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REVIEWS
BY THE LATE J. C. PHILPOT, M.A.

The Experience of Sukey Harley. By the Rector's Daughter.—(May, 1849).

We have read this little work with some pleasure and interest. There certainly
appears to us something striking and remarkable in it.

Sukey Harley is, or rather was, one of those strange Amazons—those men-like
women that seem almost peculiar to the coal and iron districts, who can
handle the fist as well as hammer, and who, in manners, appearance,
language, and habiliments, are brutalized almost below the level of their male
companions.

Such was Sukey Harley; and yet, however repulsive to our natural feelings
from ignorance and coarse, brutal vice, really no farther from the kingdom of
God than (if so far as) the fine lady in Grosvenor or Belgrave Square, who
rides to some fashionable church in her carriage, and has her Prayer-book
deposited, with all due solemnity, by her powdered footman in the cushioned
pew. Sukey Harley, romping, dancing, shouting, and swearing in the barn—as
she describes herself—on the Lord's Day morning, does not so much differ
from the glittering marchioness repeating the responses in the curtained pew
as one might think. Human nature is coarse in the one, and fine in the other;
in the rough in poor Sukey, polished up in the fine lady; an open grave in the
begrimed working girl, a marble mausoleum in the noble peeress; but fallen,
fallen, fallen nature alike in both, and, as such, "without God and without
hope in the world."

"The Rector's Daughter" has had the good sense to give us Sukey's experience
in her own words. We do not know who '""The Rector's Daughter" is, nor
whether she knows the things of God for herself; but she has, with admirable
good sense, given it just as Sukey spoke it. And though some words, as
"clammed," ""donna," and "tossicated," will be more intelligible to northern



than to southern readers, yet we are glad to see them there, as so many
guarantees that the whole is genuine, and that the '""Rector's Daughter' has no
more corrected Sukey's experience by her own, than adjusted Sukey's rich
and racy Shropshire to the standard of Dr. Johnson and Lindley Murray.

Sukey's father died when she was three years old, and left her to poverty, so
that, during childhood, she was often well nigh "clammed" (starved), and
seems to have had no education whatever, either with book or needle. She
grew up, however, hearty and strong; and now we will let her speak for
herself:—

"When big enough to go out to service, I was hired at a farm house; I made a
good servant, I loved work. The farmers were all glad to get me into their
houses. I got through such a lot of work, and was as fond of frolic and play. I
gave free licence to my tongue. To my shame be it spoken, I could hardly open
my mouth but I would fetch an oath; it was dreadful. I married very young.
My husband was a very quiet, steady, and sober man; he was never fond of
drink, nor of levity of any sort, like the rest of the young men. I used to
despise him in my heart, and say, Well, what a fool I have got for a husband!
He'd just go right on with his work and take no notice of anything; backwards
and forwards, down the lane and up again, to and fro, morning and night, day
by day, it was always the same with him. He'd just mind his own business, and
care for nothing else. Well, I would think with myself, what a dolt my Charles
is!

Whenever he heard me curse or swear, he would rebuke me; but very mildly.
He used to say, 'Sukey, I wish I could hear you talk without swearing; I wish
you would leave off them words.' I was ready to hit him for downright rage.
Excepting these bouts, we never had any miss words with each other; and a
good reason why, he never gave me any, so then I'd none to give him.

Here, then, was Sukey in all her native roughness—a swearing, fighting,
working, frolicking wretch, as far from religion or a profession of religion as
any poor creature could well be.

But why have we dwelt thus long upon this part of Sukey's history? To show
more the superaboundings of grace, and what God can and will do to stain the
pride of human glory. The exceeding riches of God's grace is a theme dear to
our soul, and to set this forth more clearly and vividly have we lingered thus
long over the dark features of Sukey Harley.

But we proceed to the first beginning of a work upon Sukey's soul. This,
perhaps, is not so clear as some might wish. Sukey's conversion was not very
striking, nor the change very quickly apparent; though, when related at the



distance of many years, much might be forgotten or lost in the delivery. Here,
however, is her account of it:—

"The first thing that gave me a turn to my manner of living was being called
on by two women, neighbours, who wished me to go with them to meeting; I
refused, but when they came again and pressed me very much, I began to fear
they would call me a bad neighbour; so to please them I went. I paid no
attention to what was going on there."

But she soon began to see something peculiar in the two poor women, at whose
invitation she first began to attend the chapel.

"This was my trouble, the thought that these women have got something that
I had ne'er got; this was it that troubled me. All day long my thoughts were
hampered, my mind was tossicated about this thing; what have these women
got? I wish I knew what they have got. Oh, I was sore distressed; I was heavily
burdened; I was weary, weary in mind to know somewhat about it. Nothing
that ever I heard in church or chapel at that time ever struck my mind. I
never paid attention there; my trouble wasn't brought on by the word of man;
I could tell no man what ailed me, not even my husband. I did ne'er know, I
could ne'er find out myself what was the matter; I would for ever make some
light excuse to know what they two were about. I would peep into old Nancy
Smith's door; she would come out, the big tears standing in her eyes, and the
book in her hand; well; I hated her; then I'd go to the other; 'Sukey,' she'd
say, 'do come and sit down, and I'll read to you a bit.' '"Well,' I'd say, and
think to myself, I do hate to come nigh 'em. Then I would look upon her
countenance. Oh, what a blessed look I thought she had in the midst of all her
poverty and outward wretchedness! She was a deal worse off than I, though I
am miserable and she is blessed. What does it mean? They must have
somewhat; I wish I knew what they have found. Then I'd go home pondering
on this matter, puzzling my foolish brains to find out what they'd got; tossed
to and fro; I was weary, weary, weary; day and night, I could find no rest. Oh!
I wanted somewhat I could ne'er get. I began to think there must be a God;
then I thought, these women know that God."

How often we find that conviction first arises in the mind, from seeing
gracious people possessed of something that we know we have not! This seems
to have been the beginning of Sukey's convictions. The leaven thus planted,
now works more deeply.

Well, I began to grow worse and worse, more full of perplexed thoughts than
ever; I was tossed to and fro. What was I to do? I did ne'er know what to do.
The reason I don't know God is because I cannot read. Those two women are
such fine scholars, they can read such a sight of books. They can pray, they've
such a sight of prayers, and I only know this one. Then I thought, I must have



a new prayer, the old prayer won't do. I kept repeating it over and over again,
but I wanted a new prayer. I mourned, I cried to God to teach me a new
prayers; yes, I said to my dear Father in heaven, for he was my Father though
I did not know him; and I cried to him, and mourned before him; I begged
him to teach me a new prayer. These words clapped into my mind: "Lord,
lead me into the knowledge of thy dear Son;" I never heard about the Son of
God, I never knew that God had a Son, yet these words came into my heart; it
was the prayer God taught me himself; no one else taught me.

After she had been thus "tossicated," or tossed up and down for some time,
the Lord appeared for her deliverance, of which she gives the following
account:—

"On the Monday morning while I was eating my breakfast, (but I had no
stomach to eat,) it was after Charles was gone to work, these words entered
my mind: 'Behold, I stand at the door and knock, if any man hear my voice
and open the door, I will come in unto him, and sup with him, and he with
me.' I said, this is the text the man had for his sermon last night; well it was,
but I had ne'er heard it then. I heard it now though, all the words quite plain
came into my heart. Oh! I thought, suppose it should be their God at the door.
Oh! how joyful I would get up and loose him the door! Now I thought, I can
ne'er give in praying, those words have so encouraged me; I went up the
ladder into my bed room, and began to pray; I made such a noise, the folks
might have heard me in the street. I was afear'd I should frighten my child; I
came down and looked at her, she was a little one, eating her breakfast. I went
up again and did not stop long. I came down again, and filled the child's bag
with meat, and sent her off to school; I put her out at the door, and locked and
bolted it. Then I said in my own strength, I will never open this door again till
I know their God. I stuffed the windows with all the old rags I could find, I
could not bear the light; then I went down on my knees in the dark corner,
and began praying these same words that I used to do, the same words over
and over and over again,—the Lord's prayer, and, '"Lord lead me into the
true knowledge of thy dear Son." I felt as if I would have pulled the roof over
my head, I went tearing and tearing at it with such vehement earnestness.
Well, who put that strong cry into my heart? Was it from myself? No; but He
gave it me and forced me to cry out, because it was His own blessed will to
hear me and answer me. I felt Him come; it's past my talking about, such a
wonderful time; it's clear past telling. No words can express the feelings of my
heart at this time. He fetched me off my knees; I started up. I cannot find
words to express the wonderful doings of that blessed moment; well, this is
past. He showed me all my sins that I had committed even from a child. Yes,
that bit of pink ribbon I had stolen for my doll's cap came upon me. He
showed me how for that one sin I might have been sent to hell, and he would
have been just. Oh! He showed me my black desert, how I had deserved to go



to hell; what a reprobate I had been, and how like a devil I walked upon the
earth; how I had angered Him with my sinfulness. My heavy sins and my
vileness came upon me! Oh! He appeared such a holy God, such a heavenly,
bright, and glorious Being; suppose He had said to me then, at that awful
moment, 'Depart from me, ye cursed,' He would have been just, and to hell I
must have gone.

"Oh! what a holy God mine is! Well, I was lost, I could ne'er tell what to do;
lost in wonder, lost in surprise; yet all this time He kept me from being
frightened. I had been frightened, but not now, there was somewhat that held
me from being frightened. He seemed to tell me all my sins were forgiven. I
had such a sight inwardly of my dear Redeemer's sufferings; how He was
crucified, how He hung on the cross for me; it was as if He showed me what I
deserved, yet He seemed to say, He had suffered that desert; it was as if He
made it so plain to me, how that He would save me, because it was his own
blessed will to save me. It was as if He had shown me how He had chosen me
from the foundation of the world. He would have mercy on me because He
would have mercy.

"I never knew what sin was till now, but He showed me what it was; how
black, how dreadful. I felt it was my just desert to go to hell. He would have
been just and holy to send me there. I was so lost in wonder, that I said, 'O
Lord Jesus Christ, make hell ten thousand times hotter before thou sendest
me there." These were my very words. I can tell the words, but the feeling I
cannot tell. But He saved me, till I was so overwhelmed that I did not know
what to do. I can truly say, since that blessed morning, I have a Saviour and a
Redeemer, yes, I have; ever since that blessed time, my dear and heavenly
Father has kept me in his dear hands, and guided me and counselled me
Himself. Well, I went and unblocked the windows, cleared away all the dirty
rags, and let in the blessed light of the sun, the glorious light, my Father's
light. I unbolted the door and opened it, I looked out; what a glorious light! I
saw my God in everything; the clouds, those clouds I had so often puzzled
over; my God was in the clouds; the trees, the hedges, the fields, the beasts of
the field, the birds of the air, showed me that I had a God. All things were new
to me; I was unbound, I was loosed; yes, I wondered at it."

After this gracious visitation Sukey had as usual her trials and troubles,
arising chiefly from inward temptations, for in outward circumstances she
was tolerably comfortable.

"It was during this time we removed to where we now live, Pulverback. I have
known heavy seasons of sorrow, great darkness, bitter distress; I have been
sorely tempted of Satan, and plagued with the corruptions of my own heart;
Oh, what heavy temptations I have been under for days and days together! I



have just sat still on my chair, tempted and buffeted of Satan; I have not had
the least power to do one hand's turn for my own defence; a poor, helpless
creature, straitened, weary thing; sorely tempted to believe that I had sinned
against the Holy Ghost. Oh! the fiery darts of the evil one, they have pierced
my poor soul through and through. Yes, I know what sore temptations mean,
yet in all this my God has been with me still. He has never left me nor
forsaken me."

Her present experience, for Sukey is still alive, she thus tells to '""The Rector's
Daughter."

"Hart's hymns, now these are my life; Hart understood my life. How the
enemy and my deceitful heart have torn and cut asunder my soul. How I've
been past every thing pestered about this! I'd think with myself, Well, am I
right, I'm like no one else, they be all so quiet, so sleek, so smooth; they seem
to have nothing of the buffetings, and strivings, and tossings, and turmoilings,
and mournings, and groanings, that I have; what does this mean? BeI a
christian? Am I in the right road? Why canna' I live in quietness like other
good christian people? When the devil comes in, he would tell me I was clean
contrary to the people of God. Such a fuss with my prayers, such a mourning,
such darkness, such sorrow; this been ne'er the walk of a christian. A
christian been all in the light. He donna' find such a heap of wickedness in his
heart like what I've got. Oh! what I have suffered for years, aye, for years.
Then I'd cry to the Lord, 'Oh , my dear heavenly Father, do resolve these
heavy doubts and fears, do please to lead me into the right road.'"

As we have made such copious extracts, we, will conclude with a striking
account of her experience at a subsequent period, when her house caught fire,
which seems to us to stamp authenticity and weight upon the whole:

"I stood upon the causeway, and kept looking at my burning house; but from
that day to this, I could never describe the deadly sickness, the frightful terror
that seized my inmost soul. Oh! it is very solemn to speak of. I believed the
devil's lies when he told me that God would never have suffered this to
happen to one of his children; yes, I did believe it, and took it for a real sign
and standing proof that I was right down deceived in all my blessed hopes,
and that I should never be found among the true elect children of God; and,
as I stood looking at the fire, I cried out with an exceeding bitter cry, I cried
out with a loud voice, and said, 'I am undone, I am lost, I am undone for ever.'

"Was it my house I cared for? No, but it was because I thought all my
heavenly and golden treasures were lost. Then I fell down all along upon the
grassy bank before my burning house. I had no power either to attempt to
save anything myself, or to call for assistance; as for going into the burning
house, I dared not do it, I thought the flames were ready to devour me, and I



was the guiltiest wretch; my sins, my black sins, were ready to swallow me up;
I kept lamenting my woeful case. What, I said, is this true? Have I been all
these years in a delusion? Is my blessed hope come to nought at last? Is my
precious Saviour clean gone for ever? Will he be favourable no more? Will he
be no longer my Father, my Redeemer? Oh, what shall I do? When I began to
think what a blessed confidence I had had in him, and how I thought he had
told me himself that I should be his child, and that he would save me; and be a
Father to me, and an Almighty Redeemer. Then I began to think what a boast
I had made of him, and how I had published abroad to all the world that I had
got a Saviour and a God; and now, I thought, is it all gone to this, what! is all
my hope gone? Oh, what shall I do? Then I began to think what blessed things
he had done for me. Why, said I to myself, I thought he had been pleased to
reveal his name in me, and teach me to read his word, and call him my
Saviour; and now has it been a delusion? How can this be, did he not teach me
to pray to him? and has he not times and times blessed his word to me? And
was it not himself who taught me to read his word? I thought it was him, I
thought he had done all these things for me, and now is he going to forsake
me? Oh, my woeful case! my sins, my heavy sins, my black sins! Oh, this is
what has done it, this is what has done it; and I cried out like David, yes, I
roared out this disquietness of my soul."

"Well, I kept crying, and bemoaning, and lamenting myself thus; I hardly
dared to look up to God for help, I thought he was clean gone, I almost feared
for ever. My sins had hid his mercy from me, and Satan told me my hope was
gone for ever; all was lost. Ah! but it was not lost though, that was a lie. The
blessed and merciful Lord in heaven, he heard my dolorous cry. Blessed for
ever be his most holy and glorious name, he heard my pitiful cry, he saw my
tears; he had compassion on me in his own time, he came to my relief, he
darted into my soul in one moment, yes, in one moment he darted into my
soul. He rebuked the tempter. Then was the devil vanquished. The blessed
Jesus put him to flight in a moment. And the blessed Jesus took possession of
my sorrowful soul. He brought joy in turn of my heavy sorrow. He assured me
over and over again that he was my Saviour and my Deliverer, and that he
would never leave me nor forsake me. I felt his precious blood sufficient to
wash away all my sins, and my soul was joyful in God my Saviour.

""He strengthened me marvellously; it is impossible for me to describe rightly
the wondrous change he wrought upon me, I who was so weak, so poorly, that
I had been hardly able to crawl out of the house, and to throw myself on the
grass, in one moment was strengthened, and invigorated, and replenished with
all I stood in need of. Then I banged into the burning house, I cared neither
for flames nor falling rafters, nor timbers, nor yet for the devil, my mortal foe,
for my Saviour was with me, he was my defence. Oh, how safe I was! How safe
I felt in him! He and I were alone together in the burning house."



We may add that, by the most extraordinary exertions, Sukey saved all her
furniture, and that not a single article, not even a cup or saucer, received the
least injury.

We may seem, perhaps, to have given too many extracts from this little tract,
its whole amount not exceeding twenty-six pages; but we have felt that we
could scarcely, in a smaller compass, give anything like a complete idea of the
whole.

return to index

A Short Account of the Happy and Triumphant Death of the late Mr. Robert
Creasey, Minister of the Gospel, March, Isle of Ely, Cambridgeshire; to which
is added a Selection of his Letters.—(June, 1849.)

"The memory of the just is blessed;'" and never more so than when they have
made a blessed end. To those who love them in life, their memory is doubly
dear when embalmed in the fragrance of a happy death; and even from those
who hated and persecuted them living, their dying testimony has sometimes
extorted the passing desire, '"Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my
last end be like his."

The voice that sounds from the dying chamber, where, amidst weeping friends
and sinking nature, grace manifests its last and strongest triumphs before
swallowed up in glory, must ever forcibly appeal to feeling hearts. The same
solemn hour awaits all. What, then will be their feelings; what then their
manifestations; what then their strength and consolation; what then their
faith, hope, love, joy, and peace; what views then of the Lord Jesus and of
their interest in him; what calm in death, what support through death, what
glory after death?—what living soul does not, at times, ponder over these deep
and solemn realities?

Every happy and peaceful death-bed, then, is not only a proof of the Lord's
faithfulness to the departed, but a source of strength and encouragement to
the living. As far as regards him, he is at rest. Pain of body, anxiety of mind,
afflictions in family or circumstances, powerful temptations, the fiery darts of
the wicked one, and, worse than all, the plague of sin within, will trouble Aim
no more. But we, who are left behind in this vale of tears, who have still to
struggle onward, amid fightings without and fears within, may some times be
encouraged by his peaceful end to press on against every outward and inward
obstacle, casting ourselves wholly on Jesus, who is able to save to the
uttermost all who come unto God by him.



The death of the righteous at all times, but especially when it has been signally
attended by the presence and blessing of the Lord, has something in it
peculiarly softening and solemnizing. And if it be one whom we have known
and loved, and we have ourselves been eye-witnesses of the solemn yet blessed
scene, the effect produced is indeed far better felt than described.

Their frailties and imperfections are all buried in the grave. What they were
as sinners, we forget; what they were as saints we only remember. If, during
life, we have not in all points seen eye to eye; if in some things we have thought
them wrong; if they have manifested any of those imperfections and
corruptions which we feel working in our own bosoms—when the presence
and love of their Lord and God have shed a sacred halo over their closing
days, all these passing shades are swallowed up in that glorious light.

It, may, too, have been with them spiritually as we sometimes see naturally. A
gloomy morn may have ushered in a stormy day, and only transient gleams of
light may have burst at intervals through the lowering sky; yet, at eventide,
the winds are hushed, the clouds disperse; and for some little time before the
sun touches the horizon, the heavens are clear, and the bright orb of day sheds
all around his dazzling beams before he is suddenly lost to view. And when
gone, the golden twilight still remains, as the reflection and remembrance of
his departing glory. So, many a saint who, like the subject of the above
Memoir, has had little else but temptation and trial, with but few gleams of
comfort, perhaps, during the greater part of his spiritual course, has, on a
dying bed, shone forth a blessed spectacle of what the grace of God can do in
that trying hour.

If such we have seen, and felt any measure of sweetness and power at the
sight, some rays of the departing glory seem to reach us; and the
remembrance afterwards of what we have seen and felt in that still chamber is
as the twilight—The Object gone, but the rays remaining.*

* Having ourselves lately witnessed a signal display of the grace of God on a
death-bed, we have been almost unconsciously led to dwell upon this subject;
and if we have, in so doing, somewhat trespassed on the time and patience of
our readers, we trust they will receive that as our excuse.

The Memoir before us contains an account of the happy end of the late Robert
Creasey. We were in his company a few months before he died, and can
therefore bear our personal witness how sorely tempted and tried he then was.

