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Sacred Musings, or, Songs in the House of my Pilgrimage. By Septimus Sears.
Fragments of Experience, in Verse, written under the varies forms of sorrow
and joy which are common to Believers. Prefaced by a Letter containing some
Account of the Author's earliest Spiritual Exercises. By William Peake.—
(April, 1857.)

There is in poetry, we mean frue poetry, something inexpressibly charming to
those with whose natural tastes it is in accordance. To understand, admire,
and love it, and much more to write it, is a natural gift of comparatively rare
occurrence, and which, even when found, exists in very different degrees in
different individuals. This natural gift, whether confined to simply
understanding and enjoying it, or expanded into a power of poetical
composition, may be cultivated and improved by study and practice, and may
be refined to a high degree by industry and exercise, but can never be
communicated by them where it does not originally exist. In this it much
resembles music and drawing. If there be no natural ear for music, no
practice can enable a person to sing correctly; and if there be no natural taste
for drawing, all instruction will fail to make the pupil an artist. So it is with
poetry. No man can ever be a poet, in the real sense of the word, who does not
originally and naturally possess the rare gift of a thoroughly poetical mind;
and we much doubt if any one has even a dim perception of the exquisite
beauty of poetry, or any acquaintance with the peculiar feelings that it
kindles, unless his mental faculties are of a similar cast. As a proof; two men
shall read the same lines. To the one, they shall make the blood leap in his
veins, flush his cheek, fire his eye, and melt his heart into tears. The other
shall think them very good and very pretty, but see and feel no more in them



than in a page of Robinson Crusoe. So two companions in travel shall see at
the same moment, for the first time, the majestic range of the Alps spread
before them in all their matchless grandeur. The one is speechless with
rapture and admiration; the other thinks them very pretty, but, being tired
and hungry, thinks much more about his dinner. Which of these two is the
poet, which the man of prose? As, then, some persons are naturally incapable
of understanding and admiring a beautiful landscape, so others are naturally
incapable of understanding and admiring a beautiful poem.

But if to understand and enjoy poetry requires a special gift, how much more
is a larger endowment of the same peculiar faculty needed to pour forth
strains which shall at once proclaim their writer a true and genuine poet, and
not a mere versifier. In fact, it is not so much one gift as an assemblage of
many gifts, and these rarely united, that is required to constitute a true poet.
He must possess great and original powers of thought, an active and
thoroughly poetical imagination, feelings highly sensitive and acute, affections
deep and strong; and these must be combined with a musical ear exquisitely
attuned to sound, a rich and varied vocabulary of language, and a thorough
acquaintance with the laws of metre and rhythm. His mind, by original
constitution and long continued study, must resemble a musical instrument of
exquisite manufacture, which is susceptible of every tone and responsive to
every touch; and he must be a skilful performer upon it, thoroughly
acquainted with all its powers, and able to evoke at will every note through its
entire gamut. He must himself feel, deeply feel, every thought that arises in his
mind, and almost every thought to which he gives utterance must be the vivid
expression of this feeling. To move and stir the sluggish minds of others, he
must have his own mind moved and stirred to its lowest depths; and he must,
as it were, first bathe his words in the inmost recesses of his own heart, and
then bring them forth all dripping with the feelings by which he himself is
agitated. He should be able to clothe his ideas and feelings in the choicest and
most musical language; and the whole, both in design and composition, should
be under the control of a chaste and refined taste, so that nothing gross or
vulgar, low, far-fetched, or obscure, should mar the delicacy and beauty of his
thoughts and expressions. Though what he writes will often be the fruit of the
greatest labor, it should from its ease, appear thrown off spontaneously and
without the slightest effort; and, however highly polished by continual
corrections, his verse should show no trace of the file.

But the question at once arises, "If this is to be a poet, where will you find
one? You have set up a standard neither necessary nor attainable." To set up
a standard is one thing; to require full compliance with it is another. It is with
poetry as with every other product of the human mind or hand. Unless we set
up an ideal standard of beauty or excellency, we can have no definite rules of
judgment, nor any adequate and trustworthy points of comparison; and



without these, we are no judges whatever whether such and such a poem is
poetry, or such and such a writer is a poet. And this is just the case with most
readers. Having no standard in their own minds, or any poetical taste of their
own, they cannot distinguish between mere verse and real poetry. Of course,
in this as in every other product of the human mind, there are degrees of
excellence, and a man may be a good poet who is not a great one. In fact, the
gifts required for first class poetry are so great, that though the world has in
all ages been flooded with verses, there are scarcely a dozen great poets.
Excellence in any suit is so rare that for the same reason there never have
been many great musical composers, or great painters, or great sculptors, or
great orators. But to take a kindred instance; in music, there may be and are
persons who can sing very sweetly and accurately, who are not first-rate
singers, and individuals who can even compose with melody and harmony, do
not rise to the highest class of musical composers, so in poetry there may be
and are writers who are sufficiently led to shine and to please who are not
poets in the highest sense of the word.

But it is time for us to leave the ground of poetry as poetry, and speak of it as
attuned and adapted to the utterance of Christian thought and feeling. The
hints we have dropped are meant to show that poetry, whether secular or
religious, must emanate from a peculiar assemblage of original mental gifts,
and cannot be learnt like farming or arithmetic, as well as to beat down that
vain and conceited notion that every copy of verses put forth by any or every
scribbler is poetry. A man may tag rhymes all his life, and leave behind him
volumes of poems and piles of manuscript, of which the first is only fit for the
trunk maker, and the last for the butter merchant. A poet is as different from
a mere verse maker as a Handel from an organ grinder, a Michael Angelo
from a stone mason, or a Raphael from a travelling portrait painter.

But what a proof of man's degradation and desperate wickedness it is, that
this noble gift of poetry, the highest exercise, in one sense, of the intellectual
faculty, the harmonious combination of the most subtle and exquisite tastes,
which should only find their truest utterance in singing the high praises of
God, should be prostituted, for the most part to the service of the devil. Sin
and Satan have seized the lyre, which, as touched by the fingers of David,
sounds the pure songs of Zion, and have dragged it down from heaven to hell.
Naturally fitted, as we see in Holy Writ, to be a handmaid in the service of
God, she has been made to subserve the vilest passions of the human heart.
Lust and bloodshed, under the names of love and glory, have been her chosen
themes; and thousands have been stimulated into crime by her magic tones
chanted in the worship of these twin deities. In our own days, for instance,
what an awful influence for evil has Lord Byron's poetry exercised upon the
minds of thousands of the young and imaginative. What gloomy infidelity,
what hatred of all restraint, what pride and selfishness, what contempt of



everything holy and spiritual, have his powerful verses engendered or
nurtured in many a bosom. Youth is the season for those deep impressions
which influence a life; and to a mind of poetical cast there is sometimes a force
in one stanza of his glowing verse, which, imprinting itself on the memory as
in letters of fire, burns and smoulders, till it gushes forth in lava streams of
words and actions. We are not speaking here at a venture, but of what we
have seen with our own eyes in days long gone by, for we have personally
known those who apparently owed their ruin, body and soul, to the influence
of his poems. To the young and ardent of both sexes, to the romantic and
imaginative, to the meditative and melancholy, especially when under the
influence of that strongest of all human passions, love,—how seductive is that
poetry, which, in all the magic of verse, reveals and embodies their deepest
and most secret feelings; and how almost at will the enchanter can beguile
their thoughts and desires into the channel of his own headlong passions.
What the Bible is to a child of God their idolized poet is to them. They hang
over its pages, learn by heart its lines, are continually repeating to themselves
favourite passages, till they drink into the very spirit of the writer, and adopt
him as their model and guide.

Would that religious poetry exercised the same influence upon the children of
God that secular poetry has exercised in all ages upon the children of this
world. To a certain extent, and in a different way, we thankfully acknowledge
that it does. The blessing, for instance, that Hart's hymns have been made to
the church of God is incalculable. We name him, because, besides his rich and
deep experience, and spiritual unction and power, he evidently possessed a
large share of poetical gift. That there is something in the very form and
language of poetry is indisputable; for else how is it that a verse, or line of a
hymn, if it describe the experience of the soul, produces an effect which the
same thought would not produce were it expressed in simple prose? The
circumstance cannot be well explained, but the fact remains that there is
something in the poetry itself, through which, as an instrument, the Blessed
Spirit touches and melts the heart.

But independent of their qualities as poetry, spiritual and experimental
compositions in verse have a power peculiar to themselves. Tried indeed by
the standard that we have set up, few of our most admired hymns can be
called poetry—at least, not if Shakspere, Milton, and Byron are poets. But
they possess what these poets had not—a secret power over the soul, a power
contrasted with which, weighed in a spiritual balance, all their gifts are as
valueless as time compared with eternity. When we have read the most
beautiful compositions of earthly poetry, what impression do they usually
leave behind? One so abhorrent to the spirit of Christ, that, in a spiritual
frame, a Christian cannot read or even look at them. We are conscious to
ourselves of two distinct feelings and tastes; one that would revel in poetry



such as we have attempted to describe, the other that would turn away from
its carnality and worldliness with abhorrence; one that would despise the
baldness of many a hymn dear to the church of God, the other that would feel
and love the experience which it unfolds. For this reason, we feel it
exceedingly difficult to appreciate poetry strictly religious. Having read in
former days so much of first class poetry, as well as being naturally fond of it,
we are too much inclined still to read religious verses as literary compositions,
and to weigh them in the same balance as Homer or Shakspere; and though
our spiritual mind calls out against it, and would look at them with gracious
eyes, yet we own there is a continual tendency to demand in them some of
those qualifications which give to secular poetry not merely its charm but its
very being. We offer this explanation and apology if we should seem to have
dwelt too long, or insisted too much, upon poetry as distinct from religion.

The two publications which we have classed together at the head of the
present article, though cast into a poetical form, do not claim to be poetry in
the highest sense of the word. We do not say this to disparage them, but as
intimating our belief that their writers have that which is intrinsically higher
and better at heart. It would not, then, be dealing fairly by them, were we to
try them by that high poetical standard that we have set up. And even were
they naturally gifted to shine amidst the higher ranks of the poetic band, their
very subject, and we may add, their own spiritual feeling, would much debar
them from rising, we had almost said, in the words of Milton, '"to that bad
eminence." Indeed, as poetry deals so much with mere natural feelings, and
draws its deepest and most intoxicating draughts, not from the well of
Bethlehem or the pool of Siloam, but from the turbid springs of human
passion, a spiritual poet is almost cut off from the main fountain of poetic
thought and expression. A carnal poet may wander at will, unchecked by
conscience or godly fear, amidst every field of human thought and passion,
and pluck flowers for his poetic wreath from the very brink of hell. But a
Christian poet can dwell only on those themes which the Holy Spirit has
sanctified, and every thought and expression must be under the powerful
restraints of a conscience made tender in God's fear. Debarred from the use of
"strange fire," the writers before us have rather sought to fill their censers
with coals from the brazen altar. Their aim is nobler and higher than any
carnal poet ever dreamed of; and if they have clothed their thoughts and
feelings in verse, it is not to bind their brows with wreaths of poetic laurel, but
to express their own experience of sorrow and joy for the comfort and
encouragement of the people of God. As gracious men, and as personal
friends, both of them have a claim upon our affectionate sympathy and
interest; and if we cannot rank them in the highest class as poets, we are glad
to esteem and value both them and their productions as imbued with the spirit
of the gospel.



As poetical contributions, Mr. Sears's compositions certainly claim the higher
place, and are generally written with much ease of versification, and force and
warmth of expression. Though his main object was doubtless to give utterance
to his own feelings and desires, yet he has evidently paid much attention to the
structure of his verse and the correctness of his rhymes. In some of his verses
there is an easy, animated flow, and a command of poetic imagery and
expression which evince a natural gift in that direction. But it has higher
qualifications. There is a prayerful spirit, mingled with confession, breathing
through them, which makes them very suitable to the tender in heart and
contrite in spirit; and though doctrinal truth is not prominently put forward,
yet, to use John Newton's figure, it sweetens the whole.

But, as a part of a reviewer's office is to find fault, we cannot but think it a
blemish that so many of the pieces in Mr. Sears's little work turn upon what,
without wishing to use an offensive expression, we can hardly help calling a
jingle; we mean, concluding every verse with the same or nearly the same line;
or, if not that, taking two or three words as a kind of key-note to every verse.
Though sanctioned occasionally by Newton and Kent, and carried to excess by
Medleys, it is not used by our greatest and best Christian poets, as Toplady,
Kelly, Berridge, Hart, Cowper, Swaine, or Steele. A friend, to whom we
mentioned it, seemed to think it an evidence of poverty of thought, and there
is, perhaps, some truth in the explanation. Sparingly used, it may add a force
and a sweetness to a hymn, as in those beautiful lines by Fowler:

"Ye pilgrims to Zion;"
and in Kent's well known hymn:
"Jehovah hath said;"

but a beauty may be overdone. At any rate, when, out of sixty-nine pieces,
about fifty are written wholly or partially on this plan, we think it a blemish
instead of a beauty, and gives too much sameness, and a technical, artificial
character to the work as a whole. The following affords a favourable specimen
of the "Sacred Musings:"

THE INKHORN AND THE SLAUGHTER-WEAPONS.

"Set a mark upon the foreheads of the men that sigh and that cry." Ezek. 9:4
How solemn a sight, my spirit engages;

The slaughtering army of vengeance draws nigh;

The dread storm of fury has slumbered for ages,
But now it awakens and darkens the sky.



But hark! a sweet voice the tempest is stilling,
And bidding the heralds of judgment stand by;
To lose his dear chosen, Jehovah's unwilling;
Then, mark the dear men that sorrow and cry.

The man with the inkhorn, by heaven inspired,
Goes through his great work with this in his eye—
He'll not miss a soul with sackcloth attired,

But mark the dear men that sorrow and cry.

But, lo! what a sight! the thunders are pealing!
The weapons of vengeance are lifted on high!
And all to destruction are certainly reeling,
Except the dear men that sorrow and cry!

How fearful the sight! a city all streaming

With sad mingled blood of the low and the high!
And yet the sweet sunshine of favour is beaming
On the heads of the men that sorrow and cry.

Blest Spirit of Grace! my heart is desiring

To have this rich gift sent down from the sky;

That love, which with joy while the bosom 'tis firing,
Makes the heart with contrition to sorrow and cry.

