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Chapter 1: The Day of Early Visitation


Childhood to the Seventeenth Year



Ann Crowley opens her memoir by insisting that it is not a journal at all — only “a few memorandums,” set down because gratitude would not let her stay silent. What follows is one of the most candid accounts of a Quaker childhood we have: a girl who knelt in her own bedroom without knowing why, who felt something like divine approval when she obeyed, and who then talked herself out of it. Watch for the bargain she strikes with herself in this chapter — a few years of worldly pleasure first, religion afterwards — and for her unsparing verdict on what that reasoning cost her. Her closing appeal to parents is the first flash of the preacher she would become.






	Why she wrote: gratitude, not ambition, and no expectation of leaving a journal

	The earliest stirrings of conscience, and kneeling in secret “like Samuel of old”

	The bargain of delay — worldly pleasure now, obedience later — and the deadness it brought

	A fondness for dress and music, checked by her parents’ firmness

	An appeal to religious parents on the trust committed to them

	Her sixteenth year: a powerful visitation of heavenly love and the decision to obey

	Her seventeenth year: the sudden death of her father while she was away from home







I have no expectation of leaving behind anything that deserves the name of a journal. But it seemed to me that I would fail to show the gratitude I owe the Author of all good if I did not pass on some account of the Lord’s gracious dealings with me. So I have been drawn to set down a few memorandums.


The memory of the many mercies and the abundant loving-kindness I have been shown has often laid my soul low. It has raised this language in me: what shall I give you, O God, in return for the benefits and favours you have bestowed on your unworthy servant?


When I was very young, my mind was visited with the gentle reproofs of instruction. When I acted in keeping with the religious teaching I had been given, I felt what I now believe was divine approval. I felt it before I knew that this was the precious gift of grace at work in my heart. I remember certain seasons of humiliation well. In the depth of contrition I would kneel down in my bedroom, feeling the spirit of sweet supplication. Like Samuel of old, I did not recognise the voice of the Lord that moved me to this act of duty. Yet when I rose from my knees I felt so happy that it made me wonder what could be the cause of such sweet and peaceful feelings.


Through the teaching of the Holy Spirit I soon understood: it was the influence of heavenly love on my heart. Had I been wise enough to keep close to that all-sufficient gift of grace, I might have magnified the Lord’s power in my early years by becoming a preacher of righteousness in my life and conversation. But I did not dwell with this blessed gift, and I did not keep a constant watch. So the enemy of all good gained the upper hand over my convinced judgement. I was miserably deceived into thinking that I might indulge myself for a few years in worldly pleasures, and afterwards submit to the cross and become a religious person.


This worldly reasoning brought death and darkness over my awakened understanding. I largely lost the sense of those tender impressions I had been mercifully given in the day of early visitation. But thanks be to a gracious God, who kept me from all gross evil during this season of revolt. He often followed me with close conviction when I indulged a vain mind, and when I dressed this frail body in clothing inconsistent with the simplicity of the Truth. A fondness for dress and for music were two of my greatest weaknesses. I am bound in gratitude to acknowledge that if it had not been for my parents’ care, advice, and prudent restraint, I might have gone to great lengths in both.


So, in the love of the gospel, I would most earnestly and most affectionately urge all religious parents to be faithful in discharging their important duties. Let them remember that they have been appointed as caretakers over a very important trust. Happy will those parents be who can stand acquitted in the divine sight on the day of righteous inquiry, having done everything they could to preserve their children in true simplicity and in the fear of the Lord.


About the sixteenth year of my age I was again favoured with a powerful visitation of heavenly love. Through the tender mercy of a compassionate Father I saw that there was no other way to obtain present peace and everlasting happiness. I must believe the dictates of the Spirit of Truth revealed in the heart, and yield obedience to them. As I gave myself up to follow the Lord’s will as it gradually unfolded, I felt my strength increase to bear the cross and despise the shame. In this way I began to understand, in my own measure, the truth of that saying: those who are faithful in a little shall be made rulers over more. I saw with complete clearness that Christ is the only “way, the truth, and the life,” and that our words and our actions must be governed by his Spirit.


In this awakened state I often prayed in secret to the God and Father of all our sure mercies. I asked that his almighty presence might be as walls and bulwarks around my fearful and trembling spirit. I asked that he would keep me steadfast in the faith and watchful in prayer. Then the enemy of my soul’s salvation could not again draw me aside from the simplicity of the Truth as it is in Jesus, our only Redeemer and hope of glory. I was mercifully favoured to experience a change of heart, and I knew something of the new birth into righteousness. But I found that he who was a liar from the beginning was very busy with insinuations designed to trick me into disbelieving what I had now experienced of religion’s blessed effects on the heart. Many were my conflicts, known only to an all-seeing God. He had compassion on my tried state. He often brought the calming influence of his living presence to settle me into a holy quiet and a humble trust. In that quiet I felt a sweet, comforting peace clothe my panting mind.


About the seventeenth year of my age I met with a very close trial that plunged my mind into deep affliction. My tenderly loved and honoured father, whose health had been declining for some years, was suddenly taken from works to rewards by a stroke. I was away from home at the time, and had been for several months. That increased my sorrow, because it meant I had been deprived of the satisfaction of performing the last offices of a daughter’s duty, and robbed of the consolation of witnessing the peaceful close of an affectionate, indulgent parent.


How unspeakably great is the loss children suffer when those who have tenderly cared for them are taken away. It is a loss felt both in the preservation of a young mind and in the comfortable provision made for the body. How wise it would be, and how acceptable to the great and good Parent of all living, if children so privileged would daily seek the right disposition to value such blessings. Let their conduct in all things and at all times show that they feel the obligation these unmerited favours lay upon them.
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