Without wishing to throw the least reflection upon the departed, we confess
that we thought we saw at the time a reason for his being thus sorely tried.
Without meaning to be legal, and admitting to the fullest extent the sinfulness



and helplessness of the creature, yet there was certainly at one time in his
ministry a legal tinge as regards handling the precepts. This we know is
delicate ground; but in this, as in everything else, there is a right and a wrong
path. Some ministers neglect the precept almost as if it did not form as much a
part of God's revealed word as the promise; and others legalize it. But precept
and promise are alike gospel, when the soul is under the sweet and blessed
operations and influences of the Holy Ghost. Without his divine, and
sanctifying, and softening influences, what is promise, or what is precept? The
first distils no sweetness; the last constrains to no holy obedience. The first
little touches the heart; the last little moves the conscience. Each, indeed,
remains the same in the word of truth; the one, still full of grace, the other still
full of direction; the one pointing to the life of Jesus above, the other to the life
of Jesus below; the one tending to produce fruit within, the other to produce
fruit without; the one encouraging us to believe, and the other to obey. They
are not dissociated in the word of God; nor are they ever separated in
experience. When we feel the sweetness of the promise, we feel the power of
the precept; when we love we can obey. And when our obedience to the
precept flows from gospel motives, under divine influences, and towards
heavenly ends, then and then only do we obey the precept aright. All other
obedience ends in self-righteousness. How careful, then, should ministers be to
handle the precept aright! And this they only can do when they themselves are
under the influences of the Holy Spirit, filling their souls with humility and
love, softening and melting their hearts into a conformity to the image of
Christ, and breathing into them the tenderest affection for the people of God.
But to take the precepts and make them up into a scourge, to flog therewith
bleeding consciences, will never bring glory to God. It may produce a monkish
obedience, a fleshly holiness; but it will never raise up the peaceable fruits of
righteousness. Good men sometimes have erred here. Seeing the low state of
the churches and the carnal lives of many professors, they have been stirred
up as with holy zeal to scourge them into obedience by the precepts. But they
have usually toiled in vain; carnal professors will remain carnal still. Chaff
was never yet threshed into wheat, nor goats beaten into sheep; and whilst
every stroke tells upon tender consciences, it falls upon seared ones like the
snow-flake or the eiderdown.

But admitting that the children of God can be awed into obedience, thereby, is
that obedience acceptable? Does Jesus want the service of the slave, or the
obedience of the son; the duty of the servant, or the affection of the bride? "If
ye love me, keep my commandments." "The love of Christ constraineth us."
"Put on, as the elect of God, holy and beloved, bowels of mercy." Promise and
precept, love and obedience, grace and its fruits, a believing heart and a holy
life, affections in heaven and separation from the world, the fear of God and a
departing from evil—are all blended in the word, as they should ever be in the
heart, lips, and life of every Christian minister.



If, at any time of his ministry, Robert Creasey was tinged with a legal bias, his
last furnace, we believe, burned it thoroughly out of him. For though sorely
tried with Satan's fiery darts, his conversation was never more savoury, nor,
as we have heard, his ministry more powerful than at that period. For being
searched himself, he could search others, as well as speak a word in season to
the weary. These dark clouds continued, we believe, to a late period of his
earthly existence, and were only dissipated shortly before he lay on his
deathbed, there to prove the faithfulness of God.

We will not, therefore, detain our readers longer from one of the accounts
given in the present memorial of his happy death.

""Almost from the commencement of his long and painful illness, he very
frequently expressed an earnest desire to be conformed to the will of God, and
to glorify him. He frequently would say, 'l never had such a desire before in
my life to glorify God and show forth his praise as I now have. I would not
utter one murmuring word, but would say, with the good old prophet, It is the
Lord, let him do what seemeth him good.' Sometimes at a night he would say,
'Now, if I could go to bed and get a good night's rest,' (having had but little
rest for several nights before, some nights not able to go to bed at all,) 'But
shall I dictate to thee, thou all-wise Being? No. Thou knowest what is best for
me; but I would say with good old Eli, 'It is the Lord, let him do with me what
seemeth him good;' which words he would frequently repeat. He would often
say, 'l want to embrace the Rock for want of a shelter. I want to be led to that
fountain which is open for sin and uncleanness, for the house of David and for
the inhabitants of Jerusalem.' Many times when in great bodily pain, he
would be repeating almost continually some precious portions of the word of
God, such as pressed his present state, the redemption work of Christ, the
Lord's kindness to his people, and what he desired to be; these following, and
others of a like nature: 'Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him."' 'I will go in
the strength of the Lord God; I will make mention of thy righteousness, even
of thine only.' And, 'Into thine hands I commit my spirit, for thou hast
redeemed me, O Lord God of truth;' and a part of a hymn, 'How will it be, ere
thou please to grant me my desire; to fetch me home, and give me ease?'

""Many times when any part of the family said to him, 'Father, you are very
bad, I doubt you are no better,' he would say, ' No, but I cannot help it; it is
what the blessed Lord pleases, who will do what is right; and I would not utter
one murmuring word;' which he used almost always to repeat if any
observation was made respecting his being so very ill. He would say, 'l am in
the blessed Lord's hands, and I do not wish to be anywhere else.' Indeed, the
word of God appeared to dwell richly in him; and he would be almost
constantly repeating some precious portions, either in a way of prayer or



praise.

""At one part of his illness he was very sharply tried with darkness and the
hidings of God's countenance; indeed, so much so that he said the heavens
appeared as iron and brass over his head, so that his prayers could not enter;
for he was like the prophet, when he said, 'Though I cry and shout, he
shutteth out my prayer.' And like Heman, 'l am shut up, and cannot come
forth.' 'Hath the Lord forgotten to be gracious? Hath he in anger shut up the
bowels of his mercy? Is his mercy clean gone for ever? Will he be favourable
no more? I mourn in my complaint and make a noise. Whilst I suffer his
terrors I am distracted.' And truly his soul was distressed, and his heart
overwhelmed within him; often would he cry out, 'Lord, save or I perish.'
'Lord, lift up on me the light of thy countenance.' 'Lord, I have no might nor
power against this great company, but my eyes would be up unto thee.' 'More
faith and patience.' 'Lord, increase my faith;' often repeating the following
lines:

"'Except my faith be stronger,
Lord, I can wait no longer;
For that which I desire,

It is so long a coming,

I weary am with running;

My soul is set on fire.

'""'Although the Lord has spoke it,
I scarcely can believe it,

He'll help me over all;

My sorrows are so heavy,

And burdens are so many,

I daily fear to fall.'

""After he had been a long time in this state, he said he was brought again to
this, 'I find that nothing will do but my old cry, More faith and patience.
Lord, increase my faith.'

"One day in the afternoon, which was about a month before he died, he
dropped into a sleep as he sat in his chair; when he awoke, these words were
on his lips: 'Let patience have its perfect work.' He had scarcely uttered these
words, when the Lord broke in upon his soul with such power and sweetness,
such light, love, and liberty, as appeared to be almost too much for his weak
frame to bear up under, and he broke out in the words of Simeon, 'Now, Lord,
lettest thou thy servant depart in peace, according to thy word, for mine eyes
have seen thy salvation.' And with David, 'Thou anointest my head with oil;
my cup runneth over.' He had, in this blessed visit from the Lord, such a



precious manifestation of the Saviour to his soul, and such a sweet assurance
of his interest in him, that he exclaimed, 'Goodness and mercy have followed
me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.'
This latter clause, 'I will dwell,’ &c., he dwelt upon. Indeed, he said he felt
such a blessed confidence in his soul that he could not help crying out, 'I will
dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.' Come life or come death, he was
ready. 'Oh,' said he, 'I never could have expected that such a poor, unworthy
object as myself should have been favoured with so glorious a manifestation of
God's love.' He always after termed this 'the glorious discovery, or
manifestation,' and could not mention it without tears; and maintained he
certainly saw the Lord Jesus by the eye of faith as his God and Saviour.

"When the Lord so sweetly and powerfully manifested himself to his soul, he
wished for all his children, and all that feared God, to help him to bless and
praise the Lord for his goodness and mercy to him. He said, 'l can now say,
"Come here, all ye that fear God, and I will declare what he hath done for my
soul.""

"From this time he did not sink so low as he had done before, but had an
abiding sense and humbling view of his own sinfulness, utter unworthiness,
and such sweet confidence in God, and was led so blessedly to justify God in
all his dealings with him, often exclaiming, 'What a good and gracious God I
have! how kindly he deals with me!' which rendered it quite delightful to be
with him. He was much employed in blessing and praising the Lord; and
scarcely ever parted with his family at night without repeating some precious
portion of Scripture, such as, 'The Lord grant us his presence;' or, 'The Lord
bless you out of Zion;' or, 'The Lord be with you,' &c. Towards the close of
his life, these scriptures, with many others, and many sweet verses of hymns,
were much repeated by him: 'In all their afflictions he was afflicted, and the
angel of his presence saved them; in his love and in his pity he redeemed
them; and bare and carried them all the days of old.' After repeating the
above, he said, 'I never before saw such a glory and beauty in this scripture as
I now do and also this scripture, 'Like as a father pitieth his children, so the
Lord pitieth them that fear him; he knoweth our frame, and remembereth we
are but dust.' 'This God is our God for ever and ever, and will be our guide
even unto death.' And, 'l shall be satisfied when I awake up with thy likeness;
for in thy presence there is fulness of joy, and at thy right hand there are
pleasures for evermore.' The last words he was heard to utter were, 'Christ is
my hope, and grace my song.' From this time his head was laid on a pillow as
he sat in his chair, apparently in a sweet sleep, for about eighteen hours,
without stirring either hand or foot; and he expired in his sleep, without either
struggle, sigh, or groan. He had been a consistent and useful member of a
christian church for a number of years."



Appended to this short Memoir is a selection of his letters, in which it is right
to observe that we do not trace any thing of the legal bias hinted at above.
These somewhat remind us of Hardy's, though we think inferior in originality
and power of expression.

The subjoined letter will give a very fair idea of the rest.

"The great end of all the distresses, crosses, temptations, working of inbred
sin, to which we are exposed, with all divine desertions, darkness, soul-
misgivings, barrenness, hardness of heart, &c., is the deeper humbling of the
soul, more completely abasing of self, rendering sin more thoroughly hateful;
more fully exalting Christ in the soul's view, and causing him to be more
precious to the heart, in his glorious Person, his unspeakable love, his all-
essential death, and most efficacious atonement, his most needful and all-
supplying fulness of grace, yea, and indeed, in every office, name, and
relationship that bears towards his people; and the promotion of all real
holiness of heart and life; therefore it is written, 'Let him,' any and every him,
'that nameth the name of Christ depart from all iniquity, and purify unto
himself a peculiar people, zealous of good works.' And those who are risen
with Christ are known by walking in newness of life. Yet, whilst these are the
gracious ends God has in view, connected with the visible manifestation of his
glory, in the painful things to which we have alluded, still the Lord's people
have frequently to travel a long desert over, pass through a most nipping and
sensibly withering winter, and often seriously protracted too, ere they arrive
sensibly at this state of things. Hence we have them not unfrequently
exclaiming, 'How long, O Lord, how long, how long wilt thou forget me? how
long wilt thou hide thy face from me? for ever?' &c. There need be no
promises of crooks being made straight, rough places made plain, darkness
made light around the soul, iniquities subdued, the prey being delivered out of
the hand of the terrible, that the desert should bud and blossom as the rose,
that in the place where dragons lay should there be grass with reeds and
rushes, in the wilderness waters should break out, if the state of things before
named was never experienced by God's living family. And in these promises,
with vast numbers besides, Christ speaks to the soul; and it is clearly seen,
when faith is in exercise, that he has in truth, adored be his holy Name! the
tongue of the learned, and knows how to speak a word in season, in season
indeed, to the weary and heavy laden. And, verily, it appears the Lord's
people are in this to spend a great part of their time in learning the deep and
desperate depravity of their hearts, with all the sad and awful consequences of
sin; it is not a slight view and feeling or two of their deplorable condition that
will suffice; they must learn indeed how fearfully presumptuous, self-willed,
dreadfully rebellious, shockingly earthly, entirely ungodly, completely
unthankful, basely selfish, murderous, &c., their fallen nature is; that they are
utterly without help in themselves, and that all the creatures in heaven and



earth, should they unite their strength, are entirely unable to help them; and
they are therefore completely beyond the reach of anything but an almighty
arm. And blessed be the Lord, they shall know that this most glorious and
precious Arm has been stretched forth for their everlasting rescue. 'His own
Arm,' it is written, 'brought salvation unto him.' But all the feeling, do you
say, I have of my sin, the troubles I pass through, the enemies with which I
have to contend, the hidings of the divine countenance that fall to my lot, and
the like, seem frequently to work no good, but rather all evil in my soul, I get
farther off from prosperity, until my soul seems ready quite to forget it. Ah!
my dear brother, we must learn that the good is not in the things mentioned,
nor is it in our power to bring any good out of them; they constitute our
wants, diseases, ruin, loss, and the like, or are a means of manifesting these;
and it is when the Lord returns to the heart, when he breaks in with spiritual
light and power; revealing himself to us, and applying his savings, benefits,
and glorious new covenant blessings to us, that we realize the Lord's gracious
end towards our souls in the trying things through which he is pleased to
cause us to pass. Forget not, my beloved brother, what is said of that third
part, the part which is left when two parts in the land are cut off and perish, a
profane and a professing part I suppose; it is said of this most highly favoured
part, 'The third part I will bring through the fire;' a fire, through the very
midst of a fire, not round or very near it merely; surely this must hold out
something very painful and alarming, too. However, this is the mercy, Christ
has engaged to bring them through, and not to leave them in the fire. Hence
he has engaged in another place, that when his people pass through the fire
the flames shall not kindle upon them; and seeing it is no less than the Lord
himself who brings his people through the fire, whose wisdom, love,
compassion, &c., are truly boundless and without variation, there can be no
just ground to fear but that all concerning the degree of heat and the length of
time occupied in passing through the flames will be exactly regulated with a
view to the soul's real profit and the glory of God.

""Now, these remarks are founded on the most unspeakable realities, though
our wretched hearts frequently are ready to say the least, to treat them as
mere fables. Oh! the smallness of our faith! Alas! for the greatness of our
unbelief! David cries out, 'Open thou mine eyes, that I may behold wondrous
things out of thy law.' Wondrous things, my brother, are everywhere couched
in the gospel of the Son of God, in the divine dealings with the souls of the
Lord's people, in all the providences which concern them: 'For all things,' it is
positively affirmed, 'work together for good to them that love God, to them
which are the called according to his purpose.' And sometimes these
immortal, all-satisfying, most merciful and gracious, heart-purifying, soul-
quickening, raising, strengthening, and ennobling, peace-speaking, and
comforting things are opened with a divine radiance indeed to the believer.
Then do we prove in truth that we can do all things through Christ, which



strengtheneth us.' Ah! what cost of pain, bereavements, coldness of friends,
enmity of foes, &c., can be too great, which leads us to experience Christ to be
our strength and everlasting portion? The Lord spiritually open our eyes from
day to day to behold his wondrous things, for not one particle of them can we
discern spiritually for the soul's sensible quickening and refreshment when
left to ourselves.

""Allow me to say in conclusion, never once permit the thought of any great
things with which I may have been favoured of God to deter you from writing
freely of any sad case you may experience; for I often feel that I am less than
the least of all saints."

"One thing more I must say, Do not expect to realize God's blessing out of
God's own path; remember the promise, 'He shall give his angels charge over
thee, fo keep thee in all thy ways.’' You recollect how Satan left out these last
seven salutary words when tempting Christ; and this is more or less his way
with all the members of Christ. The Lord cause us to keep on our watch
tower, frequent a throne of grace, keep close to the Bible, and diligently walk
in every right path. And may he increase our love to Zion more and more!
Yours in the Lord,

R. CREASEY.

return to index

The Resurrection Body; being the Views of James Godsmark, Minister of
Providence Chapel, Hackney.

A Pamphlet by J. Godsmark, being a Further Declaration of his Views on the
Resurrection.

The resurrection of Christ's Identical Body Proved, By George Abrahams,
Minister of Regent Street Chapel, City Road.—(February, 1851.)

A Controversy has arisen between Mr. Godsmark, of Hackney, and Mr.
Abrahams, on the subject of the Risen Body of the Lord Jesus Christ.

Controversy is a subject that we usually avoid, as often tending more to strife
and to ""minister questions, rather than godly edifying, which is in faith."
Imputations are made, harsh speeches used, and in the warmth of the moment
expressions dropped as much at variance with the precepts as with the spirit
of the gospel. The controversial writings of neither Toplady nor Huntington,
eminent as both were in grace and gifts, are totally free from this blot. Yet at
times controversy is not only unavoidable, but necessary. When Arianism
arose in the fourth century, an Athanasius was needed to rebut and destroy it.



When Pelagianism sprang up in the fifth century, an Augustine was required
to overthrow it. In later days, by the controversial writings of Luther, Popery
received a deadly wound; Toplady's sharp pen penetrated through John
Wesley's Arminian coat of mail; and Huntington's powerful arguments
demolished the moral law as a rule of life to believers. In fact, as there is not a
truth which has not been attacked and denied, nor an imaginable error which
has not been broached, controversy is inevitable, unless we would see truth
trampled under foot. An important error, we will say, is advanced by some
man of name and influence, and sedulously propagated by him and his
followers. If not at once detected and exposed, this error gradually gains
ground, and at last may become established as a truth. Such was the rise and
progress of most of the errors of Popery. They were broached by men of
learning or influence, and as all opposition to them was prevented by
persecution, they became in time almost universally recognized. Controversy
is, therefore, in such cases indispensable, and becomes a blessing to the
church. It is in fact, under such circumstances, a necessary branch of
"contending earnestly for the faith once delivered unto the saints."
Controversy has winnowed truth from error; controversy has torn to pieces
the robes of Satan transformed into an angel of light; and controversy has
established on a firm basis, one by one, well nigh every article of our most
holy faith. There is nothing, then, in controversy itself intrinsically wrong. It is
the abuse, not the use, which has so often made it objectionable. We desire,
then, to approach the controversy before us in the spirit of the gospel, and, as
far as we have light on the subject, to enter upon it without partiality or any
respect of persons, our aim being, not men or ministers, but truth. It is a
subject, to our mind, of weight and importance, as involving vital, essential
truth. It is not a mere strife of words—a dispute about non-essentials, but
touches the very foundation on which the church is built. This is, therefore,
our main reason, as it must form our chief apology, for introducing the
present controversy into the pages of the '""Gospel Standard."

The Resurrection of the Lord Jesus Christ is a grand fundamental article of
the faith once delivered to the saints. It is well worthy of notice that there is
not a single sermon recorded in the Acts of the Apostles in which it does not
form the principal feature. When Judas went to his place, and an apostle was
chosen in his room, it was that he might be a witness of Christ's resurrection.
(Acts 1:22.) And, therefore, when Paul, who was called after Christ's
ascension, would establish his claim to the apostolic office, he says, '""Am I not
an apostle? am I not free? have I not seen Jesus Christ our Lord?" (1 Cor.
9:1,) he being favoured with an especial revelation of the risen Jesus, to
qualify him to be a witness of his resurrection. On this branch of the subject
we need not, however, enlarge, both parties equally admitting the fact and
deep importance of the resurrection of the Lord Jesus. The matter in
controversy is, With what body did he arise? Was it actual flesh and blood, as



Abraham's holds? or was it, as Mr. Godsmark maintains, a body so sublimed,
as it were, and altered, that it no longer possesses flesh and blood, but is
rather some ethereal, aerial substance?

As our object is not men, but truth, we shall take no notice of any harsh
speeches made on either side. Truth is not forwarded by such weapons, and,
in our judgment, both parties have erred here.

The truth, on this momentous subject, can only be found in the Scriptures. All
arguments, therefore, founded upon mere natural reasoning—all assertions
that this or that view is absurd, irrational, improbable, or impossible, must be
laid aside.

Nothing more stumbles human reason than the incarnation of the Son of God
and the resurrection of the saints—two articles, each fully admitted by both
parties. Try these by human reason, and we fall at once into infidelity. We
shall, therefore, confine ourselves wholly to the Scriptures, and see what they
teach on this important point.