O! give me the heart that glows with devotion;
A spirit that mounts with gladness on high;

A conscience so tender, it melts with emotion,
And makes me for evil to sorrow and cry.

When, not a step of my pathway untrodden,

I lie but next door to my home in the sky,

'"Twere blest, if with tears my pillow were sodden,
If thy tender love make me sorrow and cry.

Lord! grant that the light of thy love may be gleaming,
Through all the dark valley of death when I die;

Thus let me expire, in the rays ever beaming—

In regions where saints do not sorrow or sigh.

Blest Salem, whose streets of pure gold God enlightens
With beams from the Lamb, that's exalted on high
The taste of thy glories, this truth surely heightens—



No sin ever there makes us sorrow and sigh.

Mr. Peake modestly styles his poetical contributions "Fragments of
Experience." Such fragments, when struck off at a white heat, under the
influence of the blessed Spirit, have a value that elaborate poems cannot
reach, which have been more coldly worked upon the anvil. Writing poetry
under gracious influences, and sitting down to compose verse at a stated hour
of the day, resembles preaching or praying in the Spirit, and doing so because
the hand of the clock points to eleven. The people of God instinctively feel and
recognise what is spoken or written under divine influences and as to them
that alone is true eloquence which speaks from heart to heart, so that to them
is alone true poetry which is imbued with unction and savour, and reaches
their feelings and consciences. If not highly gifted as a poet, Mr. Peake
evidently seeks the profit and edification of the family of God; and there is
that sincerity and truth running through his poems which, placed in the
balance of the sanctuary, far outweigh all mere poetical tinsel. The light which
he bears is of the Lord's lighting, (Psalm 18:28,) not an ignis fatuus; and it
leads to Gethsemane and Calvary, not to the regions of sin, death, and
despair. Who would choose a Byron's fame to have a Byron's end? Happier
far are our friends who have devoted their poetic powers to the service of the
sanctuary, and, instead of seeking the applause of dying worms, have made
their end and aim the glory of God. The following is a fair specimen of Mr.
Peake's Christian muse:

"THE PRECIOUS THINGS PUT FORTH BY THE MOON."
(Deut. 33:14.)

Oft when the evening shades arise,
And darkness overclouds the skies,
The silvery moon is seen

To rise, and with a borrowed light,
Soon to disperse the shades of night,
And brighten all the scene.

So, midst the thousand shades of woe,
Which mortals suffer here below,
Believers yield a light;

Reflecting, as the silvery moon,

A light they do not call their own,
Which soothes afflictions' night.

Were not this world a darksome scene,
Did no dark shadows intervene,



The moon would rise in vain.

And so the soul's reflected light
Shines best in sorrows' darkest night
Of suffering and pain.

O! I have seen the child of God,

Who, bowed beneath afflictions' load,
My sympathy still shares;

Whose faith and patience oft have proved
A help to those of God beloved,

As have her fervent prayers.*

And I have seen, nor hope in vain,
Perhaps once more to see again,

The prayerful man of God;

Who ready was, at every call,

To wait, as servant, upon all,

And tread as Jesus trod;

Who sympathized with others' pain,
And when they sighed could sigh again,
So brilliant shone his light;

No moonbeam struggling in the dark,
Or living glow-worms' sprightly spark,
Shone with such lustre bright!

* The allusion is to my dear friend Sarah Adcock, of Uppingham, who for
upwards of twenty years has been laid on a bed of extreme suffering, and is
entirely dependent on the never-failing providence of her gracious God and
Father in Christ Jesus. I know but of two other cases in any good degree
resembling hers, either as to the duration of the sufferings or the grace
bestowed to bear them.

The letter prefixed to the poems, containing some account of Mr. P.'s
Christian experience, will be read with interest.

return to index

Deborah, '""A Mother in Israel." Judges 4:7. A Treatise on Walking with God.
By the celebrated Anne Dutton. To which is prefixed, Her precious Memaoir,
as written by Herself. With a Portrait. A New Edition, with a Preface by J. A.
Jones.—(May, 1857.)

The prophet Amos, writing under the inspiration of the Holy Ghost, and thus



speaking for God, puts a very pointed and pregnant question, where he asks,
"Can two walk together except they be agreed?" (Amos 3:3.) The inquiry thus
launched forth, and permanently embodied in the word of God, embraces a
very wide scope, and is true naturally as well as spiritually. Take, for instance,
two persons in ordinary life—one quiet, reserved, studious, fond of retirement
and solitude—the other noisy, boisterous, devoted to pleasure and gaiety, a
sportsman and a gambler. Can these two men be bosom friends and intimate
associates? As much as sheep can willingly lie down with dogs, or doves nestle
with vultures. There must be a similarity of tastes, inclinations, tempers, and
habits, before such a mutual pleasure can be taken in the society of each
other, as shall result in any close or permanent intimacy.

But if this be true as a matter of daily observation and experience, how much
more is it a solemn and permanent truth when viewed spiritually, and brought
to bear upon 1. The relationship between God and man; and 2. Upon the
relationship between the children of God and the servants of Satan. Can God,
then, walk with man, or man walk with God, except they be agreed? The thing
is impossible, God and man continuing what and as they are. God is holy, man
unholy; he is infinitely pure, man desperately wicked: he dwelling in the light
which no one can approach unto, man sitting in the very darkness and shadow
of death. Yet, according to the testimony of the sacred record, Enoch walked
with, and pleased God; (Gen. 5:22, Heb. 11:5;) Abraham was the friend of
God; (Isa. 41:8;) and Corinthian believers were the temple of God. (2 Cor.
6:16.) Thus it is plain from God's own unerring testimony that there is a way
whereby God and man may become agreed, and as such walk together; for
not only may man walk with God, but God can also walk with man, according
to his own promise, "I will dwell in them, and walk in them, and I will be their
God, and they shall be my people." They thus walk together—God walking in
them, and they walking with God. Are they, then, agreed? They are, or how
else could they walk together, if the inspired question of Amos is to stand firm
and true?

But is there no original breach which first needs repairing, no previous
alienation that requires removing; for most plain it is that of the vast mass of
mankind few, very few, really walk with God, or God walks with them? What,
then, made the breach; for when God created man there was certainly no
variance between the Creator and the creature? Sin made the breach; sin
caused the separation; sin drove man out of Paradise, and set him at a
distance from God. But could not this breach, this separation, this distance be
removed? Removed it certainly might be, for removed, in certain cases, at
least, it has been, or otherwise no one could walk with God; but not removed
by any goodness, wisdom, strength, or righteousness of the creature. For
consider what a dreadful breach has been made—how flagrantly, how wilfully
man sinned, what death he brought into his whole being, body and soul; how



daringly he trampled on the express prohibition of his Maker and Benefactor;
and how he not only sinned against the majesty, holiness, and justice of God,
but cast himself into a state of condemnation and death, in which he has
neither will nor power to return to Him against whom he has so deeply
revolted.

But what man could not do for himself, God, in the depths of his infinite
mercy, did for him, by sending his own Son, in the likeness of sinful flesh, to
offer that atoning sacrifice, to shed that precious blood, to work out and bring
in that perfect righteousness by which sinners are reconciled to God, and
stand without spot or blemish before him. Sin being thus wholly and
completely put away, blotted out, cancelled, and eternally removed, the
barrier between God and his people is fully taken away, the breach healed,
and the sinner brought nigh unto his benign, compassionate, and merciful
Father and Friend. But something more is needed—some spiritual knowledge,
some experimental application, some divine manifestation of this wondrous
scheme of pardoning love, this personal reconciliation of the sinner to God.
And who thinks about, or cares for this personal and individual discovery of
pardoning love, this sensible reconciliation of a sinner through atoning blood,
but the poor, guilty, sin, law, and self-condemned wretch who would come to
God as an accepted child, but cannot from darkness of mind, guilt of
conscience, bondage of soul, grief for the past, and fears for the future? He
would walk with God, but cannot, because as yet not having received the
atonement, or reconciliation, (margin, Rom. 5:11,) he is not experimentally in
his conscience so reconciled and brought near as to be agreed with God.

But something else is necessary also. He must be made a partaker of the divine
nature, (2 Pet. 1:4,) be born of God, (John 1:11,) be taught and led by the
Blessed Spirit, (John 6:45, Rom. 8:14,) be conformed to the image of Jesus,
(Rom. 8:29,) have the mind of Christ, (1 Cor. 2:16,) drink of his cup, and be
baptized with his baptism, (Matt. 20:23,) or how can he, so to speak, see with
God's eyes and feel with God's heart?

1. If he is to walk with God and be agreed with him, there must first be a
union of thought. God has his "thoughts," though these are as high above our
thoughts as heaven is higher than the earth; (Isa. 55:9;) and we have our
thoughts. But these thoughts of his and these thoughts of ours greatly differ
till made to agree. His thoughts about the evil of sin, the worth of the soul, the
beauty and blessedness of his dear Son, the efficacy of Jesus' blood and
obedience, the honour due to his name, the manifestation of his own glory,
and the full supremacy of his sovereign will over all persons and all events—
these thoughts of God are not in harmony with our thoughts, unless by divine
grace we are made to think in union with him. And here is the astonishing
wonder of sovereign grace, that it gives us new thoughts, new feelings, new



views, new motives, new affections, new objects, and new ends—in a word,
that "new heart' and that "new spirit" which God has promised to bestow
upon his people. (Ezek. 36:26.)

2. There must also be an agreement in will. But how can that be, until our will
is subdued into an acquiescence with '"the good, and acceptable, and perfect
will of God?" (Rom. 12:2.) And this only can be as we are "transformed by
the renewing of our mind," and brought into that conformity to the mind,
image, and example of Christ which enables the soul, in its measure, to
breathe itself forth in his own blessed words uttered in the gloomy garden,
"Nevertheless, not as I will, but as Thou wilt."

3. There must also be an agreement in love and hatred. What God hates we
must learn to hate; what God loves we must be taught to love. Sin is the
especial object of God's hate; and it must be the special object of ours. Christ
is the especial object of God's love; and he must be the object of our heart's
warmest, tenderest affection. Pride, hypocrisy, presumption, self-
righteousness, the lusts of the flesh, covetousness, oppression, and
persecution—in a word, everything worldly and wicked, earthly, sensual, and
devilish, is and ever must be hateful and abominable in the eyes of infinite
Purity and Holiness. If not made hateful to us, where is the agreement, where
the walking with God? Humility, brokenness, godly fear, tenderness of
conscience, spirituality of mind, singleness of eye to God's glory, separation
from the world, faith, hope, love, submission, and resignation to the divine
will, filial obedience, and heavenly fruitfulness in every good word and
work—if these, and all other graces and gifts of the Holy Spirit, are pleasing
and acceptable to God, must they not be also to us, if we are to walk with him
in holy agreement?

The work before us is a reprint of a very sweet and experimental treatise on
this subject by Mrs. Anne Dutton, a highly favoured saint of God who lived in
the early part of the last century. It is prefaced by a very interesting Memoir,
written in good part by herself, and gives a very feeling account of her last
illness and death. She lived to be seventy years of age, and then—start not,
reader—was starved to death; yes, literally and actually starved to death by a
stoppage in her throat; dying of the disease medically called a stricture of the
esophagus. But though thus dying by inches, her soul never flagged, and
almost to her latest breath she was engaged in prayer or praise, speaking of or
to the Lord, and carrying on an active correspondence with her friends.* The
following extract will, we believe, be read with interest:

*She was a great letter writer, for besides many published volumes, several
sacks full of letters were found at her death.



"Most surprising was it to all who now saw her, that she could either write or
sit up; but her conversation was so cheerful, edifying, spiritual, and
refreshing, as filled the heart and eyes of many that visited her with wonder.
Her case, expressed by herself in the following letter, which was written
November the 8th, and the last she was able to write, will give some idea of the
state of her body and mind.

"'"Honoured and dear Madam,—I am extremely weak; but would fain, if I
possibly can, once more write you a line, to thank you for all your great
kindness, and for your last dear and tender letter. I have been so very bad,
dear madam, this last week, that I could not write one line to any of my dear
friends. My speech faltered two days ago, and I rattled in my throat as if
dying, but the Lord gave a little reviving. Yesterday, my strength seemed
quite exhausted, and I was parched up with the fever. It is very little I can
swallow this day; that little the Lord gives me to receive; but my stomach now
turns sick at everything. It is marvellous that my life should be preserved for
so long a time without anything of substance, and very little liquid to support
the animal frame. My moisture seems dried up, and I am as if I had no blood
in me; and my flesh is so wasted, that I am almost like a skeleton; and yet,
glory to my good God, this has been, and is, a blessed affliction! I hope it has
been attended with some fruit to the glory of his worthy name; and the Lord
hereby has exercised my graces variously, and blessed me with Divine
consolations abundantly, which shall turn to my salvation. I am enabled now
at last to triumph in Christ, who makes me more than a conqueror over sin,
death, and hell, and all spiritual enemies. Though I walk through the valley of
the shadow of death, I fear no evil, but am expectant of the greatest
approaching good; because with me is the Lord of life; on his strong arm I
lean; in his sweet bosom I rest; and thus cheerfully I come up from this
grievous wilderness, to Immanuel's land of full joy and eternal bliss! And
there, O how sweetly shall I drink,—and bathe, and dive, in and into that pure
river of water of life, which proceedeth out of the throne of God and of the
Lamb! How delightfully will the Lamb in the midst of the throne feed me, and
lead me to living fountains of waters, while God my Father wipes away all
tears from my eyes! And this bliss, my dear sister in Christ, shall you and I
together possess, after a few more troublous days in the wilderness. God grant
you strong faith, that you may be confident of this very thing, that of the
infinite love of the Lord your Saviour you shall never be forgotten nor
forsaken. Then the feet of your faith being well fenced, and your shoes iron
and brass, in roughest places, your strength shall be equal to your trying days,
to God's praise and your bliss.

"'I forget not you and yours before the Lord of all grace; pray for my
salvation out of all distress. Now I leave you, the Lord will take you up, and
nourish you as his own child for himself. To his love, care, and power, I



commit my beloved sister; and in him, with the most tender love, and great
esteem, bid you farewell for a little, very little time.'

