &c


Afterwards for a few hours she conversed very little, and it became painfully evident from the 
alteration in her looks, the change in her voice, and the great difference in her breathing, that she 
was fast approaching the spirit world. But though life was ebbing apace, and her remaining 
strength gradually diminishing, she gave the most delightful assurances that she should soon be 
with her Redeemer. At five o clock in the morning, of the 3rd of April, 1873, without the slightest 
movement of the body, she calmly fell asleep in Jesus, aged sixty-three years.


The Rev. R. Cheeseman preached a very suitable and impressive funeral sermon on the occasion, 
in Clowes Chapel, Hull, April 13. According to her own request she rests with kindred dust in 
Skirlaugh grave-yard—


“No mortal woes can now disturb

The peaceful sleeper there,


The angels of our God look on

And watch with unremitting care.”


*Asleop in Jesus, blessed sleep,

From which none ever waked to weep.”


While her body rests in the tomb her spirit has entered into the joy of her Lord. And to God be all 
the praise we have—


“Light at the evening time!

Lot us walk patiently through darkness on,


Till we arrive where clouds and storms are gone,

And all eternity’s disclosures tell


The Saviour has done all things well.”
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The following impromptu was written three days after Mrs. Ratcliffe’s death by my old colleague in 
the ministry, the Rev. Henry Alderslade:—


“Honour'd sister, freed from danger,

Toil on earth with thee is done;


Now to bliss no more a stranger,

Fadeless glory thou hast won.


Mortals tell me thou art dead ;

Mourners crowd around thy bier;

Sorrow deeply droops her head; 

Chasten’d grief supplies a tear.


True, thou’rt gone, at Heaven’s behest ;

Gone from those who lov’d thee here ;


Never more to be distress'd,

By sin, or pain, or grief, or fear.


Dead — howe’er thou canst not be:

Jesus died—that thou mayest live :


Live, in heaven’s futurity;

Lasting strains of praise to give.


We, thy friends, are bow’d in sadness,

‘Neath this stroke, by Heaven decreed;


Yet we pant to share thy gladness,

And, by grace, to thee we'll speed.


Soon thy bliss may we inherit;

Earth in vain invites our stay—


God the Father, Son, and Spirit,

Bid us haste to thee away.


THOMAS RATCLIFFE.


[An extended memoir of Mrs. Ratcliffe is now published separately, to which we would 
respectfully invite the attention of our friends, it may be had at our Book Room.—ED.]
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