But we must premise that, generally speaking, on these mysterious subjects,
which are matters not of reason but of revelation, the Scriptures confine us, as
it were, within certain definite limits. The path of truth resembles a road
bounded on each side by landmarks, to show us where we may not go. Within
these boundary stones the road lies; and thus, when we would turn aside to
the right hand or the left, there is a voice saying, as it were behind us, " This is
the way, walk ye in it."

1. In approaching this subject, our first inquiry will be, What body did the Lord
Jesus take? This we must lay as the solid foundation of the whole argument.
Here the Scriptures are most decided, clear, and positive. Was it not actual
flesh and blood? How clearly does the apostle speak on this point!
"Forasmuch, then, as the children are partakers of flesh and blood, he also
himself likewise took part of the same; that through death he might destroy
him that had the power of death, that is, the devil" (Heb. 2:14). Did not
Christ's human nature consist of a perfect human body and a perfect human
soul, different from ours only in two points: 1, that it was a nature, not a
person; 2, that it was conceived in a supernatural way by the overshadowing
operation of the Holy Ghost; and therefore perfectly and intrinsically holy
and pure, without the least taint of sin, sickness, or mortality? With these two
exceptions, the human nature of the Lord Jesus Christ was identical with
ours. He ate, he drank, he slept, he walked, he wept, was weary, had bones,
though not one of them was broken, had flesh, through which nails were
driven, and blood, which he shed for man's redemption.*



*One would suppose that all this was too plain to be denied. Yet the first
century was pestered with a set of heretics called Docetae, a branch of the
early Gnostics, who actually denied that Christ was clothed with a real body
or that he really suffered, their idea being that his body was a kind of aerial
substance, resembling, but not identical with our own.

2. Was not this participation in human nature the grand mystery ordained
before the foundation of the world? '""And without controversy, great is the
mystery of godliness: God was manifest in the flesh" (1 Tim. 3:16). '"And 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" (John
1:14). John makes the confession or denial of this grand truth the decisive test
of a true or false spirit, with reference, doubtless, to the Gnostic heresy then
prevalent, to which we have already alluded in our note. '"Beloved, believe not
every spirit, but try the spirits whether they are of God; because many false
prophets are gone out into the world. Hereby know ye the spirit of God: Every
spirit that confesseth that Jesus Christ is come in the flesh is of God and every
spirit that confesseth not that Jesus Christ is come in the flesh is not of God;
and this is that spirit of antichrist, whereof ye have heard that it should come;
and even now already is it in the world" (1 John 4:1-3). In his second Epistle,
John speaks with equal strength and decision: '""For many deceivers are
entered into the world, who confess not that Jesus Christ is come in the flesh.
This is a deceiver and an antichrist. Whosoever transgresseth, and abideth not
in the doctrine of Christ, hath not God. He that abideth in the doctrine of
Christ, he hath both the Father and the Son. If there come any unto you, and
bring not this doctrine, receive him not into your house, neither bid him God
speed; for he that biddeth him God speed is partaker of his evil deeds" (2
John 9-11). With the exception of the Ebionites, a small sect at the close of the
first century, who denied Christ's divinity, the heresies of the apostolic times
were chiefly confined to one point—a denial of Christ's having actually taken
flesh. They allowed that he was God, but not that he was really and truly man.
This will explain why John insists so strongly upon Christ's having come in the
flesh, i.e., was really and truly a partaker of the flesh and blood of the
children. And, indeed, upon this all redemption, and consequently all
salvation, hangs. If Christ were not really and truly man, then he had no true
and real union with human nature, and consequently there is no true and real
mediation, no true and real sacrifice, no true and real reconciliation, no true
and real redemption. If, as the Gnostics asserted, Christs human nature was
not real, but apparent; not substantial flesh and blood, but shadowy, then all
Christ's work, and consequently redemption itself, would be but apparent and
shadowy too. John, therefore, opposed this heresy so strongly because it cut at
the very root of redemption, and so denied the whole work of salvation from
first to last.



As we pursue our argument it will be seen what bearing this has upon the
controversy before us, and why we have laid it down thus broadly at the
outset.

3. Did not Christ in this true, actual, real, substantial human nature suffer
and die upon the cross?*

*This was denied by Cerinthus, one of the early Gnostics, and concerning
whom we have an interesting anecdote of the apostle John. The beloved
disciple, while he resided at Ephesus going once to bathe there, perceived that
Cerinthus was in the bath. He came out again hastily. '"Let us flee," said he,
"lest the bath should fall, whilst Cerinthus, an enemy of truth, is in it."

4. When the blessed Redeemer laid down his life, and, breathing forth his holy
soul, left, so to speak, his body on the cross, was not that same, actual,
identical body laid in the tomb?

5. Was not that same, actual, identical body preserved in the tomb without
any—the slightest taint of corruption? Here the Scripture is express. This was
the ancient record: "Therefore my heart is glad, and my glory rejoiceth: my
flesh also shall rest in hope. For thou wilt not leave my soul in hell; neither
wilt thou suffer thine Holy One to see corruption' (Psa. 16:9, 10). That this
was literally fulfilled, we have the express testimony of Paul. ""Wherefore he
saith also in another psalm, Thou shalt not suffer thine Holy One to see
corruption. For David, after he had served his own generation by the will of
God, fell on sleep, and was laid unto his fathers, and saw corruption. But he
whom God raised again saw no corruption' (Acts 13:35-37).

These steps have led us to the resurrection of the Lord Jesus. We ask, then,

6. Did this true, actual, identical body rise from the dead? Here, we approach
the pith and marrow of the controversy. That a change took place as regards

that body we admit; that any such change took place as essentially altered the
nature of that body we deny.

But before we come to the scriptural proof of this, we must premise two
observations:

1. That the Lord Jesus had but one body. This body was prepared for him:
"Wherefore when he cometh into the world, saith, Sacrifice and offering thou
wouldst not, but a body thou prepared me" (Hebrews 10:5). Now, if Christ's
risen body essentially differed from his suffering or crucified body, then he
would have, not one, but fwo bodies. Here lies the whole pith of the
controversy. The Person of Immanuel is God-Man. If, then, any such change



has taken place in the risen body of the Lord Jesus as has altered, affected, or
essentially changed his true, real, and proper humanity, so that he is no longer
actually man as well as God, his complex Person is thereby destroyed. Here,
then, is one of the boundary stones of which we spoke as pointing out and
limiting the path of truth. "There is one God, and one Mediator between God
and men, the man Christ Jesus" (1 Tim. 2:5). Observe the words, ""There is
one Mediator, the man Christ Jesus." If not a man, therefore not a Mediator;
if not now a man, not now a Mediator. We must therefore hold by this sacred
truth as by our life, for it is our life, our all—that the Mediator now at the
right hand of the Father is a man, a real, actual man, as well as God; and that
the body which he wears is the one body "prepared' for him, the one body
that suffered, the one body that rose from the dead, the one body that
ascended up on high. An error here is fatal, for it removes the foundation on
which the church of Christ is built.

2. What is human nature? It consists, all admit, of a body and of a soul. Both
of these the Son of God took into union with his divine nature. Concerning
Christ's human soul there is between the parties no controversy. His body, as
a human body, was actual flesh and blood. This was essential to his being
man. If he had not taken flesh and blood, actual flesh and blood, he would not
have been man, actual man. Now, is not flesh and blood an essential part of
human nature? It is not what logicians call "an accident," i.e., something,
such as race or language, which does not affect the very essence of the thing
itself; but flesh and blood are so essential to human nature that, if not existing
or removed, human nature is destroyed. Therefore, whatever change has
passed upon Christ's human nature, however inconceivably glorious it now is,
no such change has taken place as has destroyed flesh and blood; for if it have,
it has destroyed his human nature; and then he has ceased to be the man
Christ Jesus, and the church has no longer a Mediator at the right hand of
God.

We now pass on to positive scriptural proof that Christ's risen body was, and
therefore is, actual flesh and blood. How decisive is the Lord's own testimony
to this point! '""Behold my hands and my feet, that it is I myself: handle me,
and see; for a spirit hath not flesh and bones, as ye see me have. And when he
had thus spoken, he showed them his hands and his feet" (Luke 24:39, 40).
"Behold my hands and my feet, that it is 7 myself—not an aerial, ethereal
substance, but I myself, the same, actual, identical Jesus—the same man that
for three years you have seen and known. "Behold my hands and my feet"—
real, actual human hands and feet. And if sight will not convince you, feel
them; "handle me," feel if I am not substantial, ''for a spirit hath not flesh and
bones as ye see me have." Now, is it possible to deny in the face of this express
declaration of Christ himself that he has now flesh and bones?



Thomas would not believe that Christ had actually risen from the dead. And
here we may observe that Thomas's unbelief has been wonderfully and
mercifully over-ruled for the good of the church. His unbelief has contributed
to establish her faith.

But what was the only thing, the only solid and unanswerable proof that
Thomas would accept as demonstrative that Christ was indeed risen from the
dead? Would an ethereal, aerial body have convinced him? No; nothing would
satisfy him but a real, actual, substantial flesh and blood body, such as he
knew was nailed to the cross. ""Except I shall see in his hands the print of the
nails, and put my finger into the print of the nails, and thrust my hand into his
side, I will not believe' (John 20:25). This the Lord mercifully vouchsafed
him. ""Reach hither thy finger, and behold my hands; and reach hither thy
hand, and thrust it into my side; and be not faithless, but believing" (John
20:27). Now, when the Lord said to Thomas, '"Reach hither thy finger and
behold my hands," were they not real hands? And if real hands, were they not
hands of flesh and blood? the same hands actually and truly that were nailed
to the cross? Were not the scars of the nails actually in the hands? and might
not Thomas have touched those scars, and thrust his hand into the actual side
which was pierced with the Roman spear? Now, if those scarred hands were
not actual human hands, and that pierced side not really flesh and blood, we
say it with all reverence, the Lord would have deceived Thomas. He who is
perfect truth would have said the thing that was not. Now let us see how Mr.
Godsmark explains these appearances of the Lord Jesus to his disciples after
his resurrection, which will also give us the opportunity of presenting his
views in his own language:

"We destroyed the temple of his body, but in three days he built it up again,
and having purged our sins, which was his destruction, he beautified it with
infinite glory, which swallows up everything natural. Therefore, it behoved
Christ that he should reveal himself unto his disciples after his resurrection—
naturally to their senses, in order to confirm them that it was the same Jesus;
but that glory which would eclipse every natural appearance was hid from
their eyes. Therefore he says, in order to confirm them that he was not a spirit
as they supposed, 'Handle me, and see that it is I myself; for a spirit hath not
flesh and bones as ye see me have.' He also did eat before them; but of course,
not from necessity—it was simply to confirm them. And the Christ of God
could as easily transfigure himself from a glorious body to a natural body, as
he did from a natural body to a glorified body, on the Mount, or as he could
stand before them in an instant—the doors being shut—and in an instant
vanish out of their sight."

Observe the last sentence, where such a distinction is made between a natural
body and a glorified body as evidently makes the Lord Jesus to have had two



different bodies. Mr. Godsmark, we, know, declares in words that Christ had
but one body, for he says that his glorious body was '"not another body, but
the same body;" but his assertion that Christ's body is now no longer flesh
and blood makes it a different body from what it was when on the cross. It
brings us, in fact, to this dilemma: Christ appeared to Thomas and to the
other disciples, either with an actual flesh and blood body, or with an aerial
body, in which there was no flesh and blood at all. Now, one of these
consequences necessarily follows; the scars were either real scars, in a real
flesh and blood body, or pretended scars, sham marks, only calculated to
deceive the eyes of Thomas. We ask one question: Were they real hands, or
sham hands?—the same actual, identical flesh and blood hands that were
nailed to the cross, or merely aerial appearances? We are sorry to be
compelled to use such language, but if they were merely aerial appearances, it
was a deception; and then what evidence have we that Christ rose from the
dead at all? If Thomas's eyes could be deceived by an aerial appearance, a
mere phantasm, how do we know that Christ's body was ever anything but an
aerial appearance; and what proof is there that ever he had an actual flesh
and blood body at all? If the eyes and other senses of the disciples could have
been deceived after the resurrection why not before? Luke tells that ""he
showed himself alive after his passion, by many infallible proofs, being seen of
them forty days, and speaking of the things pertaining to the kingdom of
God" (Acts 1:3). Where are these "infallible proofs," if the mouth that spoke
was not a real mouth, if the eyes that looked were not real eyes, if the feet that
walked were not real feet, if the features of the face were not real features, if
the hands that broke the bread at Emmaus were not real hands? Did aerial
hands break a substantial loaf? Now if these absurdities must at once be
rejected as a destruction of the very testimony on which revelation itself
stands, there can only be another solution admissible with the views of Mr.
Godsmark, viz., that Christ in these appearances to his disciples resumed for a
time his flesh and blood body. This, from the extract we have given, appears
to be Mr. Godsmark's view. But this necessarily involves that Christ had two
bodies, and that, too, after the resurrection—one aerial, in which there is no
flesh and blood at all, and another, which Mr. Godsmark calls ""natural."
According to this view, the aerial body is now in heaven, the natural body
broke bread at Emmaus; the aerial body was assumed on the Mount of
Transfiguration, and then dropped to re-assume the natural body that hung
on the cross.

Now, if the body of Christ were a flesh and blood body before the
resurrection, and an ethereal body, without any flesh and blood, after the
resurrection, we are necessarily landed into one of these two consequences: 1.
Either that the Lord Jesus practised a deception upon Thomas, to persuade
him that he had flesh and blood when he had not—a thing awful to think of;
or, 2, that Christ had fwo distinct bodies, one flesh and blood, which he



showed to Thomas; and another without flesh and blood, which he now wears
in heaven.

But where does Scripture speak of Christ having rwo bodies, one natural and
the other spiritual, and that he alternately changed from one to the other?
And where does the word of God say that Christ had a natural body at all? We
have natural bodies, because begotten by natural generation but Christ's body
was begotten by a supernatural operation. It was "a holy thing," a spiritual
body in its very conception, because begotten by the Holy Ghost, according to
the angel's express testimony, '"And the angel answered and said unto her,
The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee, and the power of the Highest shall
overshadow thee; therefore also that holy thing which shall be born of thee
shall be called the Son of God" (Luke 1:25). It was indeed flesh and blood,
because made of the seed of the woman, and whilst in the world had certain
incidents, as eating, drinking, sleeping, &c., necessary to a time state; but still
it was a spiritual body, because "conceived" (or "begotten," margin) "of the
Holy Ghost." How plain is the testimony of the Holy Spirit here! Now the
birth of Jesus Christ was on this wise: '""When as his mother Mary was
espoused to Joseph, before they came together, she was found with child of the
Holy Ghost" (Matt. 1:18). Therefore the angel said to Joseph, "Joseph, thou
son of David, fear not to take unto thee Mary thy wife; for that which is
conceived in her is of the Holy Ghost' (Matt. 1:20).

Here it appears to us that Mr. Godsmark has stumbled, overlooking the
spiritual generation of the Lord Jesus. Let us ask him, in all faithfulness, one
or two questions. You talk about Christ's natural body. Was not that body
begotten by the Blessed Spirit? Did the Blessed Spirit, then, beget a natural
body? Like begets like. Our bodies are natural, because our fathers' were
natural. But Christ's body was a spiritual body, because begotten of the
Blessed Spirit. Mr. Godsmark admits that Christ's body when transfigured
upon the Mount was a spiritual, or at least glorified body:

"But nothing seems more conclusive to me, as regards the glorified body of
Jesus, than that which was revealed to the disciples on the holy Mount of
Transfiguration. And this revelation was not merely to establish them in the
divinity of Christ; the Spirit of the Father had just before revealed that he was
the Christ, the Son of the living God, as declared by Peter. But he was now
about to favour them with a glimpse of his glorified body; but they were not to
speak of it till after his resurrection, when that which they then saw would be
really accomplished....Thus the disciples saw his glory—his glorified or
glorious body, as it is now in heaven. And, as an excellent author observes,
'Gazing at the glorified body of their Master, they beheld not only a proof but
an express and lively image of his resurrection, ascension, and exaltation
above the heavens.'...Now the question is this, In which of the two characters



does Christ appear in heaven—as they then saw him, or as they saw him
before, when they saw his glory? I believe we shall see his glorious body
infinitely more glorious than the disciples saw it, which no mortal eye can
behold without expiring; and this infinite glory of the Son of Man must be
something more than flesh and blood."

But this cuts the whole ground from under his feet; for he must own that this
glorified body upon the Mount was at that time and afterwards actual flesh
and blood, really and truly ate, drank, slept, sweated blood, and at last
suffered on the cross. This changing backwards and forwards, as if Christ had
two bodies, one natural and the other spiritual, both before and after his
resurrection, appears to us monstrous indeed, and what the Scripture knows
nothing of. It seems to us that the cause of his stumbling in this way arises
from his confounding the resurrection of our bodies with that of Christ's.

These, as we, hope (D.V.) to show in our next number, are distinct things.
Having exceeded our usual limits, we must reserve to another opportunity our
remarks upon two points closely connected with the present subject: 1. How
Christ's risen body differed from his crucified body: 2. The resurrection of the
saints, and how in their case the body is sown a natural body and raised a
spiritual body. Meanwhile we may observe that Mr. Godsmark's view is
merely the revival of an old heresy, as most new discoveries are, broached, as
Tertullian informs us in the second century, by some disciples of Marcion and
Apelles. This made Irenaeus introduce into his creed the express words, "The
taking up into the heavens of Jesus Christ in flesh.” Dr. Owen says itis "a
Socinian fiction," in the extract immediately following, which we have given
as, in our opinion, very much to the point. The words of truth and soberness
that are stamped upon it throughout are well worth consideration by Mr.
Godsmark and his friends:

"That very nature itself which he took on him in this world is exalted into
glory. Some, under a pretence of great subtlety and accuracy, do deny that he
hath either flesh or blood in heaven; that is, as to the substance of them;
however, you may suppose that they are changed, purified, glorified. The
great foundation of the church, and all gospel faith is, that he was made flesh,
and that he did partake of flesh and blood, even as did the children. That he
hath forsaken that flesh and blood which he was made in the womb of the
blessed Virgin, wherein he lived and died, which he offered unto God in
sacrifice, and wherein he rose from the dead, is a Socinian fiction. What is the
true nature of the glorification of the humanity of Christ, neither those who
thus surmise nor can we perfectly comprehend. It doth not yet appear what
we ourselves shall be, much less is it evident unto us what he is whom we shall
be like. But that he is still in the human nature wherein he was on the earth,
that he hath the same rational soul and the same body, is a fundamental



article of the Christian faith." Owen on the Glory of Christ, chap. 7.

Continued March, 1851.

In our last Number we intimated our intention (D.V.) to make some remarks
upon two points closely connected with the resurrection of the Lord Jesus
Christ, and, as it appeared to us, desirable, if not necessary, towards a fuller
view of that important subject. These two points were, 1, How Christ's risen
body differed from his crucified body; and 2, The resurrection of the saints,
and how their body is sown a natural body, and raised a spiritual body. This
pledge we now, with God's blessing, propose to redeem.

1. The view in our last Number we endeavoured to combat was, it will
doubtless be remembered, that Christ's risen body was not actual flesh and
blood, but some ethereal, aerial substance. The identity, the oneness and the
sameness of the body of the Lord Jesus, and "that he is still in the same
human nature wherein he was on earth, that he hath the same rational soul
and the same body," we believe, with Dr. Owen, to be '"a fundamental article
of the Christian faith." Mr. Godsmark's views destroy, as we conceive, that
identity. An aerial substance, in which there is no flesh and blood, is not the
one body prepared for him, nor that real, actual, essential manhood which the
Son of God took into union with his divine Person. And yet, though the same
body in substance, it is evident that a change has passed upon it, which,
without absorbing, destroying, or annihilating flesh and blood, has yet
rendered that body unspeakably glorious.

In attempting to unfold this sacred and mysterious subject, we must revert to
a remark dropped by us in our last Number—that the path of truth lies within
certain boundary lines. Within these limits we are safe; we are on the King's
highway of holiness; we are on consecrated soil, where the redeemed may
walk under the beams of the Sun of Righteousness.