""After this she had no strength to hold her pen any longer; but for two or
three mornings would arise as usual, though it was expected, by all who saw
her, she would die every hour in her chair; but her consolations in Christ
abounded. She spoke of her decease, and gave orders to a particular friend of
the manner of the laying out and interment of her body, with the greatest
cheerfulness, satisfaction, and pleasure. On the 12th of November she took to
her bed, and then it was expected every hour would be the last. The Lord gave
her in mercy to sleep pretty much; but, when awake, she would often say,
'How my poor heart beats! But God is the strength of my heart, and my
portion for ever.' Thus she continued till Lord's Day, the 16th of the same
month, when many friends going in to see her, and every one expecting to see
her last, she, with her finger pointing upwards, could only be heard to say,
'Glory, glory!' and then, laying her hand on her breast, would express the
same with a smiling and cheerful countenance.

"A letter from a friend, who knew nothing of her dying condition, coming to
hand Lord's Day evening, she signified her desire of a brother's sitting on the
bed's side to read it; which he doing, and on reading the death of a well-
known friend, and she taking no notice of it, he said, 'Do you not hear, my
dear child? the Lord hath removed by death Mr. C—II before you.' Upon her
recollecting who the deceased was, she said, 'Ah, he has got the start of me. He
is gone before, to welcome me home to glory!' About midnight she could speak
no more; but her mouth, eyes, and hands loudly expressed the joys and
consolations of her soul. The next day, about noon, a particular friend going
to her bed-side, she, opening the corner of one eye, and perceiving who he
was, put her hand out of bed to take hold of him; which he doing, and holding
her hand in his, she lay till near nine in the evening, when the same friend
being by her bed, and perceiving her soul to be quivering on her lips, put up
with his whole heart the following ejaculation, 'Lord Jesus, receive thy
handmaid's spirit!' and immediately her long-imprisoned spirit took wing,
and made its joyful flight."

We cannot do better, we think, than now let this gracious and highly-favoured
woman speak for herself on the subject that she was so well and
experimentally acquainted with:

"Were we to approach an absolute God, we should be but like dry stubble to
consuming fire. (Job 13:25, Heb. 12:29.) But O here it is we converse with
Infinite Majesty dwelling in our clay, clothed with our flesh; and so the
displays of his glory are delightful and not destructive to us. Thus John 1:14,
'"The Word was made flesh, and dwelt among us, and we beheld his glory, the



glory as of the only-begotten of the Father, full of grace and truth.' It was his
glory who was the brightness of his Father's, the express character of his
person; (Heb. 1:3;) and the undivided glory of the essence being equally in all
the Persons in God. Hence it is that our Lord says, 'He that hath seen me hath
seen the Father;' (John 14:9;) because in the person of Christ we behold the
same essential glory that is in the person of the Father, and also in the person
of the Holy Ghost, he being God equal with both; and we behold the personal
glory of all the Three radiantly displayed in the face of Jesus. As 2 Cor. 4:6,
'For God who commanded the light to shine out of darkness hath shined in
our hearts, to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of
Jesus Christ, which is so far from destroying us, that it became the
ministration of life; while we all with open face, beholding as in a glass the
glory of the Lord, are changed into the same image from glory to glory.' O
amazing! that the bush should be on fire, and yet not consumed; (Exod. 3:2;)
that the Godhead should dwell in the Man Christ, personally, in all its flaming
glories, and yet the nature not be consumed, but preserved; and through him
in all his, relatively. Well might Moses say, 'l will now turn aside and see this
great sight.' Thus Christ is the way in his person, as Mediator—the great
medium of converse between God and his creatures. But,

"Secondly. He is also the way, as our Kinsman-Redeemer, that has obtained
eternal redemption for us; (Heb. 9:12;) and as such he is the great medium of
converse between God and sinners, in which is comprised both his suretyship
undertakings in the everlasting covenant, and also his suretyship
performances in the fulness of time. He not only voluntarily took to pay the
vast sums we owed, from whence it became a righteous thing with God to
demand satisfaction at his hands; but he also, in the fulness of time, assumed
our nature, (Heb. 2:16,) sustained our persons, (Col. 1:18,) fulfilled the law for
us, bare our sins, (1 Pet. 2:24,) was made a curse, (Gal. 3:13,) conflicted with
the powers of darkness, (Luke 22:53,) endured his Father's wrath, (Matt.
27:46,) and at last died in our room, (Rom. 5:6,) descended into the grave,
(Eph. 4:9,) and rose again for our justification; (Rom. 4:25;) and having
finished his work below, he ascended to glory, in the triumphs of his conquest,
(Eph. 4:10,) attended with the chariots of God, and the shout of thousands of
angels, as, 'The Lord strong and mighty, the Lord mighty in battle;' (Psa.
68:17, 18, with 47:5, and 24:8;) and, as our great representing Head, he
entered into the holiest of all, and sat down at the right hand of the Majesty on
high. (Heb. 9:24, 1:3.) And by this discharge of his suretyship engagements, he
has answered all the law's demands, (Rom. 10:4,) satisfied Justice, (Isa. 42:21,)
made an end of sin, (Dan. 9:24,) spoiled principalities and powers, (Col. 2:15,)
made reconciliation for iniquity, and brought in an everlasting righteousness;
yea, has brought us in it, in his own person, into the presence of his and our
Father, (John 20:17,) presenting us 'in the body of his flesh, through death,
holy and unblameable, and unreprovable in his sight.' (Col. 1:22.) Thus Christ



is the way in what he is to us, and has done for us, in which God walks in his
poor sinful children.

"Here all the Divine perfections harmonize. Mercy and truth meet together,
righteousness and peace Kkiss each other. (Psa. 85:10). Here it is that God can
be just, and yet the justifier of him that believeth in Jesus; (Rom. 3:26;) 'just
to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness;' (1 John
1:9;) just in abundant pardon, multiplying to pardon the multiplied sins of
our daily provocation; (Isa. 55:7;) and it was the glorious display of this grace
that made the prophet break forth, as being filled with astonishing wonder,
'Who is a God like unto thee, that pardoneth iniquity, and passeth by the
transgression of the remnant of his heritage? He retaineth not his anger for
ever, because he delighteth in mercy.' (Mic. 7:18.)

"Here is room for God to walk with us in his everlasting kindness, (Isa. 54:8,)
covenant faithfulness, (Psa. 80:33,) abundant goodness, (Jer. 31:14,) infinite
wisdom, ordering all things for our good, (Eph. 1:8,) and in his Almighty
power sustaining us under our weakness, defending us from our enemies, by
which we are kept as in a garrison through faith unto salvation. (1 Pet. 1:5.)

""Again: here is room also for us to walk with God in all relations, with
suitable dispositions. With God as a Father; (Eph. 5:1;) Christ as a Husband,
Brother, Friend; (Heb. 2:11, John 15:14;) with the Holy Ghost as an
Indweller, Sanctifier, and Comforter, and who gives us boldness in the
presence of God. (Heb. 10:19.) Christ's righteousness clothes us, (Isa. 61:10,)
his fulness supplies us, (John 1:16,) his merits present us and all our services
acceptable to God. (1 Pet. 2:5.)"

One more extract will show how experimentally she handles this blessed
subject of walking with God in holy and peaceable agreement:

"The soul under the attracting influence of God's first love, afresh loves him
again. (1 John 4:19.) And while, under the Holy Ghost's particular
application, the name of the Lord is proclaimed, (Exod. 34:6, 7,) the soul, with
Moses, bows down, and worships, (verse 8,) prostrating itself under the
deepest sense of its own nothingness, adoring infinite wisdom and boundless
grace, reigning to eternal life through the person and righteousness of Jesus
Christ the Lord. (Isa. 40:17, 2 Sam. 7:18-22.) It looks afresh on him it has
pierced, and mourns; (Zech. 12:10;) and with bitterness bewails its own
wretchedness, by reason of an indwelling body of sin and death; (Rom. 7:24;)
and all its unkindness and ingratitude to God as its Father, to Christ as its
Husband, and to the Holy Ghost as its Comforter. And while it sees it has to
do with a sin-pardoning God, that will lay none of its iniquities to its charge, O
how its heart melts with love! And how hateful doth sin appear in its sight!



And as with weeping, so with supplications also the Lord leads it. (Jer. 31:9.)
What unutterable groanings it sends forth into the bosom of its Father, after
complete deliverance from the power and being as well as from the guilt and
filth of sin! Lord, says the soul, whatever thou dost with me, never suffer me
to sin against thy love. Keep me from evil, that it may not grieve me. (1 Chron.
4:10.) And while the child bemoans itself, the Father hears it in infinite
bowels. I have surely heard thee, says God, bemoaning thyself; and then
breaks forth in fresh discoveries of his love.—'ls Ephraim my dear son? Is he
a pleasant child?...I earnestly remember him still; my bowels are troubled for
him; I will surely have mercy upon him.' (Jer. 31:18, 20.) Lord, says the soul,
what manner of love is thine! Is it me thou callest a dear son and a pleasant
child, who am the very worst of all thy children, and no more worthy to be
called thy son? (Luke 15:19.) Aye, says the Lord, thou art my dear child,
notwithstanding all thy unkindness; and 'my grace is sufficient for thee,' (2
Cor. 12:9;)—sufficient to pardon, pity, strengthen, and at last completely to
deliver thee. And then what admirings of grace doth the soul break forth into!
Grace! Grace! is its cry. (Zech. 4:7.) How unspeakably doth it 'rejoice in hope
of the glory of God!' (Rom. 5:2.) In believing views of that state, into which
nothing that defileth can enter, (Rev. 21:27,) when mortality shall be
swallowed up of life, (2 Cor. 5:4,)—Lord, says the soul, then I shall love thee
and serve thee as I would, (Rev. 22:3,) then I will bless thy name for ever, for
all thy lovingkindness, when my heart is wound up to the highest pitch of
holiness. (Psa. 145:1.) Meanwhile, pardon my shortness, pity my weakness,
and help my infirmities. Though I think myself the most ungrateful of all thy
children, thy kindness and my unkindness being set together, yet, Lord, since
thy grace is sufficient for me, even for me, I will go on rejoicing and glorying
in it, as distinguishing, free, full, and eternal; even while I loathe myself in my
own sight for all my abominations. (Ezek. 20:43.) This is a little of the talk
God and his people have with each other, while walking together in Christ,
and as they commune with each other in Christ the great Way."

return to index

A Testimony to the Loving Kindness and Faithfulness of a Covenant God, as
displayed in the last Illness and blessed Death of the late John Warburton,
Minister of the Gospel, and for 42 years Pastor of the Church of Christ
assembling at Zion Chapel, Trowbridge."—(June, 1857.)

Who that knows anything of the wondrous doings and dealings of the Lord in
providence and grace can say that miracles have ceased? It is true that the
croaking raven no longer brings bread and flesh morning and evening to an
Elijah by the brook Cherith; nor does the palsied leave his bed, or the dead
come out of his grave, as in the days when Jesus walked here below; but
wonders as great, though less visible to the eye of sense, are daily and hourly



wrought by the same Jesus, now sitting at the right hand of God.

The life and death of our dear and esteemed friend, the late Mr. Warburton,
proclaim this truth as with trumpet tongue to those who have ears to hear,
and write it up, as with a ray of light, to those who have eyes to see how great
are the signs of the Lord, and how mighty his wonders to those who fear and
love his great name among the children of men. He was, indeed, a special
instance of those miracles of providence and grace which testify to the power
and presence, the mercy and love of a Covenant Jehovah. But most Christians
have a history of their own, a wondrous tale to tell of the providence of God,
as displayed in their past life; dull, indeed, and trivial to carnal men,
unimportant and uninteresting, if not a scoff and a jest, to such as would push
God out of the government of his own world, but precious beyond all price to
themselves, as affording them, through its intimate connection with the work
of grace, blessed evidences of their present sonship and future inheritance.
When faith is in living exercise, and can roll out and read the long, and, it may
be, intricate scroll of by-gone years, sweet is it to see the providence of God in
well nigh every line. However long may be the chain, it is all linked together
from beginning to end; nor can one link be severed without breaking asunder
the connection of the whole.

Why born of such and such parents; why so, in earliest infancy, brought up;
why so circumstanced in childhood; why so situated in this or that locality;
why exposed, at this or that period, to such trials and difficulties; why
directed to such a spot as years grew on; why, in tender youth, cast into this or
that deep trouble and heart-breaking sorrow; why these fair prospects
blighted, these warm affections withered, these airy castles shattered, when
least expecting, and least able to bear the shock; why this sudden and
unexpected turn of events, bringing on the hour when grace first visited their
souls; all who have any living experience of the path of the just have their
individual life-history in which they can at times trace the wonder-working
hand of God, holding the marvellous chain, and winding out link by link all
these varied circumstances.

All it is true, cannot tell the moving history recorded in the '"Mercies of a
Covenant God." They have had neither the deep troubles nor the blessed
deliverances of the Lancashire weaver. Their goods have not been marked for
rent, nor they and their children trundled off to the workhouse. They have not
had the heavy trials in their families, in their churches, or in their own souls,
which Infinite Wisdom had assigned to our departed friend. Still less have
they had his great blessings and powerful manifestations of the love and
goodness of God in providence and grace; nor has their tongue, if ministers,
been clothed with that rich savour and divine unction which so marked his
words in the pulpit, and in the parlour.



God designed him for a great work in the church of Christ, and therefore
abundantly and eminently qualified him for it. However at the time hidden
from his eyes, his heavy trials in providence; his deep and long poverty; the
sinkings of his own desponding mind; the continual embarrassments to which
he was plunged; his dismal and gloomy forebodings of a still worse future; his
fears of bringing a reproach on the cause of God; the temptations of Satan
with which he was assailed; the hidings of the Lord's face; his quakings and
tremblings lest he had run unsent, and the whole series of anxiety and distress
through which he was called to pass; all, connected as they were with the
manifestations of God's love and mercy to his soul, were mysteriously tending
to make him what he eventually was, a minister to the suffering church of
Christ, a feeder of the flock of slaughter, a feeling experimental man of God to
the mourners in Zion, the broken in heart; and the contrite in spirit. As in
Paul he chose an instrument wherein '"to show forth all long suffering for a
pattern to them which should thereafter believe on him to everlasting life," so
in John Warburton the Lord chose a vessel of mercy to show the power of his
grace above all the wisdom of the creature.

