
From: R. Kitchener <kitchr99@sprint.ca> X3383/1
To: Peter Whitlock <whitlock@valleynet.bc.ca>
Subject: Re: John Whitlock of Frithelstock
Date: January 26, 2000 6:55 AM

Peter:

No problem! :-)

Entry:

"Died at Frithelstock in the Shebbear circuit October 8, 1840, John
Frithelstock aged 38. About two years before his death, he was laid up with
th Typhus fever for 14 weeks, and never properly recovered afterwards. The
complaint terminated in consumption, and at length, the rupture of a
blood-vessel."

This entry is somewhat different than most, as it almost entirely goes on
about his moral character, rather than giving familial data. It does speak
of his wife, but no mention of her name or any children. Usually they
contain moral and religous beliefs, but not as much as this one!!!

Sometimes, if people are sure that the entry does belong to an ancestor,
they want the whole obit. Is this the case with you? If you do, it is not
overly long, being one page, but it contains no other data than above.
Please let me know.

Donna (cccold in Toronto!!!)
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From: R. Kitchener <kitchr99@sprint.ca> X3383/2
To: Peter Whitlock <whitlock@valleynet.bc.ca>
Subject: Re: John Whitlock obit
Date: February 6, 2000 8:18 PM

Peter:

Complete Obit as follows:

Died at Frithelstock, in the Shebbear Circuit, October 8, 1840, John Whitlock, aged 38. During
the days of his youth he appears to have been more moral than the genreality of the young
people with whom he was surrounded, but rested short of obtaining inward religion. Before his
marriage, the subject of family prayer engaged his thoughts, and some resolutions were made
respecting that duty should he live to have a house of his own. Resolutions however,
respecting futurity, when there is not sufficient determination to carry them into practice
immediately, often prove the means of hardening the heart, and prolonging the sinner's
rebellion against his Maker. In this case, the resolution in question not only proved fruitless, but
the heart of our deceased brother became so hardened, and his life so careless, that he
scarcely ever went to any place of worship; but wandered about from one place to another on
the Sabbath, in idleness and sloth. The first thing that aroused his attention to the subject of
religion was his wife's attending one of our prayer-meetings. She was induced to attend
through the invitation of a female relative. They calculated that they were too late, and while
conversing on that subject, her friend observed , "We shall lose several good prayers"
calculating that two or three of the friends would have prayed before they arrived at the place of
meeting. The observation took hold of her mind, and led her to think more about prayer,
through the importance thus attached to it. Poor brother Whitlock now became dreadfully
alarmed about his wife's attending the meetings! He thought he should be a ruined man! He
wandered about the fields in lonely places; his family not knowing what was become of him; and
he was tempted to destroy himself. But God, who is rich in mercy, and long-suffering towards
rebellious sinners, over-ruled it all for good; for in less than a fortnight, his mind became so
altered, that he said to his wife on Saturday evening, "I love you better than I ever did. I believe
you are a child of God, and I am a child of the devil." The change soon became apparent. He
shaved the same evening, instead of leaving it till Sunday morning, as he had done before; and
began to cry to God for mercy, with an earnestness which bespoke the anguish of a sin-sick
soul. On the Sunday morning he was in readiness to attend the class-meeting; and for the first
time joined with the friends in that means of grace. Overwhelmed with distress of mind, he was
now ready to embrace every opportunity which presented itself to get spiritual benefit; and for
this purpose hastened to the neighbouring parish of Langtree in the afternoon to hear the word
of God. The house was crowded before he came; but the people, who saw his distress, made
way for him to get in; and before that meeting closed, he was made happy in a Saviour's love;
and went home to his family rejoicing in the God of his salvation.

The subject of this sketch enjoyed a good degree of health until he had an attack of the
Influenza; after which his constitution became more susceptible of disease. About two years
before his death, he was laid up with the Typhus fever fourteen weeks, and never properly
recovered afterwards. The complaint terminated in consumption; and at length, the rupture of a
blood-vessel, rapidly hastened him to the house appointed for all living.

I had the opportunity of speaking to him, at the Michaelmas renewal of tickets, for the first
and last time. He spoke confidently and Scripturally of his interest in Christ; and appearing
conscious that the closing scene was drawing near. In the worst of his affliction, I am informed,
he manifested an unshaken confidence in God. And though on one occasion, he complained of



some dark seasons; in answer to prayer the gloom was soon removed , and his end was
triumphant. His last words were, "I
am going home! I am going home!"

Thus died, John Whitlock; having held his way from the commencement of his pilgrimage, till
death

X3383/3
closed his career; a period of about nine years; six of which he was a local Preacher. He would
frequently talk to his neighbours on the subject of religion; and some of them, who used to
oppose him, now admire his zeal; and think more of his remarks since his death, than they did
while he was living.

The following lines entitled "Funeral Thoughts," were composed, it is said by an unconverted
person, one of his neighbours, as a tribute of respect to his memory. They are dated October
11, 1840, the day of the funeral.

Hark! Hark! the mournful village bells proclaim
The peaceful Christian's rest from earthly pain,
The sable group now bear, his corpse along:
Who weak whilst living, now thro' Christ is strong;
He tho' oppress'd by sickness, whilst on earth
Now rests in peace, with him who knew his worth.

He's gone to stand before his Maker's throne,
To answer there the deeds which he has done:
Happy whilst dying, in his Saviour's love,
Speaks the plain truth by angels known above,
That tho' his body, rests beneath the sod,
His soul reposes with the Lamb of God.

R. Kinsman

*Hope you enjoyed reading that Peter, as much as I enjoyed typing it!! Good luck in your
research, and I will keep my eye out for any snippets which may benefit you.

Donna
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