1. One of these boundaries we have already laid down—the identity of Christ's
human body as now actually participant in flesh and blood. This forms one
limit of the path, to swerve from which is to fall immediately into error.

2. The other boundary is, the exclusion from the glorious humanity of the
Lord Jesus of all infirmities incidental to a time state. It was necessary for the
accomplishment of the work of redemption that the human nature of the Lord
Jesus should resemble ours in all points, sin only excepted. It was therefore
born, and grew like ours, ate, drank, slept, suffered, bled, and died. Jesus was
thus ""made a little (or, 'for a little while,' margin) lower than the angels,"
who, as undying spirits, are not subject to such sinless infirmities as
encompassed the Babe of Bethlehem. These sinless infirmities were incidental



to a time state; but they are not essential to human nature, nor necessary to its
existence. Upon earth, in a time state, flesh and blood are sustained by food
and sleep; but flesh and blood may and do exist in heaven without any such
earthly support.

The present glory of Christ's human nature, as in intimate union with his
Godhead, and exalted "far above all principality and power, and every name
that can be named, not only in this world, but also in that which is to come,"
surpasses human comprehension. "Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither
have entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for
them that love him;" and amongst these things, so unutterably glorious, is the
human mature of the Lord Jesus: for, as John says, ""We shall see him as he
is" (1 John 3:2); and, as Paul declares, ""Now we see through a glass darkly,
but then face to face' (1 Cor. 13:2). Glory and majesty pervade every feature
and lineament of that "visage once marred more than any man, and that form
once afflicted more than the sons of men." Those eyes that once drooped in
rest on the Galilean lake (Mark 4:28), now neither slumber nor sleep, but ever
beam with brightness as lamps of fire. The hands that were nailed to the cross
now wield the sceptre and govern all things that are in heaven and earth. The
mouth that cried in agony, "My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?"
now speaks, and the armies of heaven obey, and now whispers to the suffering
saints on earth pardon and peace. The voice that once, faint and languishing,
murmured forth, '"Let this cup pass from me; nevertheless, not my will, but
thine be done," is now full of melody and power, "as the sound of many
waters." And the feet which bore the wearied body along Samaria's toilsome
road (John 4:6), and which the rude nails of the cross mangled and tore, are
now '"'like fine brass, as if they burned in a furnace," (Rev. 1:14, 15). All
weakness, for '""he was crucified in weakness," is gone; he is ""declared to be
the Son of God with power, according to the Spirit of holiness, by the
resurrection from the dead'" (Rom. 1:4). On earth he "hid not his face from
shame and spitting," but he is now "crowned with glory and honour" (Heb.
2:9). Death had once dominion over him, for though his human nature was
not mortal as is ours, that is, had no seeds of death naturally in it, yet he laid
down his life that he might take it again; and submitted to die that "through
death he might destroy him that had the power of death, that is, the devil, and
deliver them, who, through fear of death, were all their lifetime subject to
bondage," (Heb. 2:14, 15). ""But now, Christ being raised from the dead, dieth
no more: death hath no more dominion over him; for in that he died, he died
unto sin once, but in that he liveth; he liveth unto God" (Rom. 6:9, 10). He
now lives "after the power of an endless life'" (Heb. 7:16). He, therefore, says
of himself, "I am he that liveth and was dead; and behold I am alive for
evermore, Amen, and have the keys of hell and of death" (Rev. 1:18.)

The glory of his exalted human nature we cannot now comprehend. All we



know is, that it is inconceivably glorious, and exalted above the nature of
angels and every name that is named in heaven and in earth; that, though still
flesh and blood, it is free from all the weaknesses of humanity; that in it, it
hath pleased the Father all fulness should dwell; that it is in most intimate and
indissoluble union with his Godhead, from which it derives unspeakable glory
and lustre; that in it the Father hath unutterable satisfaction and delight; that
it is the bond of union and communion between God and man; the channel of
all mercy, through which streams of pardon flow down to the sons of men; the
treasure house of all grace and truth; the consecrated medium of life, light,
love, happiness, and holiness; and the glorious pattern to which the risen
bodies of the saints are to be conformed.

It was represented in type, to the sleeping Jacob, by the ladder reaching from
earth to heaven, upon which the angels of God ascended and descended:
intimating thereby, that through it all the messages from the saints go up, and
all messages to them from heaven come down. It is, viewed in union with his
Godhead, a fountain of grace, a door of hope, a consecrated mercy-seat, a holy
altar, a smoking censer, a habitation for God, a refuge for man. It is a mystery
which "the angels desire to look into;" the summit of Jehovah's wisdom, and
the deepest emanation of his grace; taking its rise in the eternal fountain of his
good pleasure, gushing forth in streams of mercy throughout time, and rolling
onward to the inexhaustible ages of eternity. To know it is eternal life; to taste
it is the beginning of endless bliss; to see it is the joy of heaven; and to be
conformed to it is to awake up satisfied with such a glorious likeness. Here let
us pause a while to meditate before we pass on to our second point.

II.—The Resurrection of the Saints. Now, in them we have to consider two
things: 1, How their body is sown a natural body, and 2, How it is raised a
spiritual body?

1. By "a natural body," we understand not merely a body of flesh and blood,
sustained by food and sleep, but a body tainted and corrupted by the Adam
fall.* The penalty of disobedience denounced on Adam was death: "In the day
that thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die." This denunciation most surely
took effect. Though the body of Adam did not sink into the grave until 930
years after the fall, he died in the very hour that he ate of the forbidden
fruit—died in his soul so as to become dead in trespasses and sins, and died in
his body, inasmuch as in that hour the entrance of sin brought with it the
seeds of sickness and death. And "as in Adam all die," all his posterity
partake of this mortality and death.

* Here we wish to drop a word or two upon some expressions which we used
in our last Number, and which, if not erroneous, were at least liable to
exception or misconception.



We allude to what we said in p. 63, about Christ's body being a spiritual body
from its conception. In saying that Christ had not a natural body, we did not
mean that he had not an animal nature, i.e., actual human flesh and blood, for
to establish that was the drift of all our argument. But we meant that his
human nature, not being begotten by natural generation, did not partake of
the taint of corruption of the fall. Thus Christ's human nature was not like
ours, inherently mortal. It could die, yea, was made that it should die. But the
blessed Redeemer said of himself, "I lay down my life for the sheep; no man
taketh it from me, but I lay it down of myself. I have power to lay it down, and
power to take it again. This commandment have I received of my Father." We
used the word natural in what we consider the scriptural sense, viz., fallen
nature, as, ""The natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God." By
a ""natural man" is there meant a partaker of the Adam fall, and of the death
in sin which was consequent upon the Adam fall. Now, in this sense, Christ
was not a ""'natural man." He partook not of the Adam fall, and therefore not
of the death of the Adam fall. His soul was essentially, intrinsically holy, and
always did that which was pleasing to God. His soul, therefore, needed not to
be regenerated as ours does. So also Christ's body, though of flesh and blood,
was essentially a holy body—holy in its conception; a fit companion for a holy
soul. We have sinful souls and sinful bodies; he had a holy soul and a holy
body; and thus was "a Lamb without blemish and without spot." And yet, in a
time state, as ""made of a woman," and "in all things made like unto his
brethren," his body, as an animal body, increased in stature, and his soul, as a
holy soul, increased in wisdom. In this sense we used the word natural and
spiritual, meaning by ""natural" tainted and depraved by the fall, as the
Apostle Jude uses the word (5:19) ""sensual," (the same word in the original as
is translated 1 Cor. 2:14, and 15:44, "natural"), "having not the Spirit." And
as the same word is also used by James (3:15), '"This wisdom descendeth not
from above, but is earthly sensual (margin, natural), devilish." In a similar
manner, in speaking of Christ's body as spiritual in its conception, we meant
that it was holy as begotten of the Spirit; not spiritual in the same sense as
Paul uses the words, "a spiritual body" (1 Cor. 15:44). Our object was to
destroy the argument drawn from 1 Cor. 15:44, as applicable to Christ,
believing as we do, that it has reference only to the resurrection of the saints.
This we believe to be the scriptural meaning of the term natural, and in that
signification we used it. But as it might appear thereby that we denied that
Christ's body was natural in the sense of animal, and therefore not identical
with "the flesh and blood of the children," our language was open to
exception, and we have taken the earliest opportunity to explain it.

Now, the Lord Jesus did not partake of the Adam fall, either in its guilt, death,
or corruption. Though "made of a woman' who was fallen, and partaker of
the flesh and blood of the children, his flesh was sanctified by the Holy Spirit
in its very conception; and being a ""holy thing," in it were no seeds of



sickness, corruption, or mortality. But our bodies are fallen and our flesh
corrupt; and in this sense our body is sown a natural body.

To illustrate this part of our subject, let us for a moment cast a glimpse at
three different things: 1, The body of Adam unfallen; 2, The body of Adam
fallen; 3, The body of the Lord Jesus Christ.

1. The body of Adam was created out of the dust of the earth; but, in it, as it
came pure from the hands of its Maker, were no seeds of sickness, sin, or
death.

2. The body of Adam fallen was like ours, sinful and mortal.

3. Compare with these, the body of the Lord Jesus. Like the body of Adam
unfallen, it had in it neither sin, sickness, nor mortality. But, it differed from
the body of Adam unfallen in these three particulars: 1, It was a nature, not a
person; 2, It was begotten by the Blessed Spirit, and was therefore
intrinsically and essentially holy, whereas the body of Adam was merely pure;
3, It could not fall nor sin. It could die, but only by a voluntary act. Adam's
body died because it sinned. Christ's body died that it might redeem from sin.
The burial and resurrection, therefore, of Christ's body, is not wholly
identical with ours. His body in the grave knew no corruption, because a holy
body; but our body is sown in corruption. Our bodies need to be purged of sin
which now dwelleth in them; but he did no sin, neither was guile found in his
mouth; ""he was holy, harmless, undefiled, and separate from sinners,'" and
therefore had no taint of sin to be purged away. We can only be raised by the
mighty power of God; Christ raised himself by his own power. ""Destroy this
temple," he said, "and in three days will I raise it up." We rise as individuals;
he rose as the great Head of the church. We rise only by virtue of his power:
"In Christ shall all (i.e., the elect) be made alive." He rose by his own power:
"I lay down my life, that I might take it again." Christ's resurrection is the
pledge, the first fruits, and the sure earnest of the resurrection of the saints;
and to his glorious body are their bodies to be perfectly conformed: '""Who
shall change our vile body, that it may be fashioned like unto his glorious
body, according to the working whereby he is able even to subdue all things
unto himself" (Phil. 3:21). The saints are to awake up in his likeness (Psalm
17:15). ""We shall be like him," says John, "for we shall see him as he is" (1
John 3:2).

2. They will then have "a spiritual body'—that is, not one changed into a
spirit, nor into some aerial substance, but employed in spiritual services;
delighting in spiritual things, bright and glorious "as the angels which are in
heaven" (Mark 12:25); without weakness, sin, or infirmity; not needing sleep,
or rest, or food. They bore on earth the image of the earthy: a house of clay, a



tabernacle of dust, taken from the ground, that it might return unto it again;
the abode of sickness and sorrow; filled with vile lusts and passions; subject to
pain and weariness; exposed to death from a falling tile, a crumb, or a cherry
stone; creeping and crawling in infancy, fevered in youth, asthmatic and worn
out in old age, and sinful and miserable in all. This, their '"natural body," as
an old husk, a tattered, worn-out garment, they quit at death, as the butterfly
its loathsome chrysalis case, the sailor his crazy, water-logged, sinking ship,
and the owner of a new house his old hired, tumbled-down tenement. Slow
and sluggish, a constant clog to the soul; chained down to the dull clods of clay
amongst which it toils and labours; wearied with a few miles' walk to chapel,
or with sitting an hour on the same seats; with eyes, ears, mouth, all inlets and
outlets to evil: tempting and tempted: galloping to evil and crawling to good;
with its shattered nerves, aching joints, panting lungs, throbbing head, and all
the countless ills that flesh is heir to: what is this poor earthly frame fit for but
to drop into the grave, and be buried out of sight till the glorious resurrection
morn? There let it lie, ""earth to earth, ashes to ashes, and dust to dust," till
"the trumpet shall sound," and the sleeping dust be raised '"a spiritual body,"
to die no more, to sin no more, to suffer no more: "for this corruptible must
put on incorruption, and this mortality must put on immortality."

How this change takes place, and in what it consists, we know not, for John
says, '""We know not what we shall be." But we may be certain it will be a
glorious body, perfectly pure and holy, without spot or stain, fit companion
for an immortal soul; able to see God as he is face to face, and bear "an
exceeding and eternal weight of glory." A natural body is only adapted to the
present course of nature, fitted only for a time state; but a spiritual body is
fitted for eternity, for "as is the earthy'—earthy, fallen Adam—'"such are
they also that are earthy; and as is the heavenly''—the glorious and spiritual
body of Christ, the Lord from heaven—'"'such are they also that are heavenly"
when fully conformed to his glorious image; "for flesh and blood," in its
present state of corruption, sin, and death, "cannot inherit the kingdom of
God." It is sinful, and needs purifying; it is carnal, and needs sanctifying. It is
now earthy, and must be made heavenly; vile, and must be made glorious; it is
now frail and crushed before the moth; and therefore must be changed,
transformed, and conformed to the glorious body of the Lord Jesus Christ.

Here, then, we close, sensible of the imperfect manner in which we have
handled the subject, but desirous to do so in a way that shall be for the glory
of God and the good of his people.

return to index

Popery; its Character and its Crimes. By William Elfe Tayler.—(July, 1851.)



Popery possesses one peculiar and most distinctive feature—it is
unchangeable. This is at once its strength and its weakness. Its strength,
because its advocates can point to their church and say, "Ours is no
ephemeral production, no mere birth of yesterday, no flickering meteor light,
no fluctuating, ever-varying system that lives its little hour, and then dies
away for ever. OQur church we can trace upward through revolving centuries,
and can prove that her doctrines, principles, rites, ceremonies, and
observances, during the whole of that lengthened period, have never varied.
The hymns which, sung in the cathedral of Milan in the days of Ambrose
(A.D. 380) so touched the youthful heart of Augustine, sound through the
same aisles still; the litany of Gregory the Great (A.D. 596) is chanted in our
service still; and the sacrifice of the mass, once offered by the hands of
martyrs, is celebrated by the same rites at our altars still. Search the writings
of the fathers, and you will find in them every doctrine that is professed by the
Catholic Church now."

Were these assertions thoroughly investigated, they would not indeed be
found wholly true; for it is certain that most of the distinctive doctrines, as
well as the peculiar rites and ceremonies of the Romish Church, were of
gradual and some even of late introduction.

The doctrine of transubstantiation, for instance, was not current in the church
till the ninth century, and was not made an imperative article of faith till the
fourth Lateran Council, A.D. 1215. The doctrine of justification was not finally
determined till the Council of Trent, A.D. 1545-60; and the immaculate
conception of the Virgin Mary has only been authoritatively settled as an
article of faith by the present Pope. But with some such deductions, it is true
that the main feature of the present creed and ceremonial ritual of Rome
existed as early as the fifth or sixth century.

This, then, is Rome's strength—that antiquity and prescription have invested
her with a certain venerable authority. None can read the writings or speeches
of Romish controversialists without perceiving what stress they all lay upon
the antiquity of their church, and the utter scorn and contempt which they
pour upon Protestantism as a modern innovation. '""Where," they ask, in a
tone of triumphant mockery, "was your church before Luther?" This
argument we may indeed well meet by showing that no antiquity can sanctify
corruption, that the rust of ages does not transmute iron into gold, that truth
is truth and error is error, not according to dates of chronology, but according
to the inspired word of God, that the tendency of the lapse of time is to
corrupt revelation by tradition, and that after all the Scriptures are the only
infallible authority from whose decision there is no appeal.



But independently of these arguments, the very position that Rome has taken
up of unchangeableness is in truth her greatest weakness. Infallibility has
strangled herself in her own coil. All the corrupt practices of the dark ages
having once been adopted by an infallible church remain petrified. As the
lime-impregnated waters of Matlock give permanence to sticks and straws by
incrusting them with stone, or as the very excrements of the ancient monsters
of the deep have become solidified into marble, so have the very errors and
corruptions of the Romish Church become, by prescription and antiquity,
hardened into permanence. When Papal Rome was at its utmost height and
power, the Scriptures were an unknown book, and education scarcely in
existence. The greatest nobles could not sign their own names, and the little
learning that existed was confined almost wholly to the cell of the monastery.
Rome could then presume upon universal ignorance, and, secure from
detection, could palm off her corrupt doctrines upon the rude crowds who
looked up to her as the unerring spouse of Christ. But Satan often overshoots
himself with his own bow. He miscalculated when he suggested to the Popes
the doctrine of infallibility. A day was to come of which he was unaware, when
these pretensions would be sifted and exposed; when the Scriptures would no
more be locked up, and the mind of man laid prostrate under the wheels of
priestcraft. A Luther was to arise, the Scriptures were to be translated into
modern tongues, the Spirit of God was to be poured out, and the blessed
Reformation was to dawn. When God gave the word, and great was the
company of preachers, men like Knox thundered forth against Rome's
corrupt doctrine and more corrupt practices.

But Rome was infallible. She could not retrace her steps nor retract her
doctrines. She could not say, "I have been deceived; I have made a mistake
here; I have committed an error there." Infallibility cut her off from
recantation or reformation. Upon this platform, then, of her own rearing did
our reformers plant their batteries. They launched the word of God against
her corrupt doctrines, which she could not by her very position surrender,
and against her ungodly practices, which she could only partially modify; and
thus her proud walls in great measure fell. If the battle has to be fought again,
it must be by the same weapons. Rome still presents the same mark. She is as
infallible in the nineteenth century as in the ninth, and infallibility will be her
ruin.

"The kings of the earth'" who are "to burn her with fire" will find an infallible
church in their way, and will settle her infallibility very decisively by putting
it and her into the same bonfire. But before her infallibility has drawn down
the vengeance of God and man, she will probably rise to somewhat of her
former height. Of this most thoughtful persons now seem conscious. The signs
of the times are so clear that few cannot read in them the advance of Popery.
Come when it will, it will be day of suffering to the Church of God.



The very crisis, then, in which we now live, when Popery is thus furbishing up
her arms to resume her ancient warfare, has called forth numerous works on
the Papal question. But we have seen none, with the exception of the
celebrated Hammersmith discussion, that we like so well as William Elfe
Tayler's "Popery, its Character and its Crimes." The arrangement of the
subject is excellent. It is divided into two leading heads. .—POPERY A
SPIRITUAL FAMINE. II.—POPERY A MORAL PESTILENCE. Under
these two leading divisions the author has concisely but clearly sketched out
the leading characteristics of Popery, negatively in prohibiting the Scriptures,
and the preaching of the word, and supplanting spiritual prayer by mere
formal lip service, and positively by showing the pestilential effect of Popish
doctrines and practices. The author has brought forward an amazing number
of original documents, from both ancient and modern sources, the greater
part of which are of the most interesting character. He thus shows that Rome
is unchanging and unchangeable. The same superstitious practices which were
in existence before the Reformation, the same lying fables, ridiculous legends,
and absurd doctrines she unblushingly promulgates now. The only real, as it
is the only fair way of knowing what the creed and practices of Rome are, is to
study her own acknowledged documents. By these alone can she stand self-
convicted. Show her her own signature: place before her her own
instruments; and ask her this simple question, "Is this your own act and
deed?" If she answer, as she must do, ""Yes,'" she stands condemned by her
own testimony. It is for this reason that we attach a peculiar value to Mr.
Taylor's work. There is in it such an abundance of documentary evidence, and
the whole so clearly arranged, that few we believe can study its pages without
feeling that Popery is indeed not only "a spiritual famine," but also '"'a moral
pestilence." And as we read extract after extract from Popish writers of
acknowledged authority, the conviction still forces itself on the mind: '""What!
is this Popery? It is so then still. Popery is unchanged and unchangeable. Let
it be re-established in this country, it will be what it ever has been. It will
destroy all our civil and religious liberties. It will crush all creeds but its own.
It will debase and degrade England as it has debased and degraded Spain,
Italy, and Ireland."