But it has been well and wisely said that though God saves by "the foolishness
of preaching," he does not send fools to preach. This is eminently true in the
instance before us. Mr. Warburton was not a man of learning, or even much
education; but he was naturally possessed of a sound, vigorous understanding,
without which original gift mere school-cram is nearly useless. Great mistakes
prevail on this head. Education is one of the grand idols of the present day,
and is continually spoken of and cried up as the one thing needful, not only to
root out of the land all immorality and vice, but to convert the rising
generation into a race of philosophers, lawyers, statesmen, and divines. It is
quietly assumed almost as a first principle, a mere matter of course, that the
mind of man is naturally like a peach tree or a vine, which was only to be
trained in a certain way and laid in to a certain length, and it is then sure to
produce unceasing crops of fruit; or that it resembles a baler of Sea Island
cotton, which may be scutched and carded, doubled and drawn, twisted and
spun, woven and printed into any length, shape, size, and pattern that the
manufacturer chooses. Just as if the original force and feebleness of the mind,
its natural quality and staple, were of no account; and just as if education
could convert a weak intellect into a strong one, and schools and colleges turn
out Miltons and Bacons by contract, at so much a gross. When the plane and
French polish can make a mahogany table out of a deal board, and the willy
and the spinning-jenny tear and twist London shoddy into Australian wool,
then will the school and the academy turn a noodle into a Newton, and
educate a blockhead into a genius. We do not deny that education will,
according to the literal meaning of the word, draw out what is in the mind—
but it must be in first. You may draw and draw, but your thread will never



have any strength or length, unless there be at the bottom the needful staple
and the requisite supply.

What Mr. Warburton might have been had his naturally strong and vigorous
intellect been cultivated by a sound education in early boyhood and youth,
cannot now be said. But most probably, we might rather say most certainly, it
would have spoilt him. We might have had Warburton the acute lawyer, or
Warburton the learned divine; but we should not have had Warburton the
preacher, Warburton the feeling and experimental minister, the tried and
exercised man of God. That he might not be thus spoiled, God himself took
charge of his education, by placing him in early youth, not in an academy for
young gentlemen, nor in a classical and commercial establishment, but in the
school of Christ. Moses was made his schoolmaster, and first caught hold of
him in Bolton Church, where, instead of charming his ears with the tones of
the new organ, he sounded in them such a terrible peal of death, hell, and
judgment to come, that his pupil dropped down half dead at his feet. Here he
learnt his A B C in experimental religion; here Moses shook over him for the
first time the rod; here the first lesson set him, amidst many sighs and tears,
was to learn to spell the first letter of that dreadful sentence, '""Cursed is every
one that continueth not in all things written in the book of the law to do
them." What school or college could have experimentally taught him what he
first learned in Bolton church—that he was a sinner, under the curse of God's
righteous law? What laboured course of lectures, free library, or mechanics'
institute could have made him cry out, "God be merciful to me a sinner," all
the way home, till his breast bone was sore?

Education is admirable in its way, excellent for a time state; but no education,
classical, theological, moral, or religious, could have made, though it might
have marred a John Warburton, either as a Christian or a minister, or
brought him with sighs and groans to the Redeemer's feet. And when peace
and pardon first reached his heart, when rich, free, sovereign, and
superabounding grace poured salvation into his soul, as he sat in Mr. Roby's
chapel, he learned more in one moment what the love of God was, whence it
came, and whither it led, what it could do, and what bliss and blessedness it
could create, than all the doctors and proctors, pastors and masters,
schoolmasters or scholars, lecturers or libraries, teachers or tutors, could have
taught him in half a century. When fierce temptations assailed his soul, when
hell rose up in arms, and Satan, enraged to see so apt a tool lost to his service
and enlisted in God's, hurled his fiery darts thick and fast against him, he was
still at school, still learning better and wiser lessons than the Academy or the
University could have taught him.

When dark clouds rested upon him in providence, when poverty and want
knocked hard at his door, when little work and scanty wages, hard times and



an increasing family plunged him into a sea of embarrassment and distress, he
was still learning deep and blessed lessons, never taught at Cheshunt or learnt
at Bradford. When the clouds of darkness broke in showers upon his head,
when the Sun of Righteousness gleamed upon his path in providence and
grace, when he could set up an Ebenezer here and a hill Mizar there; when he
could "look from the top of Shenir and Hermon, from the lion's dens, from
the mountains of the leopards,' and see the valley beneath all flowing with
milk and wine, what books or book-makers could have taught him there was
such a God in Israel, or have raised up in his heart such faith, hope, and love
towards him? So with all his long experience of the ups and downs, ins and
outs, joys and sorrows, risings and sinkings, feastings and fastings, smiles and
tears, songs and sighs, mercies and miseries, heavens and hells of a living
experience, what substitute could be found in human genius, or human
learning for this course of heavenly instruction?

We are not setting up Mr. Warburton, but the grace of God in him. We are
not daubing his memory with fulsome eulogy, extolling and idolising a worm
of earth, or dressing out his poor cold remains with carnal flattery and empty
praise. Could he speak out of the grave-yard, he would bid us be silent with
that voice which has struck awe into whole congregations, and would
admonish us in tones that would make us tremble, to ascribe the glory first
and last to God. By the grace of God alone he was what he was. Grace began,
grace carried on, and grace completed the whole work, from first to last, upon
his soul. Great, especially in his early days, were his afflictions, and
proportionably great were his consolations. But the Lord was with him in all
his troubles and sorrows, temporal and spiritual, and brought him
triumphant through them all. His debts, which had lain so heavy a burden
upon him for many years, he as enabled honourably and fully to discharge,
mainly through the blessing of the Lord resting on his little work, '"The
Mercies of a Covenant God." Thus his very providential trials proved
providential blessings, and his debts were paid by his experience of their
burden. Yet many were his mercies, if many his miseries. He was blessed with
a large measure of health and strength for many years; was favoured with an
affectionate wife and family, some of whom he had the happiness of seeing
called by grace; was much loved and esteemed by the church of Christ, to
which he was made so signal a blessing; was spared to a good old age, without
many of its usual infirmities; was sweetly supported on his bed of sickness and
languishing by the presence and love of his dear Lord; and, after many
longings to be gone, yielded up his spirit into his bosom with "Hallelujah"
upon his lips.

He was not, indeed, without his faults and failings; but these much sprang
from, and were closely connected with, the warmth of his natural feelings. If
at times he was irritable, it arose, not from moroseness and sullenness of



temper, but from that same warmth and depth of feeling which, flowing in
another channel, made him so fond of his wife, children, and grandchildren,
and so opened his heart to sympathise with their afflictions and trials, and
take such a lively interest in all their concerns. He was also often considered
arbitrary with his church and congregation; but Scripture and experience
alike show that in a church, as in every other body, there must be order and
government. If then the pastor do not exercise his legitimate influence and
authority, there are those in every church who will rule the rest if they can;
and as the other members will not quietly submit to this, the necessary
consequence is strife and confusion. If Mr. Warburton held the reins with a
firm hand, and sometimes sharply lashed the unruly, it was, in most cases, for
the general good of the whole. He viewed himself as the father of the church
and congregation, as indeed he was, for the former was chiefly made up of his
spiritual children, and the latter was gathered and kept together by his gifts
and grace. If then, as a father, he fed them, as a father he thought it right to
govern them. His post was to lead, not to follow; to rule and govern, not to
yield and obey. If sometimes he stretched his power beyond the usual limits of
a pastor, and used the rod as well as the crook in ruling the church and
congregation committed to his charge, it was not to exalt himself, make
divisions, or introduce error, but for the good of the cause and the glory of
God. He was naturally gifted with much sound good sense, knew the weakness
and wickedness of the human heart, and seeing how soon divisions arise in a
church, and what havoc they make of its prosperity and peace, he at once,
with his broad weighty foot, trampled upon the rising flame which other
ministers, of weaker and less determined minds, would let smoulder on, lest,
in putting it out, they should burn their own fingers. Want of order and
discipline is a prevailing evil in our churches; and when a pastor uses the
authority which the Lord has given him to rule as well as feed the church, a
cry is soon raised by those who are opposed to all order and discipline that he
is tyrannical and arbitrary. He might sometimes, when thwarted and opposed,
speak sharply, and look angry; and there was something in his fine, portly
person, commanding look, and loud voice, that struck terror into the timid
and silenced the talkative, but a tenderer heart never beat before the throne of
grace and at the footstool of mercy. There indeed he was a little child, a babe,
a humble, broken-hearted sinner. Much has been said of his temper and
obstinacy, especially of late years, when painful divisions broke out in his
church. But we challenge all his opponents and detractors to name a minister
more broken and humble than he was before God. We have known many
ministers, many good and gracious servants of God, but we never knew a man
more tender in real soul feeling, more broken, and simple, and childlike, when
the hand of God was upon him. His temper was naturally stubborn and
obstinate, but this made the contrast all the greater to what he was by grace.
Thousands can testify to what he was in the pulpit. No one who knows what
spiritual tenderness, divine sensations and heavenly blessings are, could hear



him pray or preach, when the Lord was with him, without feeling there was a
peculiar savour and power in his words. This dew and unction, with which he
was favoured above any living minister, made him so acceptable to the tried
and experienced family of God. It was not his gifts of eloquence, or powers of
thought and expression; it was not the beauty of his language, or the force of
his arguments, for in these external things he did not shine, that drew such
crowds to hear him in London, and the country, but the peculiar savour and
sweetness that dropped from his lips. He was truly and peculiarly an
experimental minister of God's truth. He preached what he knew in his own
soul by the power of God; what he had tasted, felt, and handled of the word of
life for himself; what had been wrought in his heart and conscience by the
operations and influences of the Holy Ghost. For him it was eminently true,
that ""the heart of the wise teacheth his mouth and addeth learning to his
lips." (Prov. 16:23.) He was, therefore, '"a minister of the spirit, not of the
letter," ""a workman that needeth not to be ashamed, rightly dividing the
word of truth." He honoured God, and God honoured him.

No minister in these last fifty years, excepting Mr. Huntington and Mr.
Gadsby, has been so blessed to the church of God, or had so many seals to his
ministry. Let those men or ministers who, for years, have been snarling at him
and secretly whispering their slanders, produce as many witnesses on their
behalf. Let them search and see whether God has blessed them as he blessed
him. Can they preach with his favour and power? Can they describe the trials
and afflictions of the people of God as he could? or the feelings of the soul
under his smiles, as he was enabled to do?

If anything could shame and silence his enemies, it would be this last
testimony of the love and mercy of God to his soul, which we hope all our
readers will see for themselves. This will most abundantly show how he was
favoured and blessed on his death bed. Gladly indeed would we have seen the
whole of it in our pages; but as it is published for the benefit of the bereaved
widow and family, we are happy to think that to those whom he loved so much
upon earth he extends his hands, as it were, for their help beyond the grave.
Surely no one who loves and reveres his memory will grudge the trifle that
will enable him to possess himself of this testimony to the power of God in
blessing his dying son and servant. It is very nicely and soberly put together,
in a simple, unassuming manner, without any flattery of the deceased, or any
attempt to exaggerate or set off his expressions, but leaving the dear old man
to speak just as the words dropped from his lips. It is therefore quite
commended to our conscience as a faithful record of his dying experience, and
in this lies its value and blessedness. We shall only give the closing scene,
which we must say is commended to us as one of the most blessed departures
that we ever heard or read of. We seem to see in his last word the dear man's
soul passing at once from earth to heaven, ravished with its opening glory, and



swallowed up in its bliss the moment before he entered eternally into it. Dry
must be that eye which drops no tear over such a death, and hard that heart
which does not inwardly sigh, "Let my last end be like his!"

Thursday, April 2nd.—All his children that resided in town, were summoned
to his bedside. One of his daughters said to him, '""Father, you feel Christ
precious, and want to praise him in glory?'" He lifted up both hands, pointing
with one finger, and with fixed eyes as if gazing on some delightful object,
exclaiming with peculiar emphasis and perfectly distinctly, "I haven't room, I
haven't room.'" Between four and five o'clock in the afternoon, it became
difficult to understand what he said. To all around he appeared full of
raptures, his lips continually moving as if talking to himself, and lifting up
both hands continually as if enjoying the sweetest communion with his God.

Not long before he died, he appeared anxious to say something. On one of his
daughters putting her ear close to his mouth, she heard him say, '"Pen, ink."
On which she replied, '""Do you want to write, father?'" He said, ""Yes." Pen,
ink, and paper were brought to him. He took hold of the pen, and held it in
such a way as to cause surprise to all his children present. He tried to make a
mark, but could not. He looked very earnestly at his daughter, and said, "You
can write." She inquired, "Father, what must I write?" He said something;
but none could understand what he said. On which his daughter said, "Is it
anything about the church you want us to know?" He shook his head and
firmly said, "No." Another of his daughters said, "Is it anything respecting
the family?" As before, he replied, '"No." "Is it to tell us how good the Lord is
to you in your last moments?' He lifted up both hands, and waving them with
peculiar delight, said, "Yes, yes." He still continued to appear as if those
around him did not sufficiently understand him. With great exertion, he lifted
up both hands, pointing with his finger, and labouring to articulate
something. At last he said, '""Hal—Hal—;" then followed with a firm voice,
without a waver, '""Hallelujah!" and he immediately breathed out his soul, at a
quarter past seven, p.m.

return to index

"Memoir of the Tried Life and Happy Death of Richard Dore, a London
Mechanic." By the Rev. Bernard Gilpin, Minister of Port Vale Chapel,
Hertford.—(August, 1857.)

Thomas Hardy, in one of his excellent letters, makes the following remark,
"The best Christians I meet with are generally Huntingtonians.' This witness
is true. There is, or as we must now say there was, for so few of them are left,
a depth and clearness of experience, a savour and a sweetness, a rich, tender,
feeling, unctuous utterance, a discrimination between law and gospel, letter



and spirit, form and power, a separation from a lifeless profession, whether
presumptuous or pharisaical, which distinguished them, in a most marked
and decisive manner, as a peculiar and separate people. They had their
failings and infirmities, as their justly admired and esteemed pastor and
teacher had before them; and there were those, doubtless, in their ranks who
had caught his faults without catching his grace, who were followers of his
doctrine, but not followers of his Lord. Seeing all delusion but their own,
taking hold of their teacher's skirt, as if he could thereby pull them into
heaven, idolising and extolling him, as if thereby a part of his grace were
reflected upon themselves, and clinging to him as a servant of God, as if that
were the sum and substance of Christian experience; if there were such
amongst his hearers, it was only what he himself declared and denounced, and
is but another proof of the desperate wickedness and deceitfulness of the heart
of man. His eminent gifts and grace, his great abilities as a preacher and
writer, his separating, discriminating ministry, and the power of God so
evidently resting upon him, not only gathered together a large congregation,
but wherever there was a saint of God of any deep experience of the law in
other congregations seeking rest and finding none under a letter ministry, he
as it were instinctively crept in to hear the man who could and did describe
the feelings of his heart. And when from the same lips the gospel was
preached, with the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven, and pardon and peace
reached his conscience, the wanderer settled under his ministry, as fraught
with a divine blessing, and loved and revered him as the mouth of God to his
soul. When he went into different parts of the country it was still the same. In
Kent and Sussex, in the Isle of Ely, in Lincolnshire at Grantham, in
Nottinghamshire at Newark and Nottingham, wherever he went, his Master
went with him, and accompanied the word with signs following. His ministry
was especially blessed to the gathering together of the outcasts of Israel, those
peculiar characters whom Hart so well describes:

"The poor dependents on his grace,
Whom men disturbers call;

By sinners and by saints withstood,

For these too bad, for those too good,
Condemn'd or shunn'd by all."

Like Simon Peter, he was made a fisher of men. He could throw the hook into
deep waters, where his brethren of the rod and line knew not where or how to
angle. His own deep experience of the law, of divers temptations, of soul
distress, of spiritual jealousy, of the hidings of God's face, enabled him to drop
his line into the dark waters and gloomy sunken holes, where some spiritual
fish hide and bury themselves out of sight and light; and his clear and blessed
deliverance qualified him to angle also for those which leap and bask in the
bright beams of the noon-day sun.



By his writings, occasional visits, and constant correspondence, he kept up the
tie which knit him to his country friends. His liberal hospitality opened his
house to them when they came to London, where he fed body and soul,
entertaining them with his lively, witty, cheerful, yet spiritual conversation,
reading at a glance their foibles and failings, and entering into their varied
experience of sorrow and joy, with all the freedom and familiarity of an
intimate friend, and all the authority of a revered and beloved teacher.

Amongst his town hearers and warmly attached friends and followers, was
Richard Dore, the subject of the memoir before us. He was one of that class of
hearers of whom John Rusk, Thomas Keyt, and, perhaps, Christopher
Goulding, were types; men of naturally sound, vigorous understanding, with
that sharpened activity and acuteness of mind, that peculiar readiness and
intelligence, which characterise the London tradesman and mechanic. Mr.
Huntington knew and highly esteemed him; and, as he was entangled in an
unhappy marriage with a professing woman, who sat under the same
ministry, is supposed to have had him in his eye in the "History of Little
Faith." For forty years this wretched woman was the plague of his life; for
Mr. Dore did not die young, as "Little Faith" is represented, but lived to a
very advanced age (nearly eighty-eight years,) retaining full possession of his
mental faculties, but afflicted for many years with almost total deafness. He
seems to have resided at Hertford during the latter period of his life, and to
have attended the chapel where Mr. Gilpin preaches. He was thus brought
under the special notice of Mr. Gilpin, who, possessing a very happy faculty of
remembering and recording spiritual conversation, collected, at different
periods, the experience of Richard Dore. Though published six or seven years
ago, it only very recently fell into our hands, and we must say that a more
interesting, spiritual, and edifying book we have not for a long while seen. It is
thoroughly commended to our conscience, as a blessed testimony of the power
of vital godliness and the real experience of a living soul; and as such, we have
felt a desire to bring it before our readers. Mr. Gilpin, we may observe by the
way, was formerly a clergyman in the Establishment, but now ministers at
Port Vale, Chapel, Hertford, and though not much known to the church of
God, evidently from this and some other memoirs which we have seen, knows
and loves the truth from a personal gracious experience of its power.

The memoir thus opens:

Those who knew Mr. Dore during the latter years of his life, cannot fail to
reverence his memory for the truth's sake; and to desire that some memorial
may be made of him, as eminently one of those, who though "poor in this
world, are chosen of God to be rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom which
God hath promised to them that love him." (James 2:5.)



He was a person naturally of great firmness both of mind and body, large and
athletic in frame, blunt and uncultivated in manner, but capable of tender
affection, and his thoughts and expressions full of energy. He commanded the
esteem of his acquaintance, as a man of strict integrity in word and deed,
abhorring deceit in everything, most of all in religion.

For many of his latter years he laboured under the great disadvantage of a
deafness almost total. The only method of conversing with him was by his
visitors writing down their questions or remarks on a slate, always kept by
him for that purpose, which he would read and reply to. It pleased God to give
him vigour of mind and strength of faith, to sustain this infirmity, though at
times it weighed heavily upon him. He became increasingly fond of reading
and meditation, and the result of both he would joyfully impart to others, with
much freedom, and often to their spiritual edification. His constant
companion was the Bible; and in the renewed diligence of his spirit in
searching for its hidden treasures the word was truly fulfilled, ""My son, keep
thy father's commandment, and forsake not the law of thy mother. Bind them
continually upon thy heart, and tie them about thy neck. When thou goest it
shall lead thee, when thou sleepest it shall keep thee, and when thou awakest it
shall talk with thee. For the commandment is a lamp, and the law is light, and
reproofs of instruction are the way of life." (Proverbs 6:20-23.) It was the
continual hunger and thirst of his soul, that led him to this unwearied
diligence in searching the word; in which employment he found a never failing
relief in all those inward conflicts and temptations which abounded in him as
his consolations abounded.

It would appear that he was for many years, it cannot be said a hearer of Mr.
Gilpin's, but an attendant at his chapel.

Notwithstanding his deafness, he persevered, while his bodily strength
allowed, to attend public worship with the congregation to which he had long
been united. For nearly fifteen years, being unable to hear a word, a quiet
place was appointed for him, where he continued reading and praying
throughout the service; and being directed by some friend to the text, he
would sometimes, if asked afterwards, enlarge so freely upon the same
subject, that one might have imagined he had heard the whole sermon. At
other times his infirmity tried him severely; as he once expressed to a friend
thus, "I know nothing now of what goes on in the world. I say, 'O Lord, thy
people are comforted with one another's conversation, and I don't wish them
to be as I am; but, when I was able to hear, the word from the preacher's
mouth would enter my heart, and fill it with the love of God; now I often go
and return again with a hard heart, being put to shifts, and I beg of the Lord
to keep me. For,' say I, 'I cannot rejoice in what I do not hear; therefore, O



Lord, unless Thou hold me up, it is impossible for me to go on.' And I am
obliged to pray heartily."

As we have already alluded to his unhappy marriage, it would be perhaps as
well to show how he was betrayed into a step which entailed upon him a cross
which lasted forty years.

The next particular worthy of notice in Mr. Dore's life was his marriage,
which took place about the year 1790. Nearly forty years afterwards he
became a widower, and from that period his daughter Rebecca lived with him
to the close of his protracted life.

Before his acquaintance with the person whom he afterwards married, and at
the very time he was under the strong hand of God in the beginning of his
religious life, he had purposed to unite himself to one, who (to use his own
words) ""was to all appearance a quiet, innocent creature," but who was in
truth a deeply designing hypocrite, and proved herself so by the profane ways
she adopted in order to make him think her religious. Of these he was
informed by some one who had detected them; yet his affections were so
deeply entangled that he felt a sort of desperate determination to marry her,
let the consequences be whatever they might, and began to make preparations
accordingly. Just at that crisis he was reading in the book of Proverbs, and
these words struck to his heart as a message sent for his warning from God.
""He goeth after her straightway, as an ox goeth to the slaughter, or a fool to
the correction of the stocks; till a dart strike through his liver, as a bird
hasteth to the snare; and knoweth not that it is for his life." (Prov. 7:22, 23.)
"These words (I quote his own expression) struck me into a shivering at once.
I was so terrified that I could not speak; and when a friend came in to see me,
I could tell him nothing about it. However I was effectually cured, and never
wished to marry that wicked woman afterwards."

After this providential escape, he began to feel himself too secure; "For," adds
he, "I was so ignorant and careless that I never thought about asking the Lord
how I should go on, and so after all I got a hypocrite for my wife. I became
acquainted with another woman, and married her at once. I remember feeling
afraid to pray about it, lest I should be hindered. She was a member of Mr.
Huntington's church, and I thought that was enough. 'For the minister,' said
I, 'has such good eyes that nothing can deceive him.' I supposed he could see
through people all at once. I was no sooner married, and he heard of it, than I
found out he knew. I had been deceived in her; for he said to me of her, 'There
is no Christ there.' This cut me like a dagger, but proved true indeed; for in
about three weeks the war began, which went on till her death, nearly forty
years afterwards.



""As long as ever she lived I had nothing but a continual dreadful trial with
her. It is impossible to tell of the things I went through. Yet sometimes I got
comfort in a strange way. She used to be worse than usual on the Sunday, so
that many times to be quiet I have stayed out walking all the time between
morning and evening service, with a dry crust for my dinner rather than be in
the house with her."

What made this dreadful violence the more distressing to her poor husband,
was her apparent softness and hypocritical religion shown to strangers. Her
words were so plausible as to deceive many for a time, and she invented all
sorts of calumny against her husband, thus trying to bring him into trouble.
But the more he was known the less her reports were believed. His integrity
stood the test; and parties who had only him to look to, to defray out of the
hire of his labour the debts she had recklessly incurred, treated him with the
most lenient forbearance, from the respect they bore to the probity of his
character. One more quotation from his own words will suffice on this
subject. '""My wife teased me till I was obliged to let her sell the lease of our
house and our furniture for nine hundred guineas, and I never had a farthing
of the money. She spent it all in drink, and wasted it. I don't think I could
bear it now so well as I bore it then, for I was simple, and afraid of doing
wrong, and so I got imposed on. I did strike her once, being greatly provoked,
and she had me up before the magistrates. But when they heard the
provocation, they said, 'We can't blame you.'—And now these troubles are as
if they had never been."

The remarks of Mr. Gilpin on this subject are much to the point:

This distressing dispensation of his unhappy marriage is calculated to enforce
upon us terrible but most useful lessons. It seems as if the Lord, by suffering
it, may have designed to treat with holy severity this good man's treacherous
departure from a beginning which was right. He had just been providentially
delivered from a similar snare, when instead of the exhortation finding place
in his heart, ""Thou that thinkest thou standest, take heed lest thou fall," we
find him immediately forsaking the Lord as his Counsellor, and blindly
relying upon the judgment of man. Now if after beginning in the Spirit we
thus end in the flesh, see what a terrible end it makes.

At the same time let us remember that a good man is not one who commits no
faults and makes no mistakes; but one whose faults and mistakes are all
overruled for good, and who in the end, '"through the fear of God, comes forth
of them all." As Mr. Dore afterwards said, '""The Lord has mercifully brought
me through all my trials, especially that one I had for so many years with my
wife. I remember Mr. Huntington preaching once from this text, 'He that
feareth God shall come forth of them all.' He was a man that could branch out



many things in his sermons, and I used to sit and try how far I could find the
evidences in myself, which he set forth as belonging to the people of God. I
said of that sermon, 'It is all true, every word;' and so it has been to this day;
here I am, and have come forth of them all!'"

The commencement of the work of grace upon his soul was faint; but, as is
usually the case in those whom the Lord takes in hand, went on increasing in
depth and power, till he was effectually killed to all legal hope. His experience,
as given in the Memoir before us, was written from his own lips at various
times by his friends taking notes of his conversation, and these were
subsequently arranged in a continuous form. The first movement upon his
conscience is thus recorded:

The first time I took notice of anything peculiar from God was when I was
about seventeen years of age. I had burnt myself with gunpowder, and kept
my bed senseless for a time, and unable to see because of the swelling. I lay in
a little room, opposite a narrow window looking to the east. As the swelling
went down, one morning the rising sun darted a ray into the room. The
moment this ray of light entered my eyes, the Lord sent a ray of his wrath and
judgment into my soul, which shewed me I was lost by nature and utterly
undone. I burst into tears, and said, "I must be lost!"" My mother heard me,
and wanted me to see her Arminian ministers, but I would have none of them
come near me. I prayed God to raise me up, and promised I would no more go
on in my wickedness. He answered my prayer and raised me up, but I turned
out worse and worse. I was quite ashamed at times of my evil ways; but that
fear I had left [felt?] in my illness never left me. I used to be terrified at
thunder, lest God should send me to hell at once for my wickedness. Once, at
Birmingham, I was in a room with several people, and a storm came on. I was
so frightened that I went down on my knees before them all, and began to
pray the Lord's Prayer."

Soon after this he went to London, where he went through many alternations
of feeling; sometimes sunk in fears of death and hell, and trying to reform, but
ignorant of the way of salvation. The first gleam of hope he thus records:

"I walked about twenty yards from the door, along Oxford Street, and could
almost show to this day the very stone I was standing on. It was a bright, cold
night in March, the stars shone with uncommon lustre. I looked up, and 'Dear
me,' I said, 'the stars are brighter than ever I knew them in my life before.'
Just then a ray of light came directly down into my soul. Oh, it was a
marvellous thing! It came as it were from the east into my heart. 'Lord,' I
said, 'there is a Man in the heavens whom I love, and I know he loves me by
what I feel.' I had never heard of such a thing as a man in the heavens. I had
heard of angels and seraphim there, never of a man. I was never so surprised
in my life. I put up my two hands, a little way apart, and said, 'l wish the



elements would open, just so wide, that I might see him.' It filled my heart
with praise. I ran on, blessing God for the preaching I had that day heard,
though I had not understood it. I was before so afraid of the devil that I dared
not look behind me, now I thought I feared him no more than some straws
which I remember seeing in my way. A sweet peace followed me till I reached
my own door, and then left me. Yet the power of it has never left me to this
day; I can never forget it. It was the very same joy I feel now. I thought next
morning I would tell the man of it, who had first brought me to hear Mr.
Huntington; but, as soon as he began to speak, I saw at once, though I was but
born, that he knew nothing. From that time it has been like fire and tow in my
heart, a continual conflict; yet this ray of light has been never taken away and
never shall."