Such works, therefore, as the one before us are very seasonable. If anything
will open people's eyes, it must be dragging to light Rome's corrupt doctrines
and practices. These cannot bear the full light of day. There is scarcely an
uninteresting page in the whole work; but we will confine ourselves to one
extract. It is taken from a long and most interesting chapter on the worship of
the Virgin Mary, and is full of the clearest documentary evidence of the
idolatrous character of that worship.

Having concisely but clearly traced the commencement of the adoration of the



Virgin Mary to the General Council of Ephesus (A.D. 431), in which it was
unanimously decided that she was truly the MOTHER OF GOD, Mr. Tayler
thus proceeds:

"Several centuries, however, elapsed before the worship of the Virgin attained
the height which it at present exhibits in the church of Rome. In the tenth
century, the custom of abstaining from flesh every Saturday, in Honour of the
Virgin, was introduced in the west. In the next century, this superstition
acquired fresh vigour. St. Fulbert, Bishop of Chartres, in France, composed
many writings in praise of the Virgin; erected the cathedral of Chartres to her
honour, and introduced the celebration of 'The Nativity of our Lady' in
France. In the same age lived Peter Damien, Bishop of Ostia and Cardinal of
Rome. He composed the 'Office of the Virgin,' and exceeded all who had gone
before him in devotion to Mary. He taught that 'all power was given to her, in
heaven and in earth, and that nothing was impossible to her.' (Sermones,
Opera, tom. 3.) In another place he says, 'She comes before the golden altar of
human reconciliation, not entreating but commanding, as a mistress, not as a
maid.' It was in this age that those blasphemous anthems, the 'Alma
Redemptoris' and 'Salve Regina,’ which are still so often repeated in the
Romish Missal and Breviary, were composed by Hermannus Contractus, a
monk of Germany.* Our countryman, Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury,
lived in this century, and zealously defended the new doctrine of the
immaculate conception of the Virgin, and introduced the festival of that event
into the English Church. The writings of Anselm abound with the grossest
blasphemies, in reference to Mary. He calls her 'The Empress of Heaven and
Earth, and of all that is therein!' He tells us, that one reason why our Lord left
her behind, when he ascended to heaven, was, 'lest, perhaps, the court of
heaven might have been doubtful which they should rather go out to meet,
their Lord or their Lady' (De Excel. B. Virg., c. 7.). As a matter of experience
he assures us, that 'more present help is sometimes found, by commemorating
the name of Mary, than by calling upon the name of our Lord Jesus Christ'
(ibid. cap. 6). He also teaches, that 'the Blessed Virgin has saved even the
angels, many of whose seats would have been vacated, like Lucifer's, had it
not been for her protection.'"—Andrade, p. 493.

* The following is a literal translation of the first of these hymns: "Indulgent
Mother of the Saviour, who art still the gate of Heaven, of easy access, and
star of the Sea, help the falling people who wish to rise. Thou who didst beget,
while nature wondered, thine own Author. A virgin before and after. Taking
up the Ave from Gabriel's lips. Have pity upon sinners." The Salve Regina is,
""Hail! Oh Queen, Mother of Mercy, our life, our sweetness, and our hope,
hail! We exiles, the sons of Eve, cry unto thee. To thee we sigh, mourning and
weeping in this vale of tears. Lo, then, our advocate, turn into us those
merciful eyes of thine, and manifest unto us, after this exile, the blessed Jesus,



the fruit of thy womb! Oh merciful! Oh pious! O sweet Virgin Mary!" Such
are two of the most favourite, and constantly repeated hymns of the Romish
Church, in which, for eight hundred years, she has given utterance to her
blasphemies, and fulfilled the prediction, '""And a strange god, whom his
fathers knew not, shall he honour," to (Dan. 11:38.)

"Such being the doctrines inculcated by the highest authorities of the eleventh
century, we need not wonder that in the next age, to use the language of
Hallam, 'the worship of the Virgin rose to an almost exclusive idolatry!' The
greatest doctor of this period was St. Bernard, Abbot of Clairval, who
possessed more influence, probably, than ever fell to the lot of any private
individual. What then must have been the effect of such divinity as the
following? 'You fear,' says he, 'to approach the Father—terrified merely by
his voice—you hide yourself among the leaves, (referring to Gen. 3:7-10). He
has given to you Jesus as a mediator. But perhaps, even in him, you dread the
Divine Majesty; for although he became man, yet he remains God. Do you
seek an Advocate with him? Flee to Mary,—since the humanity in Mary is not
only pure, by its freedom from all contamination, but also pure by the oneness
of its nature. Nor would I speak doubtfully. She will be heard on account of
the veneration in which she is held. The Son will hear the Mother—the Father
will hear the Son,' &c. (Serm. in Nativ. B.M. de Aquaeductu. Ed. Mab. tom. 2,
p- 160.) In another place he extols the Virgin as 'the subject of all Scripture,
and the end for which it was given;' and even 'the end for which the world
was made.'"—(Super Salve Regina.)

* * * * * *

"The most inexhaustible, however, in the praises of the Virgin was St.
Bonaventure, a Cardinal of Rome, in the thirteenth century, whose works are,
notwithstanding, characterized same fervour and unction which distinguishes
St. Bernard's. He wrote 'The Mirror of the blessed Virgin Mary'—'The
Crown of the blessed Virgin Mary'—'Verses upon the Anthem, Salve
Regina'—'The praise of the blessed Virgin'—'The Lesser Psalter,' and 'The
larger Psalter.' We shall pass by all the other works of this celebrated writer,
to make the reader acquainted with the last-mentioned one, 'The Psalterium
Majus.'

This impious production is nothing less than a parody upon the book of
Psalms; the same appellations, prayers, and praises being addressed to the
Virgin Mary which David addressed to the everlasting God. 'Blessed is the
man,' says Bonaventure, 'that loves thy name, O Virgin Mary; thy grace shall
comfort his soul' (Psa.1). 'O Lady, how are they multiplied that trouble me?
With thy tempest thou wilt persecute and scatter them' (Psa. 3). 'Lady, suffer
me not to be judged in the fury of God; neither to be judged in his wrath'



(Psa. 6). 'Lady, in thee have I put my trust; deliver thou me from mine
enemies, O Lady' (Psa. 7). 'In our Lady I put my trust, for the sweetness of the
mercy of her name' (Psa. 10). 'How long wilt thou forget me, O Lady, and not
deliver me in the day of tribulation?' (Psa. 12). 'Preserve me, O Lady, for I
have trusted in thee, and impart unto me the droppings of thy grace' (Psa. 15).
'I will love thee, O Lady of heaven and of earth, and will call upon thy name
among the nations' (Psa. 17). 'In thee, O Lady, I have put my trust, let me
never be confounded; in thy favour do thou receive me' (Psa. 30). 'Blessed are
they whose hearts love thee, O Virgin Mary; their sins shall be mercifully
washed away by thee' (Psa. 31). 'O my Lady, judge those that hurt me, and
rise up against them, and plead my cause' (Psa. 34). 'Incline the countenance
of God upon us; compel him to have mercy upon sinners' (Psa. 35). 'Have
mercy upon me, O Lady, who art called the mother of mercy, and according
to the bowels of thy mercies cleanse me from all mine iniquities' (Psa. 50).
'Shall not my mind be subject to thee, O Lady, who didst beget the Saviour of
the world? Pour forth grace out of thy treasuries; cleanse all our sins and heal
all our infirmities' (Psa. 61). 'The song becometh thee, our Lady, in Zion;
praise and thanksgiving in Jerusalem,' &c., &c. (Psa. 64) 'Let Mary arise, and
let her enemies be scattered, let all of them be trodden down beneath her feet'
(Psa. 67). 'O come, let us sing unto our Lady; let us make a joyful noise to
Mary, our queen, that bringeth salvation.' (Psa. 94) 'O come let us sing unto
our Lady a new song; for she hath done wondrous things' (Psa. 97). 'Oh, give
thanks unto the Lord, for he is good; give thanks unto his mother, for her
mercy endureth for ever' (Psa. 106 and 117). 'The Lord said unto our Lady,
Sit thou, my Mother, at my right hand' (Psa. 110). 'Blessed are all they that
fear our Lady, and blessed are they that know to do thy will and thy good
pleasure' (Psa. 127). 'O give thanks unto the Lord, for he is good; for by his
most sweet Mother, the Virgin Mary, his mercy is given' (Psa. 135). 'Blessed
be thou, O Lady, who teachest thy servants to war, and dost strengthen them
against the enemy.' This mass of blasphemy thus concludes: 'Praise our Lady
in her saints; praise her in her virtues and miracles, &c. Let every thing that
hath breath praise our Lady' (Psa. 150).

"Such is the 'Larger Psalter of the Blessed Virgin Mary,'* and the reader will
doubtless agree with us, that to evade the charge of direct and most impious
idolatry, which this production fastens upon the Romish Church, is wholly
impossible. No nice distinctions of Latria and Dulia, or Hyperdulia, will avail
them here; since the identical language, the identical feelings, hopes, fears,
affections, desires, &c., which constitute the religion of man are here
addressed to a creature. Nor will the plea that it is an ancient and absolute
production avail Papists in this case; since it has gone through fourteen
editions since the year 1830. A copy of one of these, now in the possession of
Dr. Cumming, of the Scotch Church, London, has the imprimatur and
reimprimatur of the present ecclesiastical authorities in the Vatican; it is



published in the Italian, or vulgar tongue, and sold for three scudi,—about
12s. 6d.

* All the songs of praise addressed to God in the Old Testament are similarly
paraphrased by this Saint at the end of the Psalter. For instance '"Miriam's
Song at the Red Sea," '""Deborah's Song," "Hezekiah's Song at his
recovery."—sS. Bonaventure, Opp. vol. 7, p. 517.

* * * * * * *

"Such were the doctrines respecting the Virgin inculcated previous to the
Reformation; and it will not now be questioned by any impartial reader, that
the Church of Rome, during this period, exalted the Virgin to the very throne
of the Godhead. Still it may be thought that these idolatrous doctrines of the
Dark Ages have long since been abandoned, and that modern Papists reject
such blasphemies as firmly as Protestants themselves. In opposition to such an
idea, it may be stated, not only that many of the extracts in the preceding
pages are constantly quoted in almost every modern Popish book of devotion,
but what is worse, that many of the devotional works of the Romish Church,
printed since the Reformation, contain, if possible, more blasphemous and
idolatrous statements than any of the preceding.

"The first work which we shall adduce in evidence of the truth of this charge
is, the modern Romish Breviary:

"'O thou, whosoever understandeth, that thou art rather floating on the ocean
of this world, amongst storms and tempests, than walking on the earth, turn
away thine eyes from the brightness of this star (alluding to the Virgin) if thou
wishest not to be overwhelmed by this star. If the winds of temptation arise, if
thou run upon the rocks of temptation, call on Mary. If thou art tossed upon
the waves of pride, if of ambition, if of destruction, if of envy, look to the star,
call upon Mary. If anger or avarice, or the temptation of the flesh shall toss
the bark of thy mind, look to Mary. If disturbed with the greatness of thy sins,
troubled with the defilement of thy conscience, affrighted by the horror of
judgment, thou beginnest to be swallowed up in the gulf of sadness, think on
Mary. In dangers, in straits, in perplexities, think on Mary. Let her not depart
from thy mouth, let her not depart from thy heart; and that thou mayest
obtain the suffrage of her prayers, desert not the example of her conversation.
Following her, thou dost not go astray; asking of her, thou dost not despair;
thinking of her, thou dost not err; while she holds thee up, thou dost not fall;
while she protects thee, thou dost not fear; she being thy guide, thou dost not
grow weary: she being propitious, thou reachest thy destination.'"'—Brev.
Rom., Winter part, p. 359.



We have already been much indebted to Mr. Tayler's book for documentary
evidence contained in our "Notes and Illustrations' to our articles on Popery;
and shall probably avail ourselves of his valuable aid again.

We can, therefore, recommend it fully to all who desire to see what Popery is,
as exhibited in her own writings and as self-convicted by her own testimony.

return to index

The Teachings of the Spirit; exemplified in the Writings of Sarah Church, a
young cottager.—(September, 1851).

Every regenerated soul is a miracle of grace. To quicken, to convince of sin, to
bring to the bar of judgment, and thence, by pouring out a Spirit of grace and
supplications, to the throne of mercy, to reveal Christ, to deliver the soul from
death, the eyes from tears, the feet from falling, is as much an operation of
Divine power as to create a world or to raise the dead from the grave.

But there are cases where the Lord seems to work these miracles of grace with
a more abundant and unusual display of Divine power. To call the rude
fisherman of the Galilean lake to be a disciple and an apostle was really as
much a miracle of grace as to convert the learned pupil of Gamaliel. But the
conversion of Paul was accompanied by circumstances outwardly more
supernatural and miraculous than the call of Peter. Augustine was directed to
take up and read the Bible that lay at his side by a voice from heaven so
audible to his outward ears that he at first thought it was that of a boy calling
in an adjoining garden. Colonel Gardiner was called by the miraculous
appearance of Christ upon the cross in the room where he was waiting, before
fulfilling an intended assignation. Huntington, in his little tool-house, had a
manifestation of Christ clothed in garments dipped in blood. Who can doubt
the veracity of these men, when the whole tenor of their subsequent lives bore
the strongest witness to the genuineness and reality of their Christianity? It is
true, that in these extraordinary cases we want stronger evidence than seems
requisite in the more usual and ordinary operations of Divine grace. But
where that evidence is given, and there is no reason to believe the individual is
a deceiver or deceived, to refuse assent to unusual displays of God's grace,
merely because they differ from or surpass our own experience, would seem to
be a refined species of infidelity.

Sarah Church was one of these extraordinary cases. As we are in possession of
some particulars respecting her not recorded in the little book before us, but
furnished us by a private and trustworthy correspondent, we think it
desirable no longer to confine them to our own breast, but bring them before
our readers.



The preface to the "Teachings of the Spirit" gives a short account of the
writer:

"Sarah Church, the writer of the following letters and papers, was the
daughter of a labouring blacksmith, in a country village in Kent, and had only
the ordinary education of a village school.

"They were written during a period of three years, after a severe blow on her
head, received while in service, which had rendered her totally blind and deaf,
and had also deprived her of the use of her limbs, with the exception of her
right hand, which she was able to use in writing. For some months, during the
first part of her illness, she was unable to speak, and it was at this time she
wrote most of the letters and papers. She was confined to her bed during the
whole time, and was hardly ever free from intense pain in her head. She died
at the age of twenty-three years and eight months."

The neighbourhood in which Sarah Church lived and died is well known to
us, it being near the scenes of our boyhood and youth; and of the individuals
who were in the habit of visiting her on her bed of affliction, two (one since
dead) have been known to us from a very early period of life, and known as
men of veracity. The following extract is from a letter written to us, some
years ago, by one of them, in answer to some inquiries upon the subject:

Dear Sir,—Herewith I send you copies of the greater part of the papers in my
possession of Sarah Church; but whether it would be right for them to be
published in the Magazine I must leave, as she often expressed her wish that
they might not go abroad.* She never, I believe, was noticed as being what is
called "particularly pious," nor ever made any profession of religion more
than going occasionally to her parish church, and, when very young, did
attend their Sunday-school; so that she had no opportunity of learning any
form of doctrine, sound or unsound. Her parents being poor she was early put
out to service, but on account of illness was often at home. While at home (I
think in August, 1841) she asked a person who lived near them to let her go
with him to the workhouse at Deal, to hear Mr. Wollaston; but he, thinking it
was only to satisfy her curiosity or pass away the time, did not give her any
encouragement to go with him, but I believe she followed him at a little
distance. Mr. W. preached from the Book of Ruth, which was the first
sermon, as she often told us, that was sent home to her heart. Some time after
she came to Walmer, in the service of Mr. S—. In September, 1841, as she was
at her work in the dining-room, early in the morning, she thought her mother
was at the door and calling her by name. But, on going to the door and finding
no one, she went back to her work, and very soon, as she thought, heard her
mother's voice again calling her. On going again to the door and seeing no
person, she was afraid something had happened to her mother at home, and
obtained leave to go to Finglesham; but finding her mother well she returned



to Walmer, and in the evening, while pulling-to the outside window-shutter,
the wind being high, it was blown out of her grasp and struck with violence
the back of her head. She was carried home the next day. After which I
several times heard about her, but did not credit all I heard. Some time in
November or beginning of December she sent, wishing Mr. W. would call on
her. He called on me in his way home (he then lived on Walmer Beach), and in
relating the substance of what I sent beforef I could scarcely give it full credit;
but on going with him a few days after I was lost in wonder and amazement.
On expressing a wish to know whether she could tell the portion upon which
he placed her hand in the word of God (he put her hand on the twenty-third
Psalm), she immediately wrote it down: "The Lord is my shepherd," &c. And
also, on asking her, by writing, to find the verse, '""Jesus wept," she did it,
slowly moving her hand down the column and at last, darting her finger on it,
marked it with her pencil. I once asked her how it was, whether she could feel
the print. She replied she could not tell, she felt nothing, but her finger
stopped at the place she wished, and it would move no farther. I have often
seen her mark a passage, but never once on the letters, but on a blank space;
and in writing, after laying her paper down, she always began again close to
where she left off. I sent her a paragraph Bible, to try if she could find the
passages she wished in that; as it is now lying before me, if you wish it, I will
send it you, to look at her marks. You must quite understand that she was
totally blind and deaf, and had one arm and side paralysed. At first she had
not lost her voice, but often sang, as described in the former letter. After she
lost her voice she wrote with a pencil, for some time; then entirely forgot how
to write, and spoke again in a low whisper, till her decease. She wasted at last
to a mere skeleton, and, indeed, less than that; as her bones seemed reduced to
almost nothing. For the last three months nothing was taken in food by her,
only a little swallowed and immediately vomited up again. J.H.
Walmer, Feb. 6, 1846.

* The publication at the head of this paper now removes from us this
objection.

+ This alludes to a previous letter, on which we are sorry we cannot lay our
hands, as it contained some interesting particulars.

Let us draw attention to several remarkable features in this case:

1. She was totally blind and deaf; the blow on the back of her head having
probably wholly paralysed the nerves of sight and hearing. Under these
circumstances it seems scarcely credible that she could find out passages in
her Bible with the greatest readiness. A friend of ours, who was frequently in
the habit of visiting her, went in one day. She knew him instantly, and taking
her Bible put his finger (if memory serve correctly) on Gen. 24:31, ""Come in,



thou blessed of the Lord, wherefore standest thou without." They then carried
on a conversation by his taking her hand and pointing to a passage in the
Scripture, and she, as if by intuition, reading what her finger was upon, and,
in her turn, directing his finger to another portion. As she was totally deaf and
blind, the only other means of communicating with her, independent of the
Scripture, was by taking her hand and making her form the letters. The
answers she wrote in pencil.

2. It should be borne in mind that she had never heard the Gospel preached
above five or six times before her injury, and yet her views of Gospel truth
were singularly sound and clear. This will be evident from an extract which
we shall give.

3. How remarkable is the refinement of her language! Look at this poor
servant-girl, with no education beyond that of a village-school, not above
twenty-three years of age, paralysed, and on a bed of suffering totally blind
and deaf, just able to use a pencil with her only available hand, and then read
the following extract from the little work before us:

Colossians 3:11.—"Christ is all and in all."

More joyful tidings cannot possibly reach our ears than what are contained in
these words. Christ is indeed all and in all. He is all to me as ''the end of the
law for righteousness' (Rom 10:4;) the substance of prophecy (Acts 10:43);
the sum of the Gospel; the life of the promises; his wisdom to direct me; his
righteousness to justify me. He is the perfection of glory; truth, without any
defect or error; holiness, without the least taint of pollution; the chief among
ten thousand (Song 5:10); whatever is desirable on earth, whatever is
attractive in heaven, all the graces of time, all the glories of eternity, meet in
him their proper centre, and flow from him their first source.

His love how vast—his promises how precious—his work how perfect—his
mercy how boundless—his truth how immutable—his power how
omnipotent—his grace how sovereign—his counsels how profound—his
people how secure—his presence how blissful—his smiles how transporting—
his Gospel how free—his law how holy—his precept how pure! Christ is all
and in all.