But he had to sink into deeper waters, that he might prove the power of him
who alone could deliver. The dealings of God were singular with him, and so
was his deliverance.

"The last Sabbath spent in this trouble, I remember walking through every
room in my house, and seeing my face in the glass, I thought my countenance
had changed, and that madness was coming on. However, it was not to be so,
but it was fearful work. I went to chapel, and the text was, 'l will put a bridle
in the jaws of the people, causing them to err.' (Isa. 30:28.) It was as if the
whole discourse was to me alone, and had nothing to do with any one else.
Going down Oxford Street, there was represented to my mind a number of
people, and amongst them some religious professors whom I knew. I said to
myself, 'You know your religion is better than theirs; if you can't stand, how
can they stand?' 'Not at all,' I replied. I saw a line in my mind dividing the
people into two parts, those on the right to be saved, those on the left to be
lost. I saw that nothing could alter it. This shook me greatly. I looked up, and
felt such infernal malice go up from my heart as never before nor since. It was
truly the spirit of the devil himself. I said, with my teeth clenched, 'Oh, I wish
there was no God!' Yet still there was a sort of crying or looking to God
through all. In about four hours, I thought I could perceive in my mind that
there was pity in God the Father towards me. It was as if he said in my heart,
'If you can prevail with my Christ, I will not stand in your way.' I caught it
directly, for it shewed me I had been praying to God without Christ. I
remember the day well. I had envied the vilest reptile; my heart was shown to
be full of such venom and spite as I am sure is in every soul; and if my power
had been equal to my will, I should have pulled God from his throne, and
trampled him under foot! There was a state to look to be saved in! Yet he
looked down as if he had compassion upon me, and made me to understand I
should find mercy if I could prevail on his Son, Christ.

"This did not at first deliver me from my trouble, but it kept me for two or



three days doing nothing but crying to Jesus Christ to have mercy upon me. It
was just like the breath coming and going, 'Lord Jesus, have mercy on me!' I
prayed nothing else; and the next Tuesday night, about ten o'clock, going into
the little back parlour of my house in Poland-street, I was so oppressed that I
could not speak; but my heart was still crying, 'Lord Jesus, have mercy on
me!' I fell on my knees, with my face looking downwards, and that same Lord
Jesus, if ever he appeared to any man, appeared to me. I saw him standing at
my left hand, and passing slowly towards my right. Just as he passed, he
stooped down and looked up in my face; and the moment his eye glanced at
mine, such a power proceeded from it into my heart as I can never describe. It
wrought a revolution in my very soul. I can never tell all I saw. My sins were
all laid upon him, and not mine only. He so innocent—I so guilty! I quite
forgot my own misery, and thought only of him. I was grieved for him, and
quite ashamed of myself. I loathed and abhorred myself worse than the vilest
creature. The feeling in my body was as though my heart swelled, and I
should be choked and die. But just then I burst into a flood of tears, which
relieved me, and swept away all my hardness. I kept crying a long time, but it
was not all sorrow. It was sorrow and joy, it was bitter and sweet, it was an
ointment altogether. He appeared to pass on till he came to my right hand,
and there stood still as plainly as man ever did. I remember his look exactly; I
should know him again if I saw him. He was like a poor, care-worn young
man, weighed down with sorrow and grief, heavily burthened with my sin and
the sin of all that are to be saved. Just as it is written of him, 'He hath no form
nor comeliness, and when we shall see him, there is no beauty that we should
desire him. Surely he hath borne our griefs and carried our sorrows.' How he
went away I cannot tell; for I did not see him go away; but after he was gone, I
said as surely as ever Simeon said it, 'Lord, now lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salvation.' It made me to
understand these words, 'He shall stand at the right hand of the poor, to save
him from those that condemn his soul.' (Psalm 109:31.) Oh, how this satisfied
me, it was so very healing! My conscience was healed by the blood of the
Lamb. I saw now no blood, but I felt the effects of it. I rejoiced as much as I
was before sorrowful, 'with joy unspeakable and full of glory;' for the Lord
had turned out the devil, and taken his place in my heart. 'Then was my
mouth filled with laughter, and my tongue with singing.' It made me laugh for
joy even as I went along the streets. The very next day I was laughing while at
my work, and did not know that others observed me, and they said, 'See how
Dore is laughing!' for I did not use to laugh while in that misery. The Song of
Solomon used to come to my mind, 'He is the chiefest among ten thousand.
His mouth is most sweet; yea, he is altogether lovely. This is my beloved, and
this is my friend.' But what words can make this peace to be understood as I
then felt it in my soul! Oh, I bless and thank his holy name!"

The extracts that we have made from the book will show that it is no common



Memoir, and that Mr. Dore was a man of no common experience. He had a
religion, wrought by the power of God in his soul; and that which the Lord
began, the Lord carried on. The life of God was kept alive in his soul up to the
latest hour of his life. In his youth he had been led to offer up many fervent
prayers that the Lord would not suffer his religion to wither in his old age.
Those prayers were abundantly answered, and though for many years, during
the last stages of his earthly pilgrimage, he was cut off, by almost total
deafness, from hearing the preached word, yet, as will be observed from our
first extract, the word of God was his constant companion; and to these holy
fountains of inspired truth, he continually came, and was often permitted and
enabled to drink blessed draughts of love and mercy, that flow so richly and
freely in and through them.

Being a man of great natural vigour of mind, being blessed with a deep and
clear experience, and being well instructed in the mysteries of the kingdom of
heaven, his conversation was singularly original, spiritual, and experimental.
Mr. Gilpin, possessing great facility in taking down the exact words of those
with whom he converses, has, with great wisdom and honesty of purpose,
given them, in all their unvarnished simplicity, to the church of God, and has
appended to the Memoir some extracts of Mr. Dore's conversations. We
should be pleased to give some of these more fully, but our limits, especially
considering the copious extracts that we have already given, will only permit
us to lay before our readers the following paragraphs:

"If you cannot feel as you wish, God says, 'Ask, and ye shall receive.' Come
unto me, and tell me your griefs, 'for every one that asketh, receiveth.' 'l am
the Lord, and I change not.' It is impossible that you can ask and not receive;
if you do not ask;, it is because you do not want. Tell him your wants simply. If
you get into the way of conversing with the Lord Jesus, you do not know how
it will grow; you will in the end tell him every secret which you can tell no one
else. You can go and say, 'l should like to confess my sin and forsake it; but I
cannot, it holds me so fast. Do help me.'

"It is the want of a clear view that his sins are forgiven, which makes a man
afraid of death. Nothing but love removes this tormenting fear. You have not
this love at all times; but at times it slips into your heart and makes you say, 'l
love the Lord, because he has forgiven my sins.' And it is only by love that you
know that your sins are forgiven. If you ever had this love you will not finally
lose it. Those three verses, Rom. 8:28, 29, 30, must make a man know his state,
if he is made honest. He must know whether there has been a call at some time
or other, in some way or other, in some place or other. He must know if he
was ever stopped in his mad career. Now if you are 'called,’ it is because you
are 'predestinated' to have your sins pardoned; and if so you will be
'glorified;' and if you have these things, what shall 'separate you from the love



of God?' I would pray, if I were you, day and night until I obtained it. I did so,
but I never expected to be answered so full as I was. Yet I continued praying
on, for the Lord kept me at it."

return to index

Memoir of the Life of Hannah Judd. By the Rev. Bernard Gilpin, Minister of
Port Vale Chapel, Hertford.—(September, 1857.)

In this world of ours, just now so bright and beautiful, as the golden grain
falls under the reaper's sickle, the Lord himself giving us a fruitful season to
fill our hearts with joy and gladness, nothing meets the eye but what is of time
and sense. Wherever our lot be cast, or whatever be the place of our
temporary sojourn; whether the crowded streets of the huge metropolis, or
the busy northern towns, where the untiring giant of steam ever vomits forth
his pitchy clouds, and whirls unceasingly round and round his million
spindles; or the lonely sea-shore, where no sound meets the ear but the
murmur of the waves against the shingly beach; or the quiet, secluded country
village, where, lost amid shady lanes, we may roam and meditate, as if we
were alone in the midst of creation; wherever our foot treads, or our eye rests,
the world, and nothing but the world, meets our view. The men and women
that we meet on every hand, whether fluttering in the gay robes of wealth and
fashion, or the sons and daughters of toil, with poverty and care written on
every feature of their face, and stamped on every thread of their dress, all, as
they come trooping onward, however they vary in their million points of
difference, resemble each other in this, that they live as much for time, sense,
and self, as the ox that grazes in the field, or the bird that makes its nest in the
bush. As far as we can judge from their words and actions, God is no more in
all their thoughts, is no more looked up to, feared, loved, or adored by them,
than he is by the swallow that chases the gnats in the evening breeze, or the
butterfly that poises its wings over a flower in the noon-day sun. Nay, worse
than this, "all sheep and oxen, yea, and the beasts of the field, the fowl of the
air, and the fish of the seas," all these, though by first creation put under
man's feet, continue to glorify God, by still showing forth the wonders of his
creative hand. "They continue this day according to his ordinances, for all are
his servants." (Psal. 119:91.) But man, their original master, man their
primitive head, has debased and degraded his nature far below theirs, for he
has defiled it to the lowest depths of infamy and shame, and sunk himself and
it into a loathsome abyss of pollution and crime, to which the brute creation
present no parallel. Listen to that thrush on the topmost bough of yon
quivering aspen tree, hailing the morning sun with his tuneful throat. He
knows neither sin nor shame; he glorifies the great Author of his being, and is
even now singing a morning anthem to his praise. But that miserable creature
of a man, who, all bloated with gin and begrimed with filth, is staggering out
of the ale-house, who cannot speak but with a voice hoarse with oaths and



strong drink; or that wretch of a woman who, alike polluting and polluted,
infests the public street,—do we say that the thrush is a nobler creature than
these sons and daughters of crime? Why, the very toad that lurks under the
box edging in the garden, is not only a nobler being, but more glorifies God
than this miserable drunkard, and that wretched prostitute. The bird of the
air and the reptile of the ground are what God has made them; in them there
is no sin, for them there is no hell. No blasphemy has defiled their mouth; no
crime has sullied their feet. The eye of God does not hate them; the hand of
God will not smite them. When they have lived their little day they will pass
away, and be no more; but the wicked will be turned into hell, and all the
nations that forget God.

Yet under this seething world of sin and crime hidden by the veil which time
and sense cast over all external objects, there are transactions going forward,
which are divine and heavenly, daily plucking out of this sea of confusion
predestinated individuals, elect men and women, delivering them from the
power of darkness, and translating them into the kingdom of God's dear Son.
The Son of God has a kingdom given to him by his Father before the
foundation of the world, and of which he took possession when he rose from
the dead, ascended up to heaven, and sat down on the right hand of the
Majesty on high. Of this present evil world Satan is the god and king, for the
whole "course of this world" is "according to the prince of the power of the
air, the spirit that now worketh in the children of disobedience.'" But Jesus,
King Jesus, is meanwhile administering his own kingdom of grace here below,
and as such, is continually plucking out of Satan's domain the members of his
mystical body, the objects of his eternal love, the sheep of his pasture, and the
purchase of his blood. But this kingdom '"cometh not with observation,'" or
"outward show." (Luke 17:20.) It is a secret kingdom, a treasure hid in a
field; and the favoured subjects of this kingdom, the partakers of its grace,
and the heirs of its glory, are, like their once suffering but now glorified Lord,
despised by a world of which they are the salt, hated by a world which is not
worthy of their sojourning feet.

This train of thought has occurred to our mind from perusing the Memoir
now lying before us. Whilst the busy world were buying and selling and
getting gain, eating and drinking, marrying and giving in marriage, a poor
woman, named Hannah Judd, was being trained up amidst affliction and
sorrow, for the enjoyment of an inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that
fadeth not away, reserved in heaven for her, as kept by the power of God
through faith unto salvation. The incidents of her life are soon told, and are
summed up by Mr. Gilpin in a few concise paragraphs:

Hannah Judd, whose family name was Shepherd, was born in the village of
Little Hadham, Herts, in November, 1758. Her father was in a small way of



business, and her mother's family were farmers. In the twenty-second year of
her age, she married Mr. Judd, a farmer, in the same county, and they had
twelve children, every one of whom the mother survived, though ten grew up.
She became a widow about the year 1812; but continued to carry on a farm at
Barley, in Herts, till the year 1827, before which time she had become entirely
blind; and in this state she went, with her only surviving daughter Sarah, and
her youngest son Benjamin, to reside with another son, William, at a farm
called Claypits, in Black-fan wood, Bayford, about three miles from Hertford.
Here, first Benjamin and then Sarah died, and their mother was left in a state
of considerable destitution with her son William only; who, not finding the
farm to answer, became too poor to keep even a female servant. In the year
1839, they retired together to a little cottage near Wormley, in the same
neighbourhood, where William's health began to decline, and he died in the
year 1842, his blind and helpless parent having been for nearly two years
confined to her bed through weakness, though not from disease. A relation by
marriage (widow of one of the sons) had come to wait upon William at the
last, and remained after his death to nurse her mother-in-law; who after a
lingering and painful decline, died on the 24th of July, 1843, in the eighty-fifth
year of her age.

What read we here? A farmer's daughter marries in early youth a farmer,
with whom she toils and labours thirty-two years; has by him twelve children;
is left a widow at 54 years of age; between 60 and 70 falls entirely blind; loses
one by one all her children; sinks into deep poverty, and finally dies, after a
lingering and painful decline, in the 85th year of her age. What is there in
such a life as this—the life of hundreds—worth recording? Why should this
poor blind, helpless old woman, this care-worn widow have a Memoir
published of her sayings and doings? Why, but because this poor old creature,
this forlorn, poverty-stricken widow was a jewel of Immanuel's crown, a
member of his body, a partaker of his grace, an heir of his glory. The Holy
Ghost had made the body of this poor blind woman his own temple; Jesus
himself communed with her from off the mercy-seat, revealed and manifested
himself to her, and after conforming her to his suffering image here below,
has taken her to himself that she may see him as he is face to face, behold his
glory, and be for ever ravished with his love.

We have before remarked the happy facility that Mr. Gilpin possesses of
taking down the exact words of those heirs of the kingdom, whose
conversation he records. It is with him not merely a case of conscientious,
scrupulous accuracy, but a labour of love. If thoughts be worth recording, if
observations and speeches be worth preserving, let us, by all means, have
them exactly as they were uttered. No one can describe a feeling so accurately
and truthfully, or relate an experience so vividly and feelingly as the person
who has passed through it. There is a freshness, a reality, a life, a power, an



originality in his words and expressions which almost wholly vanish, when
you translate it into another person's language. And if this be the case in
ordinary instances, how much more so is it, when, as with Richard Dore and
Hannah Judd, there is a remarkable natural vigour of mind and strength, as
well as originality of expression, combined with an experience of the things of
God, singularly deep and varied.

The work of grace upon Mrs. Judd's soul commenced soon after her
marriage, and seems to have begun in a way of sovereign mercy without any
of those means that the Lord often employs to bring sinners to himself.

Mr. Gilpin thus records it from her own lips:

"I married when about twenty-one years of age; and soon afterwards fell into
very deep concern in my soul; but I did not understand my own case—
everything was a mystery to me. I re member this passage of Scripture was
very powerfully brought to my mind, 'Seek first the kingdom of God and his
righteousness, and other things shall be added.' I said, 'Lord, what is this
seeking? How shall I seek?' and I longed to know, but I could not. At times I
was in a very dull state, and seemed without any life in my soul. I could not
tell anybody what I felt. I do not know that there were any of my relations
who had the true fear of God, excepting only my husband's grandmother. I
thought then, and I think yet, that she was a child of God. I could speak to
her, and she used to like talking to me; for she saw the Lord had begun a
work upon my soul. One day I very earnestly said to her, 'There is one thing I
long to know—oh, how I do long to know it!—I seek—I try—I study, but I
cannot find it out.' '"Well, child,' she answered, 'what is it?' Said I, 'It is what
the new birth means;—what it means, that we 'must be born again?' She
smiled, and said, 'Child, you shall know; for the word says, 'Then shall ye
know, if ye follow on to know the Lord.' That was her answer; and I could not
get more from her at that time. In those days, I would take the Bible, and go
into a spare room, away from all the din of the family, and search, and search,
and search, that I might know this great thing. And to this day I feel satisfied
that it is this seeking which must continue and abide with us."

Though seeking so diligently, she still continued in a confused state for some
time, and her first comfort was from the words, ""The Lord's hand is not
shortened that it cannot save.'" But this did not last long, and she seems to
have been in much darkness and confusion for several years. But we will now
let her speak again for herself:

"When I was thirty years old, I began to grow worse. My distress and horror
were heavy at times. I knew I was a sinner, and yet did not feel the weight of
my sins; I saw I was not able to repent. I heard a sermon at Buntingford from
these words, 'Turn thou me and I shall be turned. ...Surely after that I was



turned, I repented.' Jer. 31:18, 19. It confirmed me to know that repentance is
the Lord's work. I longed for it—I asked for it—but did not think I was either
longing or asking, not so as to satisfy myself. My husband could pray night
and morning, but I did not think I was praying at all. It used to comfort me
that my husband prayed for me, for I supposed he was an experienced
Christian, regular in attending his stated place of worship, had no darkness of
soul, and no misgivings; he was always comfortable, but I grew worse.

""All this brought on by degrees impatience and fretting; and my fretting
provoked the Lord. For I used to be saying, 'It is better for me to die than to
live.' And I thought the Lord would have taken me at my word. For one day
while yet in this bad state, my mind was impressed suddenly that in three days
I should die indeed. This brought a change, it fell on me like a judgment. 'Die!
(I said) I'm not fit to die;' and I prayed that I might live. 'O, Lord, (I said)
lengthen my days, and enable me to repent,' for I thought I should go to
destruction, it seemed clear to me. However, it was wonderful what that
impression meant, not that I should die in body, but that on that day I should
begin to die to sin and to live to God. For on the third day a change came. His
Spirit struck in with the word, and brought this text to my heart, 'Thy Maker
is thy husband.' (Isaiah 54:5.) It followed, 'Fear not, I have redeemed thee—I
have called thee—I will uphold thee by the right hand of my righteousness, for
I have redeemed thee, saith the Lord.' These words altered my state; they
made me understand the grace of God, and I was satisfied that I had never
understood things rightly before. I had light now from the Lord, and seemed
to be in a new world, all things were new to me. I tried to explain my
happiness, but I found that those around me did not like it, and could not
conceive what I meant; so I was obliged to keep my feelings to myself."

And now what comfort and encouragement did she get from her pious
husband, who was so regular at chapel, who had no darkness of soul, and no
misgivings, who was always so happy and so comfortable, the type of
hundreds who know neither God nor themselves, ignorant alike of sin and
salvation, and who know nothing of doubt or fear, because they know nothing
of either heaven or hell?

"Now it was that my husband quite disappointed me. For as long as I had
continued in my bad state, he would frequently put such questions to me as
these 'How do you go on?' 'Does the Lord hear your prayers?' So I thought he
would be very glad to hear that my prayers had been heard indeed. But when
I gave him the account, he did not understand it at all. He said, 'You are
mistaken.' 'No, indeed, (I would say) I am not,' for I was quite sure I was not,
but I never could make him see it; so that instead of being able to speak with
him more and more, I was obliged to speak less and less, and at last I could
say nothing at all. For I began by degrees to find out that he had never known



a change, never known the Lord's dealings, though he was so steady in his
profession. This was a heavy thing."

But this poor woman had something more trying than a professing husband.
She left her first love, and had to be brought back by terrible things in
righteousness:

"Well, I hoped I had almost done with sin, but sin began to return more and
more. I seemed to myself worse than before. I began to be like the children of
Israel, who turned back. For a long time after that light sprang in, I had felt it
like death to have a worldly spirit, but by degrees I began to cleave more and
more to the world again. I became vain in my dress, and very proud, thinking
I had been shewn great things by the Lord; and so dead I was in my soul, that
though I went to public worship, I hardly knew what for, but kept swinging to
and fro, like a door on its hinges. Only at times I felt many secret rebukes, and
was quite sure that the Lord would punish my sins. All my comfort left me,
and I began again to feel great horror and lowness of mind."

The first stroke of the Lord's chastening hand was the death of a beloved
daughter, aged seventeen, which she deeply laid to heart, though not without
hope for her soul. Her trouble and her remarkable deliverance are thus
recorded in her own simple, sweet, and expressive language:

"My affliction brought me back to seek the Lord more, and he had never left
me utterly without hope, though for a long time I had mostly felt things all
very dismal. I went on in a low state, but still seeking, for nearly two years. It
began to be a great burden to me again to enter much into worldly business.
By degrees the great weight of my sins began to oppress me most heavily. I
could see no escape, no way open. I cannot tell you of this time of trouble, as I
even now feel it to have been. I do not think that this dreadful lowness arose so
much from the fear of destruction, as from the Lord's enabling me to feel the
real guilt and evil of my sins. I remember I used to have hope at times.
Sometimes many promises came into my heart, but I was such a wretch that I
could receive none of them. I kept putting them away, saying, 'These are not
for me.' Once the Lord said, 'Behold, thou art made whole, sin no more.' But I
could not conceive how this could be. However, the blood of Jesus, as shed for
me, seemed precious at times, but the lowness swallowed up the hopes again.
Thus the Lord kept teaching me deeper and deeper by littles.

"It seemed a long time before the Lord was pleased to return; but oh! when he
did manifest himself it was in a beautiful manner! I can tell no one all that I
felt at that time! It was on a day when I had for a while felt very unhappy, and
had a great longing to pray; but it did not seem as if I could pray. I went into
a little spare room in our house at Barley, and there I read the Bible by
myself. Having finished reading, I was going out of the room, but I was as it



were turned back again, that I might see the great sight. I have often
wondered since that I did not fall to the ground; and I am quite sure I could
not have kept standing, had not the Lord strengthened me. The Lord drew
nigh in great glory, and he sent into my heart these words, 'Return, O
backsliding, daughter, for I am married unto thee.' (Jer. 3:14.) That was the
word, 'I AM MARRIED UNTO THEE.' At the very same time He was
pleased to let me know what it meant, in a beautiful way and manner never to
be forgotten. It was marvellous, very marvellous, I could tell no one,—it was
too great. I feared I should be doing wrong to speak of it, remembering that
the Lord said after his transfiguration, 'Tell no man.' So I can say, 'Come
hither, all ye that fear God. I will tell you what he hath done for my soul;' for
He hath done great and marvellous things; but I cannot speak of all that the
Lord shewed me on that day—only that the thing was so. If ever I knew what
it was to look to an arm of flesh in my husband, I knew then and there what it
is to be married, and to be one, with that great Saviour. As soon as ever the
Lord had spoken these words, and made me to know, then I was like Jacob. I
said, 'Surely the Lord is in this place, and I knew it not!' and I was afraid, and
said, '"How dreadful is this place! This is none other than the house of God;
this is the gate of heaven!' (Gen. 28:16, 17.) At the moment it seemed almost
all delight, yet there was a fear and a dread; but these were swallowed up. I
did not see my sins then; no, not one of them; they were all hid out of sight,
and taken away and gone. I felt the love then, not the sin. Yet I had a fear, and
the fear abode too; so that I never went into that room afterwards, as long as
ever I lived there, without being struck with something like a shadow of what
I had once seen there. Whenever I went in there, I feared. For indeed, if you
love, you must fear; for there is reason to fear as well as to love, He is so great
a God. The Lord says, 'Oh that there were such a heart in them always to fear
me.' So it is; there is fear as well as love; and whenever I went into that room
where I saw the great sight I shuddered. I said that what I had enjoyed in
those few minutes was worth striving a whole life for. I said, Who can tell the
folly of living to the world, and not seeking to know the Lord?"

Trouble after trouble, chiefly in the loss of one beloved child after another,
poverty, and blindness befell this afflicted widow; and to these outward trials
were added sorrows of a keener, because of a more inward and spiritual
nature. But in all these things she was instructed, and through them was led
more and more deeply into the mystery of vital godliness. She thus speaks of
the benefit of her trials:

"One good has been this, that the Lord has shewn me a great deal more of the
evil of sin, and also of the application of Christ's blood; and I know, and am
quite sure, that He died for my sins indeed. I don't mean that inwardly, any
more than outwardly, it has been all sunshine. Oh! the plague that my heart
has occasioned me, joined at times with the devil and all his troop. But the



Lord will never forsake the work of his own hands; die when I may, I know I
am the Lord's; what a wonderful mercy! I can say with all my heart that I am
not worthy of the least of all his mercies, nay, that I am truly and indeed
deserving of hell; but I know and am certain sure that the blood of Jesus
Christ cleanseth from all sin. Also, I wish to encourage others to seek the
Lord, for He teaches us these things by very slow degrees, and He has much to
teach us; but He is always faithful, and everything which he says He will fulfil.
He will never leave his work unfinished."

How well, how wisely this poor woman speaks! What life and power, what
reality and truth are stamped upon her words, especially where she describes
what she saw, heard, and felt when the Lord drew nigh in his glory and love.

Where there is true religion, there is a power, a depth, a reality, as different
from the cut and dry Calvinistic profession of the day, as light from darkness,
or life from death. Read too our next extract, and then compare it with the
dry, doctrinal assurance, the ease in Zion, the settling on the lees, the "always
happy" state of the great bulk of modern professors. Why, one half-hour of
this poor old widow's experience would dash their dead assurance to a
thousand shivers. She had an assurance, too, good old creature; she knew in
whom she believed, and that her sins were washed away in atoning blood; but
her assurance did not rest on a doctrine in the letter of the word, but on the
sweet manifestations of the Lord to her soul, and the inward whispers of his
eternal love:

"Since Sarah died, I have been mostly quite alone; William out in the fields all
day, and no soul in the house to look after me. But by all these things I know
and feel that the Lord teaches me deeper and deeper. I can compare my case
to that of children, whom we put from one school to another school, that they
may be deeper and deeper educated. About the beginning of last winter the
Lord taught me in a wonderful way. I was left to feel my abject weakness to
the uttermost; I was ill in my body, and I believed that death might ensue; and
I felt at that time an exceeding great dread and fear of death. I had sunk upon
the floor in my bed-room and was insensible for some time. It was the day
before my daughter-in-law from Chishill returned home. She came up to say
that two ladies wished to see me. I just had strength to go down, but I could
hardly speak to them, and they soon left. At this time I felt no fury from the
enemy, and no help from God; but a sinking lower and lower, even to hell,
and neither foot-hold nor hand-hold to keep me up. Surely it was a horror of
great darkness which fell upon me. At daybreak my daughter-in-law took her
leave; and being quite helpless and forlorn, my inward trouble and my
outward trouble together seemed too great for me. I thought it was needful
that I should try to get through a little household work. I went out to wash
some pails; and as I was feeling along by the bushes into the garden, I was so



overwhelmed and pressed down, that I stood still, and said, 'My burden is too
great for me!' Then were these words spoken to me with such light and power,
it was as if I heard the Lord speaking them from heaven, it was as when I saw
his glory in the heavens, 'Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and he shall sustain
thee!' This took away all my trouble. It was as if I looked about for my
trouble, but could not find it. I said, 'I don't want my daughter-in-law nor
anyone else, to make me comfortable, since God loves me with an everlasting
love, and will certainly save me to the end.' I felt the sureness of his love, and
that not one thing he has promised me could fail for evermore."

Our great desire for ourselves in personal experience and in all that we bring
before our readers, either as written by our own pen or that of others, is a
faith which stands not in the wisdom of men, but in the power of God. We
dearly love vital religion; we embrace, with all the affections of our heart, the
power of God, as put forth in a sinner's soul; we see more and more the
deceitfulness and hypocrisy of a religion in the letter and in the flesh, and we
see more and more the beauty and blessedness, the grace and glory of a
revealed Christ, and of his divine kingdom set up in the heart. Husks and
shells are all that the letter gives. Marrow, fatness, honey, milk, wine, yea,
more, the very flesh and blood of the Lamb—this heavenly food in the eating
and drinking of which is eternal life, the Holy Ghost gives to the hungry and
thirsty saints of God, when he applies the living word with a divine power to
their hearts. Get, dear friends, a taste of the sweetness and blessedness of a
divine religion, and it will kill you to all other. It will be a light in your
understanding, to see the miserable end of a graceless profession; a life in
your soul, to stir you up to seek more and more of the inward kingdom of
God; a power in your affections, to fix them more on things above; and feeling
in your conscience, to depart more and more from evil.