Hunger cannot be satisfied without the bread of life, which is Jesus Christ
(John 6:48). Thirst cannot be truly quenched without that living water, which
is Jesus Christ (John 4:13, 14). The captive cannot be delivered without the
Redeemer, Jesus Christ (Luke 4:18). All building without him is upon the
sand, where it will quickly fall to the ground (Matt. 7:26); all labour without
him is in the fire, where it will infallibly be consumed (Hab. 2:13). He is the



way, without him we are wanderers; he is the truth, without him we live in
error; he is the life (John 14:6), without him we are dead in trespasses and
sins (Eph. 2:1), he is the light (John 8:12), without him we are in darkness
(Luke 1:79), and know not whither we go; he is the vine, they who are not
grafted in him are withered branches, prepared for the fire (John 15:5, 6); he
is the rock (1 Cor. 10:4), they who are not built upon him will be carried away
by the flood of Divine anger (Matt. 7:27); he is the Alpha and Omega, the
First and the Last (Rev. 27:13), the Author and Finisher of our faith (Heb.
12:2). He, therefore, who hath not Christ, hath no beginning of good, nor will
he have any end of misery.

Our hearts may well tremble if we look at ourselves, and at our own demerits;
but if the riches of infinite grace have formed Christ in us the hope of glory
(Col. 1:27); then, although the ark of the national church be removed, and the
pillars of the earth be shaken (Job. 9:6), we shall be kept by the power of God.
Then, "although the fig tree shall not blossom, neither shall fruit be in the
vines; the labour of the olive shall fail, and the fields shall yield no meat; the
flock shall be cut off from the fold, and there shall be no herd in the stalls; yet
we will rejoice in the Lord, we will joy in the God of our salvation' (Hab.
3:17, 18). "Oh, the depth of the riches both of the wisdom and knowledge of
God. How unsearchable are his judgments, and his ways past finding out; for
of him, and through him, and to him, are all things; to whom be glory now
and for ever. Amen'" (Rom. 11:33, 36).

Turn next to our "Poetry," and read a piece written by this poor blind and
deaf girl, and see whether grace must not have done wonderful things for her.

It is true there is not much recorded, in the little work before us, of Sarah
Church's experience. In her circumstances she needed great support and
consolation, and she appears to have had it. But we extract from the private
papers sent us two remarkable manifestations, which are not to be found in
the printed work:

The Lord has again visited me in a most wonderful manner; so much so that I
am lost in wonder, love, and praise, that he should show me such a
revelation—me, the vilest of the vile.

I heard a voice saying, '""Come up hither, and I will show thee things that must
and will come to pass;'" and immediately I was in the Spirit, and was carried
up on a high mountain. I saw the rocks rent, and the high hills were removed,
and the heavens opened. I saw a white horse, and on him sat a man dressed in
scarlet, with a sword in his mouth and a crown on his head; and his face shone
brighter than the sun at noon-day, followed by thousands of people, all in
white, going forth to tread down their enemies, and from that I saw the
bottomless pit. Oh, the sight was dreadful! For I saw the flames, and Satan,



that roaring lion, fast bound in chains, making a most howling noise. The
sight of him made me tremble, but he could not harm me. And then I heard
the trumpet blow, and the dead that were in their graves come forth; and an
angel of the Lord said to me, '""Come and see!" And he led me on a little
farther, and, behold, I looked up and saw a woman dressed in very costly
apparel. And I said, "Who is this?" and he said, "This is the bride, the
Lamb's wife;" and I heard as it were the voice of a great multitude, as the
voice of many waters, singing '"Hallelujah! for the Lord God omnipotent
reigneth. Let us rejoice, for the marriage of the Lamb is come, and the wife is
ready!"—and much more than I can express, the sight was so great.

When I came to myself I could scarcely believe I was in the flesh. So
astonished was I that the Lord should show me these great things that I was
ready to cry out, "O Lord, I am not Joshua nor John, that thou shouldest
show me these things." But it came with such power. '"No! but thou art one
whom my soul loveth." Oh, that I could praise him more for his wonderful
love to me, who am so unworthy of the least of his mercies! Blessed be the
name of the Lord from this time forth and evermore. Amen and Amen.

Oh, magnify the Lord with me! Let us exalt his name together, for he has
regarded the lowliness of his handmaiden.

The Lord appeared to me in a most wonderful manner—to me, so unworthy a
creature! I was, to all appearance, asleep, but my heart waketh. It was the
voice of my beloved that called, '"Sarah, Sarah!" and he enabled me to say
with Samuel, "Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth." I looked up, and saw a
beautiful figure over my head. I was struck with amazement, so that as it were
I fell down on my face; but he said, "Fear not, I am the Lord thy God, who
brought thee out of the land of Egypt and out of the house of bondage. Behold
I will yet raise thee up a little while, to show forth my glory; that the people
may see what I can do. A little while, and then I will come and receive thee to
myself, that where I am there you shall be also." So the figure disappeared
from me.

To his name eternal praises;
Oh, what wonders love hath done!

I am lost in wonder that the Lord should look down upon such a hell-
deserving wretch as I am; but glory be to his name, he does not deal with us
after our sins. Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, who only doeth wondrous
things, and blessed be his glorious name for ever. Let all the earth be filled
with his glory. Amen and Amen.

Some will perhaps at once condemn such manifestations as altogether
visionary; and under ordinary circumstances we should ourselves be very



slow to receive them. But we look at the whole circumstances of the case. It
was extraordinary, we may say supernatural, from first to last. But when
totally blind she should be able to read the Bible as it were by the ends of her
fingers is little short of a miracle. But that she did this is evidenced by most
undeniable testimony. Those who visited her, we are informed by a private
friend who is well acquainted with them, investigated very closely whether she
was totally blind, and were well satisfied of the fact. And if it be said that it is
utterly incredible because beyond the limits of our understanding or
experience, it is, after all, only an infidel objection which may be brought
against everything supernatural, even the ordinary operations of the Blessed
Spirit. The whole case we consider a remarkable display of the power and
grace of God; and therefore though her manifestations were peculiar, and
such as under different circumstances might be viewed with a degree of
suspicion, yet, in her case, they are but in harmony with the rest. Her views
and language in the extract which we have given from the work before us, are
singularly clear and sound, without the least trace of wildness or enthusiasm;
and if she was indulged with peculiar manifestations, they were not only
suited to her peculiar case, but are altogether consistent with the strict letter
of truth.

Such instances of grace as that of Sarah Church are edifying to the Church of
God, as testifying still to the love and power of the risen Jesus, and as
showing, however low Zion may be, her Head remains the same yesterday, to-
day, and for ever.

return to index

Whitefield at Lisbon. Being an Account of the Blasphemy and Idolatry of
Popery, as witnessed by that Servant of God, George Whitefield, during his
stay at the above City. Also, a Narrative of the Dreadful Earthquake that
totally Destroyed the City, with Sixty Thousand Inhabitants, shortly after Mr.
Whitefield's visit; with his remarks thereon.—(October, 1851.)

"The memory of the just is blessed, but the name of the wicked shall rot."
How applicable to Whitefield and his persecutors! His memory is embalmed
in the hearts of thousands—their name has perished with them. He indeed,
during life,

""Stood pilloried on infamy's high stage,

And bore the pelting scorn of half an age;

The very butt of slander, and the blot

For every dart that malice ever shot.

The man that mentioned him at once dismissed
All mercy from his lips, and sneered and hissed.



His crimes were such as Sodom never knew,

And Perjury stood up to swear all true.

% % % % % % %

The world's best comfort was, his doom was passed;

Die when he might, he must be damned at last."—Cowper.

At this distance of time, we can scarcely frame to ourselves an idea of the
general burst of execration that assailed Whitefield on the one hand from the
dead formalists of that day and generation, and of the mighty revolution in
the minds of hundreds and thousands on the other which led them to hail him
as an ambassador of heaven. Cowper's noble eulogium upon him, under the
name of Leuconomus (the translation into Greek of Whitefield), a part of
which we have quoted above, is perhaps the most forcible as it is the most
concise description of him in the English language. But by way of introduction
to the little work before us, we are tempted to present a slight sketch of this
remarkable man.

God usually works by means, and brings about appointed ends by appointed
instruments. These instruments are usually not only adapted to the work
which they have to perform, but to the age and generation in which they live.

Luther was so adapted to Germany, Knox to Scotland, and Farel to
Switzerland, that, humanly speaking, had the men been transferred to each
other's soil, the work of reformation would have immediately stopped. So
Whitefield was especially adapted to his day and generation. We speak
sometimes of the low state of things in our day, as if all vital religion were
perished out of the land. But whatever our day be, it is clear to all who know
the history of that period that things then were much worse. Then there was
scarcely any profession. Persons speak against our day as a day of profession.
It is true; but profession in many as much implies possession in some as
forged coin proves the existence of genuine, or as shadow implies substance.
In that day there was little or no profession, for the same reason that there is
no shade in the Arabian desert—there are no trees. The influence of
Puritanism had gradually worn out: the flood of corruption introduced by
Charles II had gradually (the barrier of Puritanism being well-nigh in ruins)
settled down over the lowlands of society as well as submerged its highlands.
The pulpits resounded with moral essays: and many Dissenting ministers, as
much as those in the Establishment, "stalked abroad on the seventh day," to
use the striking language of Bishop Horsley, ''solemn apes' of Epictetus.*
With the experience of the power the very doctrine of godliness was lost in the
Churches.t Arminianism ruled far and wide; and as this has always been half-
brother to Socinianism, a dark cloud was brooding over the land, akin to that
which has buried Germany in neology and France in infidelity. Doddridge's
celebrated seminary at Northampton soon became tainted with Socinian



errors; and, from his later writings, there is every reason to fear that Dr.
Watts was far from sound on the cardinal doctrine of the Trinity. Thus the
state of torpor and death everywhere prevalent before Whitefield was raised
up is indeed indescribable. The very doctrine of the new birth was all but lost
out of the land. It is hard to say whether Church or dissent was the worse; for
though the latter might retain more of the form of sound words, yet it seems
to have been nearly as destitute of the power.

* Epictetus was a celebrated moral philosopher among the heathen. Bishop
Horsley's meaning, therefore, was that the clergy of his day had abandoned
the distinctive doctrines of the gospel for heathen morality.

+ The most popular religious book of the day among Church-people was,
"The Whole Duty of Man;" and with persons called "serious," "Law's Call to
a Holy and Religious Life''—works somewhat different in character, but each
based on creature-righteousness. Watts and Doddridge were the chief lights in
the Dissenting Churches; and a mere glance at their writings will show how
deficient both were in clear, distinct views of gospel truth.

Arianism was fast spreading in both denominations, and infidelity was widely
prevalent in society at large. Bishop Butler, in the preface to his celebrated
""Analogy," has the following remarks: "It is come, I know not how, to be
taken for granted by many persons, that Christianity is not so much as a
subject of inquiry, but that it is now at length discovered to be fictitious. And
accordingly they treat it, as if, in the present age, this were an agreed point
among all people of discernment; and nothing remained but to set it up as a
principal subject of mirth and ridicule, as it were by way of reprisals for its
having so long interrupted the pleasures of the world." The very circumstance
that such a work should be called for to prove the truth of Christianity shows
how widely spread infidelity must have been in that age and generation.

In this state, of things, then, when all was torpor and death, God raised up
Whitefield, and, in his providence and grace, sent him through the length and
breadth of the land, proclaiming the necessity and nature of the new birth. To
us who at this day read his sermons, there seems comparatively little in them
to produce such powerful effects. When we read of the thousands who hung
entranced upon his lips; of his arresting into silence the disorderly multitude
of a London fair: of his receiving on one day a thousand notes from persons
under convictions of sin; and then quietly read the sermons which came
abroad under his name, we look in vain for the

"Thoughts that breathe and words that burn"

which produced such effects; and we seem led to the conclusion either that the



published sermons are unfaithful, mutilated, imperfect transcripts of the
actual discourses, or that a mighty power rested upon him which clothed with
fire words and ideas which in other mouths would seem almost commonplace.
But whichever solution we adopt, their effect is undoubted when delivered by
him.

Besides the power from on high that rested upon him, there was a holy
warmth and energy, a simplicity and godly sincerity, and a pouring out of his
whole soul with fervour, that arrested the most unconcerned hearer. He spoke
as one whose very heart and soul were in the work. He had, besides, great
natural eloquence, a voice unrivalled for melody, variety, pathos, and
strength, and every feature and gesture were lit up with energy and
animation. The most fearless courage, the greatest patience, a character
without a blot, the most undeniable disinterestedness, labours to us scarcely
credible, a heart overflowing with tenderness and affection, and, above all, a
soul favoured beyond most with the inshinings of God's favour and love—
such is a feeble sketch of England's great apostle. To say that Whitefield in all
points was a perfect minister would be foolish. He was not always clear in
doctrine; and his free addresses to sinners would seem to us now strongly
impregnated with free-will. Doubtless there was also much in him due to
natural advantages, which should always be carefully distinguished from
grace. His natural eloquence arrested the attention of Hume, the infidel
historian, who is said to have declared that his address to the angel Gabriel
not to depart till he could bear to heaven the tidings of a sinner's conversion
was the finest burst of oratory possible; of the sceptic, Benjamin Franklin,
who tells an amusing story how he was compelled to empty his purse under a
charity-sermon for the Orphan Institution, though predetermined to give only
a small sum; of Lord Chesterfield, who used to hear him preach at the
Countess of Huntingdon's. And if men of such name and note, men of great
mental ability, were so charmed with Whitefield's eloquence, we may be sure
that it must have been very extraordinary. It is evident, therefore, that many
followed and admired Whitefield as in days of old. As the rebellious children
of Judah listened to the "lovely song" of the prophet Ezekiel; and as the Jews
were willing for a season to rejoice in John the Baptist as a burning and a
shining light, thus the multitude heard Whitefield. Hundreds admired his
eloquence, wept under his pathos, and rejoiced in his light who never repented
of their sins, nor believed on the Son of God. Still there can be no doubt that
God largely honoured Whitefield's ministry in the calling in of elect souls, and
that it was the commencement of a revival in the Churches. Toplady, Newton,
Berridge, Romaine, and other useful men in their day, may all be said to have
sprung up under the light sown by Whitefield. There was a wide revival in the
land; and where Whitefield planted, others watered, and God gave the
increase.



In the providence of God, Whitefield, on one of his voyages to America, put in
at Lisbon in the palmy days of Popery, and witnessed with his own eyes the
public celebration of some of its most important festivals. These he has
described in a series of letters to a friend; and as an authentic account of what
Popery is in really Popish countries, this testimony of so thoroughly qualified
an eye-witness is very interesting. To the mass of mankind nothing is so
attractive in religion as outward beauty and magnificence. The spiritual
worship of God, the glory of Jesus, the beauties of holiness, the still small voice
of the Spirit, inward communion with the Lord, the consolations of his
presence, meltings of heart under the beams of the Sun of Righteousness, all
that gives power to vital godliness is beyond the reach of nature in its highest
flights of sensuous devotion. Denied the wings of faith, she must raise and
sustain herself on artificial pinions. These Rome furnishes for birds of every
size, from the vulture to the wren. A religion of sight, sense, and touch is the
religion of man. To this depraved religion, or rather superstition, Rome
panders. Unchecked by remorse, she presses into her theatrical ritual the
holiest scenes of redeeming love. She dramatizes the crucifixion, turns the
dying agonies of the Son of God into an opera-spectacle, and debases Calvary
into a common show. What Whitefield witnessed of this nature at Lisbon
wrung his heart, and drew forth those vivid letters in which the whole scene
seems to pass before our eyes.

Be it borne in mind that Popery is unchangeable, and that this external pomp
and show is her main element of success. Were London Lisbon, and 1851
1754, Westminster Abbey and St. Paul's would be the scenes of similar pomp
and parody. As yet in this country Rome dares not bring forward all her
puppets. They are in the box, but high-fair is not yet come. The showmen are
ready, but the mob is not yet duly prepared to welcome their appearance.

We subjoin one letter as a specimen of Whitefield's powers of description:

To Mr. X
Lisbon, April 12th, 1754.

My dear Friend,—After the news already sent you, I thought our
correspondence would entirely have been put a stop to; for, upon returning to
my lodgings (as weary, I believe, as others that had been running from church
to church all day), word was sent me that our ship would certainly sail the
next morning. This news, I own, was not altogether agreeable to me, because I
wanted to see the conclusion of the Lent solemnities. However, I made ready;
and having despatched my private affairs the over-night, was conducted very
nearly in the morning, by my kind host, down to Belem, where the ship lay.
We parted. The wind promised to be fair; but dying away, I very eagerly went
ashore once more. But how was the scene changed! Before all used to be noise



and hurry; now all was hushed and shut up in the most awful and profound
silence. No clock or bell had been heard since yesterday noon, and scarce a
person was to be seen in the street all the way to Lisbon. About two in the
afternoon we got to the place where (I had heard some days ago) an
extraordinary scene was to be exhibited. Can you guess what it was? Perhaps
not. Why, then, I will tell you: It was the crucifixion of the Son of God,
represented partly by dumb images, and partly by living persons, in a large
church belonging to the convent of St. de Beato. Several thousands crowded
into it; some of whom, as I was told, had been waiting there from even six in
the morning. Through the kind interposition and assistance of a Protestant or
two, I was not only admitted into the church, but was very commodiously
situated to view the whole performance. We had not waited long before the
curtain was drawn up. Immediately, upon a high scaffold hung in the front
with black baize, and behind with silk purple damask, laced with gold, was
exhibited to our view an image of the Lord Jesus at full length, crowned with
thorns and nailed on a cross between two figures of like dimensions,
representing the two thieves. At a little distance, on the right hand, was placed
an image of the Virgin Mary, in plain long ruffles, and a kind of widow weeds.
Her veil was purple silk, and she had a wire glory round her head. At the foot
of the cross lay, in a mournful pensive posture, a living man, dressed in
woman's clothes, who personated Mary Magdalene; and not far off stood a
young man in imitation of the beloved disciple. He was dressed in a loose
green silk vesture, and bob wig. His eyes were fixed on the cross and his two
hands a little extended. On each side, near the front of the stage, stood two
sentinels in buff, with formidable caps, and long beards; and directly in front
stood another, yet more formidable, with a large target in his hand. We may
suppose him to be the Roman centurion. To complete the scene, from behind
the purple hangings came out about twenty little purple-vested, winged boys,
two by two, each bearing a lighted wax taper in his hand, and a crimson and
gold cap on his head. At their entrance upon the stage, they gently bowed
their heads to the spectators, then kneeled and made obeisance, first to the
image on the cross, and then to that of the Virgin Mary. When risen, they
bowed to each other, and then took their respective places over against one
another, on steps assigned for them at the front of the stage. Opposite to this,
at a few yards distance, stood a black friar in a pulpit hung in mourning. For
a while he paused, and then breaking silence, gradually lifted up his voice till
it was extended to a pretty high pitch, though, I think, scarce high enough for
so large an auditory. After he had proceeded in his discourse about a quarter
of an hour, a confused noise was heard near the front great door; upon
turning my head I saw four long-bearded men, two of whom carried a ladder
on their shoulders, and after them followed two more with large gilt dishes in
their hands, full of linen, spices, &c. These (as I imagined) were the
representatives of Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea. On a signal given
from the pulpit they advanced towards the steps of the scaffold; but upon