If then we have drawn somewhat too largely on the memoir of Mrs. Judd, it
has been from the desire to bring before our readers what we hope may be for
their spiritual profit. Many an eye rests on our pages to find therein some
heavenly food. When we cease to bear this in mind, it will be better for them
and ourselves to lay down our pen.

Among the friends of Mrs. Judd was the late Mr. James Bourne, a man of
deep and tried experience, and a minister of the gospel, if we mistake not, at
Sutton Coldfield, of whom Gilpin has published also a memoir. Several of his
letters to Mrs. Judd are inserted in her memoir, and we cannot forbear
closing our review with one which we consider particularly sweet and
experimental:

From Mr. Bourne to Mrs. Judd, Nov. 25, 1835.



Dear Friend and Companion in tribulation,—I have often thought of you
since I paid you a visit, and have pondered the wisdom and righteousness of
God in his judgments upon the children of men. Perhaps I differ a little from
some, when I speak of his judgments upon his own children; but having been
myself made to feel that he is terrible in his doings, I am constrained to stand
in awe, and acknowledge that my sin has many times brought on his severity.
For (see Psalm 99) though the Lord pardons Moses, Aaron, and Samuel, yet
""he takes vengeance of their inventions." How often have I been brought
down to the gates of death, and almost to despair here, and yet his faithfulness
has never failed. When the furnace has humbled me and broken the iron
sinew of my neck of pride, then in his compassion he has poured in the oil and
the wine, and as the tribulation has abounded, so also has the consolation.

The Lord does nothing in vain. It was not in vain that he should give you a
large family and take them away again. It was not in vain that he should take
away your eyesight. Flesh and blood cannot account for these things; but the
teaching of God's Spirit enables us, in them all, to acknowledge his wisdom, to
be silent from complaining, to confess that our sin procures them, and his
love, mercy, and pity, sanctify them; and that these all are among the "all
things' which are to "work together for good." (Rom. 8:28.)

The Lord watches over us. He knows our feeble frames, and was himself, in all
points, tempted like as we are, yet without sin. Once, when I was almost upset
in despair, and as David says, "I roared for the very disquietude of my heart,"
the Saviour drew near, and said in the sweetest, tenderest manner possible, "I
am touched with the feeling of all your infirmities." This love, pity, and
compassion, broke my heart all to pieces, and I said, ""Lord, I am ashamed to
make one complaint, I am a grievous sinner, and thou art infinitely kind and
tender!"

This is what reconciles us to the cross, and will work patience and submission.

Oh, may the Lord abundantly satisfy your soul with some such sweet
refreshing from his presence, and then you can and will say, '"He hath done all
things well." This will also be your token, that though you are now naturally
blind, you shall one day see '"the King in his beauty, and the land that is very
far off!" Remember me, when it is well with you!

I am, dear friend, yours in the Lord,
James Bourne.

return to index

Hymns on Sacred Subjects, wherein the Fundamental Doctrines of



Christianity, with many other interesting points, are occasionally introduced.
By the late Rev. A. M. Toplady. Written between fifteen and eighteen years of
age.—(October, 1857.)

The God of all grace raised up, equipped, and sent forth many eminent
ambassadors of the Gospel, in the middle of the last century, whose names are
still embalmed in the hearts of his living family; for among the innumerable
glories and excellencies of heavenly grace, this is not the least of its beauty and
blessedness, that wherever vitally manifested, it lives and flourishes in death,
through death, and beyond death. Like, indeed, its divine Author and
sovereign Giver, its beauty and glory are hidden from the eyes of a profane
and professing generation, that can no more love and admire grace than
Herod and Pontius Pilate or the Scribes and Pharisees loved and admired
Jesus Christ; but as in the days of his flesh, there were those favoured ones
who "beheld his glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the Father, full of
grace and truth," so are there those now who still behold his glory, as made
known to their souls in the grace of the gospel. All that savours of his power
and presence, of his Spirit and love, is dear and estimable in their eyes. They
love his servants, because, as anointed by his Spirit, they testify of Him; and
they love what is uttered by their lips, or is traced by their pen, because,
through their word and witness, heavenly blessings are communicated to their
souls. Nor does death break the bond of union which makes them and the
church one in love. Their writings live when the hand that penned them is
mouldered to dust; the power and savour that rested upon them in life still
anoints the records of their experience; and the same Jesus at the right hand
of the Father now bears testimony to them, as they once bore testimony to
him. Their persecutors have perished from the earth; their very names are
forgotten, or, if remembered, are only so by virtue of their connection with the
men whom they hated, as Alexander, the coppersmith, is preserved from
oblivion by his persecution of Paul. So true is it, that '"the name of the wicked
shall rot," but "the righteous shall be in everlasting remembrance." And
why? But because as the Lord said to his disciples, "It is not they that speak,
but the Spirit of their Father which speaketh in them;" and what he speaks is
like him of whom he testifies, '"the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." As,
then, righteous Abel, by that faith of which he was made a partaker, "being
dead yet speaketh," so out of their tombs, or rather from their heavenly
mansions, up to which faith follows them, do many departed servants of God
still speak by their writings, or by such fragments of their living experience as
are left on record. And in some sense they are more honoured and esteemed
now than when they lived and walked upon earth.

A great writer has said,

"The evil that men do lives after them;



The good is oft interred with their bones."

This witness is true as regards the children of men, whose evil is so great and
good so little; but is not true as regards the servants of God. Their frailties
and infirmities, however treasured up by a sneering world, are forgotten by
the Church of God, and what they were by the grace of God is alone
remembered. All in them that was mortal sank into the same grave with their
tabernacles of clay, and what was immortal still survives untainted by death
or corruption. So far as they were impregnated with life from the Fountain of
Life, their words still live, and the same grace that breathed and spoke in
them when their lips moved on earth, still speaks in their writings now that
their souls have passed into glory. But whilst we love the men, we do not
idolise their names or canonise their writings. They are not Jesus, nor are
their books the Bible. We love them because they loved Jesus, and we love
their writings because they testify of him to us. What he made them they only
then were, and what he makes them to us they only now are.

Among the eminent saints and servants of God, who lived in the last century,
few have exercised a greater influence in the church of Christ than Toplady.
He was raised up at a peculiar juncture, just when John Wesley was sowing
his tares in the gospel field, and fighting with all the desperate enmity of his
crafty mind against the sovereignty of God. Wesley was no common
antagonist; and it needed a man of great natural powers of mind, acuteness,
and force of intellect, undaunted fearlessness, readiness of pen, and above all,
a deep experimental acquaintance with the truth, to meet and overthrow him
in the field of conflict. Wesley had on his side nearly everything that could set
off and recommend his flesh-pleasing doctrines. He had naturally great
clearness of mind and precision of thought, and a very simple, lucid style of
preaching and writing. These were backed by amazing zeal and earnestness,
most unwearied labours, great self-denial, a look and manner almost
apostolic, a large amount of outward holiness, and a singular power of
influencing and governing the minds of men. In his preaching and writing
there was so much scripture, torn and riven from its connection and plausibly
introduced, as to gild over his errors; and, as he dwelt much upon the terrors
of the law, and, to use the expression of his followers, ''shook his hearers over
hell," he alarmed the conscience of many with legal convictions, which he set
himself to heal by preaching up fleshly holiness and perfection in the flesh.
Against the sovereignty of grace, the glorious truths of personal election,
particular redemption, imputed righteousness, a finished work, and the
certain perseverance of the saints of Christ, he fought with all the subtlety,
ingenuity, and violence that could be displayed by the most daring rebel
against God and godliness for more than sixty years, getting worse the older
he grew. As the acknowledged leader of multitudes, he, by oceans of sermons,
books, and tracts, filled hundreds and thousands of his followers with as much



enmity as himself against the blessed plan of salvation by grace; and,
determined to make a compact with error, and shore it up with all the beams
and buttresses of human policy, he spared no labour, and shrank from no
exertion to accomplish his end.

But just in the height of his war against the truths of the gospel, a champion
stepped forth from the ranks of the despised Calvinists, who met him at the

sword's point, beat his weapons out of his hand, and laid his pride and self-

righteousness in the dust. This champion was the immortal Toplady.

A short sketch of this eminent saint and servant of God may, perhaps, not
unsuitably, serve as a preface to our Review of his hymns, which have been
issued under the superintendence of Mr. Doudney, from the Bonmahon
Industrial Printing School.

He was born at Farnham, Surrey, on the 4th of November, 1740, his father,
who was a major in the army, dying at the siege of Carthagena, soon after the
birth of his son. He was partly educated at Westminster school, that
celebrated seminary where so many great men, and among them, neither least
nor last, the poet Cowper, have received that training which fitted them to
occupy the most eminent positions in the State. But he was removed thence at
an early period of his age by the circumstance of his widowed mother going to
Ireland to obtain a family estate, so that he continued and finished his
education at Trinity College, Dublin. It was there chiefly that, by dint of hard
and unwearied study, he obtained that proficiency in the learned languages
and that great knowledge of divinity and church history which appear so
conspicuous in his controversial writings. He certainly was possessed of very
shining abilities, of great penetration and acuteness of mind, of a peculiar
fluency of language, and at times of great elevation and even eloquence of
expression. To these great natural abilities was added an unwearied
perseverance, which made him study night and day. All this he might have
had independent of and distinct from divine grace, and have lived and died an
enemy to God and godliness. But the Lord had designed him for great and
eminent services in his vineyard, and therefore, in his own time and way,
called him by his grace. We do not know the exact means the Lord employed
to awaken him from his sleep of death, but his mother was a gracious woman,
and he sat under the sound of the gospel before he went to Ireland. He has
himself told us that '""he was awakened in August, 1756," but we know not
how deeply he suffered under the condemnation of a broken law and the
guilty alarms of a conscience made tender in the fear of God. The time and
manner of his deliverance is much better known, and was very marked and
conspicuous. About a year after his first awakening, when but sixteen years of
age, he one evening went into a barn at a place called Codymain, in Ireland,
where a man named Morris was preaching to a handful of people. There the



Lord blessed and delivered his soul from the bondage and curse of the law,
and brought him nigh unto himself by the blood of sprinkling.

He thus speaks in his diary of that memorable evening:

Feb. 29th, 1768.—At night, after my return from Exeter, my desires were
strongly drawn up to God. I could indeed say that I groaned with groans of
love, joy, and peace; but it was even with comfortable groans which cannot be
uttered. That sweet text, Eph. 2:3: ""Ye who were sometimes afar off are made
nigh by the blood of Christ," was particularly delightful and refreshing to my
soul; and the more so as it reminded me of the days and months that are past,
even the days of my sensible espousals to the bridegroom of the elect. It was
from that passage that Mr. Morris preached on the memorable evening of my
effectual call by the grace of God. Under the ministry of that dear messenger,
and by that sermon, I was, I trust, brought nigh by the blood of Christ, in
August, 1756.

But though thus sensibly brought nigh by the blood of the Lamb, much
darkness rested on his mind respecting those heavenly truths, which are
usually called the doctrines of grace. For about two years was he searching
and inquiring into the truth, till the reading of Dr. Manton's sermons on John
17 was blessed to his soul to lead him into, and establish him upon the grand
discriminating truths of sovereign grace. About four years after this
establishment of his soul in the truth of God, and six years from the time of his
deliverance in the barn, he was ordained a minister of the Church of England.

Though unable ourselves to continue in that system, we are not so bigoted as
to deny that the Lord has had dear saints and eminent servants of his, who
lived and died in communion with it. Romaine, Berridge, Toplady, and Dr.
Hawker, where can we find four men or ministers more blessed of God in
their own souls, or in their ministry to others? In the Church of England they
were born and brought up; in it they preached and laboured, and God owned
and blessed their labours; and in it they died in peace and joy, and the full
assurance of faith.

The objections, the well-grounded objections which have compelled so many
good men to leave her walls, were not laid upon their consciences. The
providence of God seemed to favour their continuance where they were; and
as the Lord overruled this circumstance to the effectual calling and blessing of
many under their ministry, what can we say? Who that fears God and loves
his truth would have lifted up his finger to prevent Romaine preaching at St.
Dunstan's, Fleet Street, or St. Anne's, Blackfriars, to crowds of listening
hearers? Who would not be glad were there such a preacher in London now,
whether he preached in Westminster Abbey or St. Pancras Church? Who that
loves the truth would wish to nail the pulpit-door against Dr. Hawker, as he



walked up the aisle of Charles Church, Plymouth? Had these great and good
men felt as Mr. Brook and Mr. Birch felt, they would have acted as Mr. Brook
and Mr. Birch acted, and cast gown and cassock, prayer-book and surplice to
the moles and the bats. But the errors and corruptions of the Church of
England which have forced so many good men out of her pale, were not laid
with weight and power on their conscience. They saw that she held truth,
blessed truth, for the most part in her articles, and there being an open door
in her communion to preach the gospel without let or hindrance, and being
much blessed in their own souls, and in the ministry, they continued to preach
peace by Jesus Christ without being disturbed in their consciences by what
has been an intolerable burden to other men of perhaps less grace than
themselves, but more exercised on these particular grounds. But evil always
produces evil, and the consequence of these good men remaining in and
sanctioning by their example a corrupt system, has been to embolden others
who have neither their grace nor their gifts to stand out against all convictions
themselves and to condemn those who desire to act in the fear of God in this
important matter.

Toplady evidently was greatly blessed in his own soul both in private and in
public, when a minister at Fen Ottery, and Harpford, Somerset, and
afterwards at Broad Hembury, Devon. No one that knows and loves the truth
can read his diary, never meant to be perused by mortal eye, without seeing
how, at times, his soul was blessed and favoured. How full of sweetness and
savour are the following extracts from it!

Wednesday, March 2nd.—In secret prayer this morning before I left my
chamber, the fire of divine love kindled, and the Lord sensibly shone upon