their very first attempting to mount it, at the watchful centurion's nod, the
obedient soldiers made a pass at them, and presented the points of their
javelins directly to their breasts. They are repulsed. Upon this a letter from
Pilate is produced. The centurion reads it, shakes his head, and, with looks
that bespoke a forced compliance, beckons to the sentinels to withdraw their
arms. Leave being thus obtained, they ascend; and having paid their homage,
by kneeling first to the image on the cross, and then to the Virgin Mary, they
retired to the back of the stage. Still the preacher continued in declaiming, or
rather, as was said, explaining the mournful scene. Magdalene persists in
wringing her hands, and variously expressing her personated sorrow; whilst
John (seemingly regardless of all besides) stood gazing on the crucified figure.
By this time it was near three o'clock, and therefore proper for the scene to
begin to close. The ladders are ascended, the superscription and the crown of
thorns are taken off, long white rollers put round the arms of the image, and
then the nails knocked out which fastened the hands and feet. Here Mary
Magdalene looks most languishing, and John, if possible, stands more
thunderstruck than before. The orator lifts up his voice, and almost all the
hearers expressed concern by weeping, beating their breasts, and smiting
their cheeks. At length the body is gently let down. Magdalene eyes it, and
gradually rising receives the feet into her wide-spread handkerchief; whilst
John (who hitherto stood motionless like a statue), as the body came nearer
the ground, with an eagerness that bespoke the intense affection of a
sympathizing friend, runs towards the cross, seizes the upper part of it into his
clasping arms, and, with his disguised fellow-mourner, helps to bear it away.
And here the play should end, were I not afraid you would be angry with me if
I did not give you an account of the last act, by telling you what became of the
corpse after it was taken down. Great preparations were made for its
interment. It was wrapped in linen and spices, &c., and being laid upon a bier
richly hung, was afterwards carried round the churchyard in grand
procession. The image of the Virgin Mary was chief mourner, and John and
Magdalene, with a whole troop of friars, with wax tapers in their hands,
followed after. Determined to see the whole, I waited its return; and in about a
quarter of an hour the corpse was brought in, and deposited in an open
sepulchre prepared for the purpose; but not before a priest, accompanied by
several of the same order, in splendid vestments, had perfumed it with
incense, sung to, and kneeled before it. John and Magdalene attended the
obsequies; but the image of the Virgin Mary was carried away and placed
upon the front of the stage, in order to be kissed, adored, and worshipped by
the people. This I saw them do with the utmost eagerness and reverence. And
thus ended this Good Friday's tragi-comical, superstitious, idolatrous farce—
a farce which, whilst I saw, as well as now whilst I am describing it, excited in
me a high indignation. Surely, thought I, whilst attending on such a scene of
mock devotion, if ever, now is the dear Lord Jesus crucified afresh; and 1
could then, and even now, think of no other plea for the poor beguiled



devotees, than that which suffering innocence put up himself for his enemies,
when actually hanging upon the cross, ""Father, forgive them, for they know
not what they do." There was but one thing wanting to raise one's resentment
to the highest pitch, and that was for one of the soldiers to have pierced the
side of the image upon the cross. This, in all probability, you have heard has
actually been done in other places, and with a little more art might, I think,
have been performed here. Doubtless it would have afforded the preacher as
good, if not better, opportunity of working upon the passions of his auditory,
than taking down the superscription and crown of thorns, and wiping the
head with a bloody cloth, and afterwards exposing it to the view of the people;
all of which I saw done before the body was let down. But, alas! my dear
friend, how mean is that eloquence, and how entirely destitute of the
demonstration of the Spirit, and of a divine power, must that oratory
necessarily be that stands in need of such a train of superstitious pageantry to
render it impressive! Think you, my dear friend, that the apostle Paul used or
needed any such artifices to excite the people of Galatia, amongst whom, as he
himself informs us, "Jesus Christ was crucified, evidently set forth?" But thus
it is, and thus it will be, when simplicity and spirituality are banished from
our religious offices, and artifice and idolatry seated in their room. I am well
aware the Romanists deny the charge of idolatry; but after having seen what I
have this day, as well as at sundry other times since my arrival here, I cannot
help thinking but that a person must be capable of making more than
metaphysical distinctions, and deal in very abstract ideas indeed, fairly to
evade the charge. If weighed in the balance of the sanctuary, I am positive the
scale must turn on the Protestant side; but such a balance these poor people
are not permitted to make use of! Does not your heart bleed for them? Mine
does, I am sure, and I believe would do so more and more were I to stay
longer and see what they call their Hallelujah, and grand devotions on Easter
day. But that scene is denied me. The wind is fair, and I must away. Follow me
with your prayers, and believe me to be, my dear friend, Yours most
affectionately in our common Redeemer,

G. Whitefield.

return to index

The Christian World Unmasked. Come and Peep. By John Berridge, A.M.—
(December, 1851.)

The middle and latter end of the last century was a remarkable period. A
chain of ministers, commencing with Whitefield, and embracing in its links
Toplady, Berridge, Newton, Romaine, Huntington, and Hawker, extends itself
down to our degenerate days. However differing in gifts, all these men were
evidently taught by the same Spirit, and preached the same gospel. Toplady,
like a lamp fed with spirit, flamed forth, blazed, and died, from shortness of
wick, not from lack of supply. Newton, snatched from Africa's burning shore,



and from worse than African servitude, united to much sound wisdom great
tenderness of spirit, and an experience of divine things which, if not very deep,
was sound and varied. He knew much of his own heart, was singularly frank
and sincere, had much sympathy with the tried and afflicted, and, being gifted
with an easy, fluent style, has left behind him many useful and excellent
letters. Romaine was a burning and shining light, who lived the faith which he
preached, and in the midst of the metropolis for half a century had but one
theme, one subject, one object, Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and
for ever.

In many points widely differing, but united by the same faith to the same
glorious Head of influence, light, life, liberty, and love, was John Berridge. As
all the lines of a circle radiate towards the centre, all necessarily meet in one
point. So, however the servants of Christ may differ in ability, gifts, time,
place, and usefulness, yet all meet in one point the central Sun of the system—
the crucified, risen, ascended, and glorified Son of God. We hear of "the
music of the spheres."* But without harmony, music there is none. If there be
music in the revolving spheres, it is because each planet preserves its circuit,
rolling round the sun at the appointed distance, and with the appointed
velocity. And what are the servants of God but planets to the Sun of
Righteousness, each having his appointed orbit, fixed as definitely by decree,
as the orbit of the earth, and enjoying only light, warmth, and motion in
proportion to his proximity to the glorified Immanuel? Shall they then jar and
quarrel, and seek to mingle orbits, envying each other's grace, gifts, or
usefulness? The light of each and all is but reflected light, the light of the Sun
of Righteousness shining into their hearts; '"for what have they which they
have not received?' Pride, cursed pride, is the root of that jealousy which is
cruel as the grave. Did ministers but view themselves, and did others but view
them, as mere instruments, they could and would no more quarrel on the
ground of superiority and inferiority than the flute would quarrel with the
violin, or the chisel with the saw. Romaine poring over Hebrew roots in his
study at Lambeth, and Berridge preaching from a horse-block at Potton,
mingling smiles and tears, and the quaintest humour with the deepest pathos,
were as different in natural disposition and constitution as can well be
imagined. But each sighed and groaned under a body of sin and death, each
dearly loved, and each highly exalted the dying Friend of sinners, each was
honoured and blessed in his work, and each is now in the bosom of his Lord
and God. Of Berridge we now propose a slight sketch.

* It was an ancient and poetical idea that the planets, as they moved in their
orbits, produced a heavenly harmony, which was called 'the music of the

spheres." Milton refers to this in the subjoined lines:

"Ring out, ye crystal spheres,



Once bless our human ears;
(If ye have power to touch our senses so;)
And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time,
And let the bass of heaven's deep organ blow;
And make your ninefold harmony,
Make up full consort to th' angelic symphony."

John Berridge was the eldest son of a wealthy farmer and grazier, and was
born at Kingston, Nottinghamshire, March 1st, 1716. His father's intention
was to bring him up to his own business, but partly through some early
religious impressions and partly through an innate love to study, the youthful
farmer could never learn how to hold a plough or handle a bullock. He was
sent therefore to the University of Cambridge, his father probably thinking
that his first-born might have sufficient talent to read prayers and preach a
sermon, if not to learn the mysteries of a four-shift course or sell a broken-
mouthed ewe. To Cambridge, therefore, John went; and when his father was
asked what had become of the youthful student, he is said to have jocularly
replied that ""he was gone to be a light to the Gentiles." At the University he
studied hard, but lost much of his early religious impressions, so much so as to
give up almost entirely secret prayer for ten years, and to have drunk deeply
into Arian and Socinian views, which at that time were widely prevalent.
These last sentiments, however, he abandoned, from seeing that they lowered
God the Father, as well as God the Son, and were destructive of all vital
religion.

Our limits will not allow us to enter further into the biography of Berridge.
All that was known of him is contained in an Introduction to the above edition
of the work before us. A few remarks, however, upon his experience may not
be misplaced.

The experience of Berridge is best seen in his hymns. In them his whole heart
is open. They were written in the furnace of a long and trying illness, and the
fruits of the furnace are seen in them.

1. What honesty and sincerity are stamped upon them! Berridge knew himself.
The Holy Spirit had taken him into the chambers of imagery, and shown him
"The creeping things pourtrayed upon the walls round about." The veil of
self-righteousness and self-complacency had been taken from off his heart,
and he had seen light in God's light. This made him honest. No disguise, he
knew, could shroud him from the eyes of Omniscience. '""Thou God seest me"
was engraved on his heart. And to this we owe the transparency of his
character, his freedom from guile and hypocrisy.



2. Though a man of learning, his language was simplicity itself. Simplicity is
always beautiful. God's works in nature, how beautifully simple! From a
blade of grass to an oak; from a fly to an elephant; from the sand under our
feet to the stars in the sky! Wherever the fingers of God are there is simplicity.
And his word how simple! The parables of Jesus, the sermon on the mount,
the farewell chapters with his disciples in the Gospel of John, what beauty!
what simplicity shine throughout! True religion, real experience, vital
godliness, wants no rouge upon its cheek. It shines forth with the lustre of
God, as the face of Moses when he came down from the mount of communion.
It is falsehood and hypocrisy that want disguise. Truth needs no adventitious
ornaments to set off its intrinsic beauty. To adorn it is to spoil it—to array the
virgin in the garb of a harlot. This beautiful simplicity was a marked feature
in the character of Berridge, and is stamped on all his writings. He could
afford to be sincere, as he alone can in whom the fear and grace of God dwell.

3. We admire, too, in Berridge the emptiness and self-destitution which form
such prominent features in his character. He knew what Pharisaism was from
a long experience of it in his own heart; and he abhorred the client. He says
himself that it was the rock on which he had long split, as appears from the
following interesting extract from a letter to a friend:

"You may ask, perhaps, what was my doctrine? Why, dear sir, it was the
doctrine that every man will naturally hold whilst he continues in an
unregenerate state; viz., that we are to be justified partly by our faith and
partly by our works. This doctrine I preached for six years at a curacy which
I served from college; and though I took some extraordinary pains, and
pressed sanctification upon them very earnestly; yet they continued as
unsanctified as before, and not one soul was brought to Christ. There was,
indeed, a little more of the form of religion in the parish, but not a whit more
of the power. At length I removed to Everton, where I have lived altogether.
Here again I pressed sanctification and regeneration as vigorously as I could;
but finding no success after two years' preaching in this manner, I began to be
discouraged; and now some secret misgiving arose in my mind that I was not
right myself. (This happened about Christmas last.) Those misgivings grew
stronger, and at last very painful. Being then under great doubts, I cried unto
the Lord very earnestly, 'Lord, if I am right keep me so; if I am not right
make me so. Lead me to the knowledge of the truth as it is in Jesus.' After
about ten days' crying unto the Lord, he was pleased to return an answer to
my prayers, and in the following wonderful manner: As I was sitting in my
house one morning, and musing upon a text of Scripture, the following words
were darted into my mind with wonderful power, and seemed indeed like a
voice from heaven; viz., 'Cease from thine own works.' Before I heard these
words, my mind was in a very unusual calm; but as soon as I heard them my
soul was in a tempest directly, and tears flowed from my eyes like a torrent.



The scales fell from my eyes immediately, and I now clearly saw the rock
which I had been splitting on for nearly thirty years. Do you ask what this
rock was? Why it was some secret reliance on my works for salvation, I had
hoped to be saved partly in my own name, and partly in Christ's name;
though I am told there is salvation in no other name, except in the name of
Jesus Christ. I had hoped to be saved partly through my own works and
partly through Christ's mercies; though I am told we are saved by grace
through faith, and not of works (Eph. 2:7, 8). I had hoped to make myself
acceptable to God, partly through my own good works, though we are told
that we are accepted through the Beloved.

""And now let me point out to you the grand delusion, which had like to have
ruined my soul. I saw very early something of the unholiness of my nature and
the necessity of being born again. Accordingly I watched, prayed, and fasted
too, thinking to purify my heart by these means, whereas it can only be
purified by faith (Acts 15:9.) Watching, praying, and fasting are necessary
duties; but I, like many others, placed some secret reliance on them, thinking
they were to do that for me, in part at least, which Christ only could. The
truth is, though I saw myself to be a sinner, and a great sinner, yet I did not
see myself an entirely lost sinner; and therefore I could not come to Jesus
Christ alone to save me. I despised the doctrine of justification by faith alone,
looking on it as a foolish and dangerous doctrine. I was not yet stripped of all
my righteousness, could not consider it as filthy rags, and therefore I went
about to establish a righteousness of my own, and did not submit to the
righteousness of God by faith (Rom. 10:3) I did not seek after righteousness
through faith, but as it were by the works of the law. Thus I stumbled and fell
(Rom. 9:31, 32). In short, to use a homely similitude, I put the justice of God
into one scale, and as many good works of my own as I could in the other; and
when I found, as I always did, my own good works not to be a balance to the
divine justice, I then threw in Christ as a make weight. And this every one
really does who hopes for salvation partly by doing what he can for himself,
and relying on Christ for the rest.

"But dear Sir, Christ will either be a whole Saviour or none at all. And if you
think you have any good service of your own to recommend you unto God,
you are certainly without any interest in Christ. Be you ever so sober, serious,
just, and devout, you are still under the curse of God, as I was, and knew it
not, provided you have any allowed reliance on your own works, and think
they are to do something for you, and Christ to do the rest."

4. With this feature of destitution, poverty, and soul-emptiness which
characterize Berridge, we see combined its inseparable companion, self-
abhorrence. How feelingly he says, (Gadsby's Hymn 702.)



"Self-condemned and abhorred,

How shall I approach the Lord."
And again, (Hymn 336.)

"I drop my vile heart in the dust."

5. But Berridge knew also the gospel of the grace of God. Here he
preeminently shines. The gospel flowed purely into his soul, and thence pure
out of his mouth, not turbid and tainted like a ditch with the rotting leaves
that Adam would fain have covered himself with, but bright and sparkling as
the river of life. Read Hymns 684, 690, 745. Christ was indeed his all in all.

6. One point more we would call attention to lest we dwell too long upon this
part of our subject. We mean the sweet and indescribable savour that rests
upon Berridge's Hymns. They are '"seasoned with salt," and are thus
preserved from corruption. How many thousands of sermons, hymns, and
tracts lave been written and published within this last century! And who reads
them now? They wanted that which God commanded never to be lacking
from the meat offering, (Lev. 2:13) "salt.” Their sacrifice was not seasoned
with salt, (Mark 9:46; Col. 4:6,) and therefore lacked both savour and
preservation. Not so with Berridge. His hymns are seasoned with salt; have
therefore savour and flavour; have been preserved to our time, and will go
down to all generations.

The work before us we do not rate so highly as his hymns. There is doubtless
in it much acuteness of argument, much sound scriptural experimental truth,
great liveliness and originality of style and that peculiarly quaint vein of
humour which was as much a part of Berridge as his stature or complexion.
But it is almost wholly argumentative and controversial. The very nature of
the subject, therefore, renders it more a book for beginners, a child's primer,
than a text book of gospel experience. The vicar pays a visit to one of his sick
parishioners, a wealthy grazier, but as ignorant of the gospel as any grazier
that ever sold a beast at Bedford fair. The vicar has, therefore, to handle this
rough grazier with as much caution as if he were handling a vicious bullock.
All his quaint, yet forcible similes and figures are, therefore, admirably
adapted to his purpose; and page after page is filled with keen, shrewd,
pointed arguments in proof of the main point—salvation by grace. But this
very circumstance, whilst it makes the book excellent for an inquirer after
truth, renders it less appropriate to those who no more want to be convinced
that salvation is of grace, and grace alone, than that the sun shines in the sky
at noon. Whilst, therefore, we would fully recommend "The Christian World
Unmasked' to those who have not yet seen the unmasked ugliness of
Pharisaism, we should say that for exercised and experienced Christians there
is much more solid savoury food in his hymns, which we believe will be
understood, valued, and loved in proportion to the reality and depth of the



work of grace in the soul.

Our limits will not allow us to make any extracts from the book itself, which
indeed, are less necessary, because it is a work so well known, and stamped
with the approbation of many editions and of many readers, whose eyes
behold now in glory him whom they once saw, believed in, and loved in grace.

return to index

An Exposition of the New Testament; in which the sense of the sacred text is
taken; doctrinal and practical truths are set in a plain and easy light; difficult
passages explained; seeming contradictions reconciled; and whatever is
material in the various readings and several oriental versions is observed. The
whole illustrated with Notes, taken from the most ancient Jewish Writings. By
John Gill, D.D.—(February, 1852.)

Commentaries upon the Scripture are by many persons much objected to.
That there is some ground for these objections must, we think, be admitted.
Let us, then, examine some of these objections.

1. They are considered unnecessary. The Scriptures, it is urged, are written so
plainly and simply that he that runs may read. To overlay them, then, with
human explanations is not only superfluous, but is to darken the counsel by
words without knowledge. If God speak to men, he must speak plainly and
intelligibly. " All the words of my mouth are in righteousness; there is nothing
froward* or perverse in them. They are all plain to him that understandeth,
and right to them that find knowledge" (Prov. 8:8, 9). To need, then, human
explanations and learned commentaries, it is urged, would argue imperfection
in the revelation itself.

* Literally, "twisted;" i.e., intricate, confused.

2. Besides which, the same blessed Spirit who revealed the Scripture alone can
give a spiritual understanding of it. To study commentaries, therefore, it is
argued, is to slight the teaching and work of the Holy Spirit, and to trust to the
wisdom of the flesh.

3. Most commentaries, too, it is objected, are written by carnal, unregenerate
men, who are necessarily blind to the spiritual meaning, and therefore can
only adulterate the pure truth of God.

4. Ministers, too, it, is especially urged, should get everything immediate from
God: and therefore all they get from commentaries is but dead, dry, useless
lumber, unprofitable to themselves, and starvation to the living family.



That there is great truth and force in these objections, especially the last,
cannot be denied. The tried and tempted, exercised and distressed children of
God do not want a sermon nicely picked and culled out of books, but
something warm and dewy out of the preacher's soul. Nor do they want
sermons dished up out of a commentary, nor a cold hash of dead men's
brains, but something hot from the spit. Take away all the scraps that they
have picked up from old authors, all the explanations which they have culled
from Dr. Gill, all the anecdotes that they have borrowed north, south, east,
and west, all the hum-drum common phrases which form their general stock
of trade, and leave them nothing but what has been made their own by divine
teaching and experience, and it is to be feared many ministers would cut as
poor a figure as David's messengers when Hanun had shaved off half their
beards, and cut off their garments in the middle. There is no ministry worth a
straw which does not come out of the heart and conscience of the minister. All
that is pillaged out of books falls dead and dry upon the hearts of the
exercised children of God. If there be light in the understanding of a minister,
it must be from "'the entrance of God's word, that giveth light." "God," says
the apostle, ""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." (2 Cor.4:6). If there be life in his soul, it must come directly
and immediately from him who is "the Life," and who has said, '""Because I
live ye shall live also." If he have utterance, it is the gift of God: "Ye are
enriched by him in all utterance'" (1 Cor. 1:5). The Apostle Paul, though so
deeply instructed into the mysteries of the gospel, yet so sensibly felt that God
himself must teach him how and what to speak, that he begs the prayers of his
fellow-believers, '"that utterance might be given unto him, that he might open
his mouth boldly, to make known the mystery of the gospel" (Eph. 6:19).
"Withal praying also for us, that God would open unto us a door of utterance
to speak the mystery of Christ, for which I am also in bonds, that I may make
it manifest, as I ought to speak' (Col. 4:3, 4). If there be liberty in the
minister's soul, it is from '"the Spirit of the Lord," for '"there (and there only)
is liberty" (2 Cor. 3:17). If there be power resting upon his spirit and
testimony, it is the power of God. Stephen was "full of faith and power." And
why? Because "'full of the Holy Ghost" (Acts 6:5). "Truly," says the prophet,
"I am full of power by the Spirit of the Lord" (Micah 3:8). The possession of
this power is the only true foundation of the gospel ministry. "Whereof I was
made a minister, according to the gift of the grace of God given unto me by
the effectual working of his power." (Eph. 3:7). And the apostle expressly
testifies that his "speech and his preaching was not with enticing words of
man's wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit and of power" (1 Cor. 2:4).
If there be wisdom in his heart and mouth, it is not the wisdom of the creature
and the flesh, but '""the wisdom which cometh from above." If there be savour
in his ministry, (and without it what is all preaching but an empty sound?) it



is only so as his speech is seasoned with salt; and this is only by grace (Col.
4:6). And if there be a blessing attending the word preached, if the dead are
quickened, the distressed delivered, and the saints built up on their most holy
faith, though a Paul plant or an Apollos water, it is still all of God that giveth
the increase. God is expressly ""against the prophets that steal his words, every
one from his neighbour' (Jer. 23:30). And the Lord has promised to give his
servants in the needful hour "a mouth and wisdom which all their adversaries
shall not be able to gainsay or resist."

If these positions are founded in Scripture and experience, as we believe none
will deny who have any experimental knowledge of the truth, it is very evident
that a ministry grounded upon natural abilities, hard study, acquired
learning, and upon such materials as are usually found in Commentaries, is
not the ministry of the Spirit. Were it so, the spruce academies of Hoxton and
Cheshunt would be stars of bright lustre in the firmament of the church.

"Temptation, prayer, and meditation," says Luther, ""make a minister."
These, too, we may add, make the only true Commentary upon the word of
God. By temptation and conflict the experience of the Bible saints is entered
into and realized; by prayer, and in answer to it, its spiritual meaning is
opened up; and by meditation it is turned into sweet and solid nutriment. The
heavenly wisdom, the unspeakable majesty and beauty, the divine savour and
power, the richness and fulness, the certainty and faithfulness, the suitability
and blessedness that are stamped upon the Scripture—these prints of the
hand of God can only be felt and recognized as the Holy Spirit shines upon the
sacred page. He is the only true Commentator, for he alone can reach and
melt the heart; and he is the only true Preacher, because he alone can seal the
truth upon the soul.

But giving these scriptural positions the fullest weight, and we do so from our
very heart and conscience, may not something still be said on the other side of
the question? Because the Spirit of God is the only Teacher, are we to set our
face decidedly against all human learning, all commentaries of every kind,
and everything written by the pen of man? Does the Lord never sanctify to his
own use, to his own honour and glory, and to his people's good, natural or
acquired abilities? We did not learn the English language by grace, and yet we
preach in English. So it is impossible to say how far God may not use natural
abilities in the ministry of the gospel. Gold, silver, and brass, blue, and purple,
and scarlet, fine linen, and goats' hair, rams' skins dyed red, badgers' skins,
and shittim wood (Exod. 35:57), were all freely given to the tabernacle in the
wilderness, were all accepted and sanctified by the blood sprinkled upon them
(Heb. 9:21), by the anointing oil (Exod. 30:25-29), and the divine Shechinah
that filled the sanctuary. Nay, the very laver of brass was made of the brazen
mirrors of the women (Exod. 38:8). All these were severed thereby from



common uses, and dedicated to the worship and service of the sanctuary. May
we not apply this to the ministry of the gospel? The servants of God
undoubtedly differ in natural as well as in spiritual gifts. But may not both be
employed in the service of the sanctuary? Thus, if a man's natural or acquired
abilities be gold or brass, rough and close as the skin of the badger, refined as
the fine linen, or strong and wiry as the hair of the goat, if sanctified by the
Lord for the service of the tabernacle, they may all be used for his glory and
his people's good.

Apply this view of the case to the Commentary before us, written by a man
possessed not only of great learning and abilities, but of grace and divine
teaching, and well instructed into the truth of God. May there not be
something edifying and instructive, something establishing and profitable in
the remarks made by him upon the Scriptures? Because ministers without a
conscience may pillage from this fund, and pass off the Doctor's explanations
as their own, it does not make the remarks themselves less valuable. A stolen
sovereign is good gold still, though the pickpocket has filched it, and spent it
as if earned by honest labour. In this, as in most other circumstances, it is not
fair to argue against the use of a thing from its abuse.

Because worldly wisdom is out of place in the preaching of the gospel, we need
not canonise ignorance. If it be "the foolishness of preaching," God does not
send fools to preach. Bunyan, Huntington, and Gadsby were not men of
learning and education, but they were no fools. On the contrary, they were
men of original minds and natural powers which would have made them
conspicuous in any sphere. Augustine, on the other hand, Luther, and Calvin
were men of deep and varied learning; and in modern times, Romaine,
Berridge, and Toplady were hard students. Nay, to come to Scripture
instances, Moses was learned in all the wisdom of the Egyptians: Daniel was
skilled in all wisdom, knowledge, and science (Dan. 1:4; 5:11); and Paul sat at
the feet of Gamaliel. Learning, therefore, abilities, and study are, only so far
hindrances, and great hindrances too, as they are made substitutes for the
teaching and wisdom of the Spirit. This is their great danger, and most of all
in the self-instructed and half-learned, who have not got so far on the road as
to know their own ignorance. With such tall masts and spreading sails, a deal
of heavy ballast is needful. But with that there may be less risk of toppling
over. There is one test that they are kept in their place—when they never
appear. Hart earned his daily bread by teaching languages. Where is there a
trace of his knowledge of languages in his hymns beyond the admirable
propriety and clearness of well nigh every line? Romaine was a thorough
master of Hebrew. But where do we find him, beyond a passing hint in his
writings, digging up Hebrew roots and slicing them up hot or cold? Berridge
was a tutor of his college, and a hard student. But where in his beautiful
hymns are his Clare Hall researches visible? Luther was one of the most



learned men of his age; but his German writings are so addressed to the
popular understanding, so homely, pointed, racy, and expressive, that they are
models of simplicity and strength, without the slightest tincture of pedantry or
display, but gushing out of his heart clear, sparkling, and forcible as a
mountain stream.

If a man possess natural or acquired ability, it should make him all the more
plain and simple, and only enable him, like a skilful mechanic, to turn out his
work more sharply and finely. It is only bunglers that can't handle their tools,
who make a parade with the chisel. A man's knowledge should be wrought
into his mind, as the mechanic's skill is wrought into his eye and hand. Let the
work show the workman, not the tools flourished before the eyes.

If thus kept in its place, if sanctified to the service of God, if used only with a
single eye to his glory and his people's good, human learning is not to be
despised. It is the application that decides the value. Gold was given to make
the golden calf, and gold was given to make the golden candlestick; the one
was an idol, the other gave light to the sanctuary.

We may ask this simple question, ""Where would have been our English Bible
but for human learning?" The Scriptures are written in what are called the
learned languages. To translate theses into English required an accurate and
extensive knowledge of those languages, only to be acquired by long and
patient study and labour. So far, then, learning has been used as an
instrument in the hand of God for the benefit as thousands. The poorest man,
with the Bible in his hand, may say, "Were it not for human learning I should
never have read a line in this blessed book." To despise, therefore, human
learning in itself, and apart from all abuse of it, is to despise what had been
made a signal blessing to the church of God. And we suspect that its greatest
despisers are those who do not possess it. Pride is of so subtle, accommodating
a nature, that whilst one man is proud of his knowledge, another is proud of
his ignorance. A Commentary, therefore, which explains the meaning of the
original, where the translation is obscure, may be no more worthy of
contempt or disregard than the translation itself.

Again, there are many ancient customs and rites which may, to ordinary
readers, present matter of difficulty. Or there may be types, figures, and
ceremonies, the spiritual meaning of which is, perhaps, not very apparent, but
which, when explained, may throw a sweet light upon gospel truth. Thus
Paul's Epistle to the Hebrews is a Commentary upon the Book of Leviticus.

Again, there may be real or apparent difficulties, even contradictions in the
word of God, which may much perplex the mind, and which Satan may make
much use of to harass and distress the soul.



Or there may be profitable and edifying remarks drawn from different texts
of Scripture, such as Hawker's '""Morning and Evening Portions," or Mason's
"Spiritual Treasury," and similar works, which, in fact, are but a
Commentary on different parts of God's word.

But we may take a wider view still. A minister takes a text, shows its
connexion, explains its literal meaning, traces out from it the experience of the
soul—in other words, makes a Commentary upon it. If his words were taken
down, and printed, and read, what are they but an extended Commentary
upon a text of Scripture? There was a period in the history of the church
when sermons were preached without texts at all; and when the practice was
introduced of taking a text and preaching from it, it created much stir in the
churches, and great opposition.* But the practice eventually prevailed. When,
then, a minister takes a text to preach from it, all that he says, so far as it is
connected with his text, is but a Commentary upon it. Dr. Gill, we believe,
preached a series of sermons on the Song of Solomon, which he afterwards
published in a separate form as a Commentary upon that book, and a most
excellent Commentary it is.

* "This century (the 14th) was marked by the introduction of a novel mode of
preaching, (in our days the most common,) that of taking a single text. The
recent division of the Bible into chapters and verses, and the method common
in the argumentative writings of the schoolmen, led to the first adoption of
this plan; and it was long warmly opposed. The older methods of preaching
were those termed declaring and lecturing. In the former, the preacher began
by declaring the subject on which he intended to discourse, something in this
manner: '"To-day I shall address you on the holiness of God;' in the latter, it
was more in the style of exposition, being a kind of running commentary on
some book of the Bible. The preachers from texts were first complained of as
wordy triflers, whose almost interminable divisions of their subject perplexed,
instead of edified, the hearers. Chrysostom was referred to as a model
preacher, who had never confined himself to a text."—Universal History on
Scriptural Principles, Vol. 4. p. 506

Now, if souls were blessed in hearing those sermons preached, why might not
souls be blessed in reading those sermons when printed? The late Thomas
Hardy had a remarkable gift in exposition, and his hearers often preferred
what he said on the chapter to the sermon. What was this exposition but a
Commentary?

There is, then, if these arguments be worth anything, nothing objectionable in
Commentaries themselves, that is assuming, as we here do, that they are
written by gracious and enlightened men. It is the abuse which renders them
justly objectionable.



5. But one objection remains which we have not touched, perhaps the most
formidable of all, and one which especially regards the Commentary before
us—the impossibility of one man having such a spiritual knowledge of the
whole Scripture as to enable him to write a Commentary upon the word of
God from Genesis to Revelation. God the Spirit never opened up, it is urged,
the whole of the Scripture to one man; and if he attempt to unfold what he has
not been spiritually taught, what is it but dead, dry, human wisdom at best?
This is to say, in other words, what is certainly most true, that the best
Commentary must be very imperfect, that there are depths in the word of
God which no one pen can unfold, and that the spiritual, experimental
meaning of a large part of the Scriptures must be left wholly untouched.

But may there not be a little confusion of ideas here? And may not persons
confound two things certainly distinct? What is applied with power to the soul
is one thing, and a general light upon God's truth is another. A servant of God
may not have had fifty portions of Scripture applied with power to his soul,
but in his whole life time he may preach from several thousand texts. May a
minister preach only on those texts which have been applied with power to his
soul? May he not have light upon others, and life, and liberty, and power, and
sweetness too?

Mr. Huntington published a little work, in two volumes, called, '"Light
Shining in Darkness," which we may call a Commentary upon certain dark
passages of Scripture. But though, of course, he had light, and, it may be, life
and feeling upon these passages, he does not profess that they all came with
power to his soul for his personal deliverance or consolation. And is not this in
accordance with Scripture precept and practice? What says the apostle?
""Having, then, gifts according to the grace that is given to us, whether
prophecy, let us prophesy according to the proportion (or analogy) of faith;"
i.e., the preaching must be in strict accordance with the general drift and
tenour of God's word. Paul does not confine a minister here to those texts only
which have been applied with power to his soul, but requires that his
preaching should be in strict agreement with the general tenour of inspiration.
"If any man speak," says Peter, "'let him speak as the oracles of God;" i.e., in
strict accordance with them. He does not limit him to a few portions of
Scripture, but binds him to speak as they do.

Now apply this to a Commentary such as Dr. Gill's. If the Doctor had written
no more upon the Scriptures than from the texts which had been opened up
and applied to his soul, his Commentary would never have seen the day. But
he might have much light upon the Scriptures generally, might have a clear
judgment upon the truth of God revealed therein, distinct from certain



portions particularly applied. Indeed, his experience of the truth of God in
these particular passages would open up the meaning of others, as a master-
key opens different locks. '"The rain cometh down and the snow from heaven
to make the earth bring forth and bud, that it may give seed to the sower, and
bread to the eater. So shall my word be" (Isa. 55:10, 11). A distinction is here
made between personal enjoyment and a ministerial gift. There is in God's
word, bread to supply the seedsman's soul, and corn to supply his seed-basket.
He may sow a sack of corn before he has eaten all his loaf. The Corinthians
were enriched by God in all utterance and in all knowledge, so that they came
behind in no gift; and yet they were, as regards grace, still babes in Christ,
who needed milk rather than meat. A man, then, like Dr. Gill might possess a
great gift in expounding the word of God who in grace might be inferior to
many private Christians.

Besides which it should be borne in mind that the cases of ministers and
expositors of Gold's word and of private Christians are widely different. A
private Christian needs no more light upon the Scripture than serves for his
own comfort and edification. A minister may have to feed thousands, and
therefore needs supplies of wisdom and light for others as well as himself.

A commentator, therefore, might have much light upon God's truth, for the
benefit of others as well as himself.

Again, all the objections which we have adduced go upon the ground that the
only use and object of a Commentary is spiritual edification. This, of course,
should be the main object, but there are other things looked for as well, and
certainly very desirable; such as the literal meaning of a passage, the solution
of apparent inconsistencies and contradictions, the explanation of ancient
customs, and many things which, if not understood, render a passage obscure.

Our limits warn us abruptly to close. We must therefore defer to a future
Number our remarks on the particular Commentary before us.

(Continued, March, 1852.)

Our own experience, we confess, is not much in favour of Commentaries. Like
many others of inquiring minds, we have in times past consulted them. But we
must acknowledge, for the most part, with but little profit. The truth, in vital,

heartfelt experience, we never attempted nor desired to draw from them; and

as far as regards the ministry, we never dared and indeed were never tempted
to derive from them the slightest aid whatever.



Every minister, we believe, whom God sends, owns, and blesses has given to
him not only an experience of the truth, but a door of utterance to set it forth.
Gifts may widely vary in extent and degree, but if man have no divine gift for
the ministry, he has no business with the ministry. Many gracious men have
brought trouble upon themselves, trouble upon the churches with which they
are connected, and trouble upon the churches among which they have gone,
for want of a divine gift for the ministry. They can preach one good, often one
excellent sermon—their own experience. There they begin and end. They
cannot open up the Scripture, nor trace out the work of God upon the soul,
nor describe the in and out path of a Christian, nor take up the stumbling
blocks, nor bring out of their text the treasures of experimental truth stored
up in it, nor speak to the conscience, nor separate between the wheat and the
chaff, nor handle the promise, nor enforce the precept, nor, like a good
householder, bring forth things new and old to feed and edify the household of
faith. The Lord's people, humanly speaking, are much dependent on a gospel
ministry. They need to be instructed, fed, encouraged, comforted, reproved,
warned, admonished, led on, humbled, raised up, and the whole work
deepened and strengthened in their soul. To do all this is the end and object of
the ministry of the gospel. Jesus, we read, "is ascended up on high to give gifts
unto men," and all "for the perfecting of the saints, for the work of the
ministry, for the edifying of the body of Christ." (Eph. 4:7-16.) One little
thinks how many of the Lord's people are looking anxiously forward to the
ensuing Lord's day, hoping to hear something to comfort and encourage their
hearts; and how disappointed they are when nothing comes with power to
their souls. A man may be truly gracious, have a good experience, and love
and live the truth, have a desire for the glory of Goad and the good of his
people, and by this feeling be led into a pulpit, and kept in it, and yet be rather
a plague and a burden than a benefit to the exercised family of God. He may
be esteemed and loved as a gracious man, but not heard with any profit; and
the consequence too often is coldness, and deadness, or perhaps divisions, in
the body of the church, and disappointment or jealousy in the bosom of the
minister. There is an electric wire between the pulpit and the pew; but what is
the wire without the influence? What is the ministry without the power of God
passing through it to the soul? If the Lord then send and furnish a minister,
according to his experience and gifts will the Scriptures be opened up to him,
will texts be applied with light and life to his soul, will matter spring up in his
heart, will thoughts be communicated, feelings be inspired, words supplied,
liberty of speech imparted, and an ability, sometimes surprising to himself,
given to handle the truth as '"a workman that needeth not to be ashamed."
Such a ministry as this will be commended to the conscience of God's people,
will fall with weight and savour on their spirit, and, as God is pleased to bless
it, will carry life and feeling into their heart. A ministry of this kind, gushing
out of the preacher's heart and mouth as a spring of living water, is as
different from a hard, dead, cut and dry ministry, based on study and



premeditation and commentaries, as a living, breathing man from a cold
withered skeleton. Cold, dry learning is not wanted in the pulpit. What is
wanted there is experience in the heart, life, and feeling in the soul, and such a
measure of divine power resting on the spirit as shall clothe the ideas that
spring up with clear, simple, suitable language, level with the comprehension
of the most uneducated hearer. A ministry of this kind will be fresh, original,
stamped with a peculiar impress, and will carry with it a weight and power
which manifest its divine author.

Of what use, then, it may be asked, are commentaries to a minister of truth?

As regards the ministry, none. Nor will any minister, with a tender conscience
and the fear of God in his soul, dare to use them for that purpose. But may he
never, then, look into them or consult them at all? Never with a view to the
ministry, or to supply himself with matter for the pulpit. But suppose he
cannot preach without them? Then he has no business in the pulpit at all, and
had better at once leave it for the pew. But may he never read them for
private information or edification? If something in a passage perplex his
mind, and Gill is at hand, may he not take the volume down and consult it?
Or may he not for the instruction and edification of his own soul read what
Gill says upon a psalm or a chapter of Isaiah? May he not, if he possess them,
read Owen's Commentary on Psalm 130, and that upon the Hebrews, or
Leighton on the Epistles of Peter? "Give attendance to reading," says Paul to
Timothy. May nothing be read but the simple Scriptures? To, say '""No,"
would, we think, be tying him up too tightly. This leads us, then, to two cases
in which it would seem hard to deny a minister the use of a commentary. For
by parity of reasoning it might be argued that as Romaine, Hawker, Bunyan,
or Huntington might furnish ideas for the pulpit, they should never look into
"Pilgrim's Progress," or "Grace Abounding," the '"Contemplations on the
God of Israel,” or '""The Kingdom of God taken by Prayer,' lest there be ideas
and expressions suggested by them. And some good men, feeling how almost
involuntarily the ideas and words of authors mingle with their own, and that
it is a species of hypocrisy to let them escape their lips, have for that reason
renounced reading all books but the Scriptures.

We do not wish any one to attach the least value beyond what it is worth to
our own feelings on this subject; but as persons can speak best from
experience, we will just mention how we have felt in this matter. Were we in
possession of a copy of Gill's Bible, which we are not, though we well know the
book, we should feel it allowable to look into it under two circumstances:

1. Suppose some verbal difficulty in a passage perplexed our mind, we should
feel no more scruple in examining what the Doctor said upon it than we
should in taking down our Hebrew or Greek Lexicon to investigate the



meaning of a difficult word. In nine cases out of ten the difficulty might not be
solved by either the commentary or the lexicon so as to satisfy the judgment,
but we might, we think, as legitimately see what the Doctor had to say upon it
as the dictionary. So far, then, we think we could, without scruple, examine a
commentary like the one before us.

Here let us diverge for a moment to give our view of what a really good and
useful commentary should be. It should be, for the most part, but one
extended translation. What we mainly want is the literal meaning of a
passage—a strictly accurate translation from the original. Now in this very
point, which is the main want, commentaries are almost always sadly
defective. What we require is not the opinion of the commentator, but what
God has really said, what is the strict literal meaning of the passage. When the
commentator gives his interpretation, he almost always darkens counsel by
words without knowledge.

But we read sometimes for our own edification; and therefore, 2. We see no
objection, with that object solely in view, to reading Owen on the Hebrews, Or
Caryll on Job, Or Lampe on John, or Gill on the Canticles, supposing we
possessed them. A minister's soul is to be edified, instructed, fed like that of
private Christians; and as he cannot be always reading the Scriptures, we see
no objection to his reading, for that purpose only, the writings of gracious
men. We read sometimes, for instance, Owen on the Spirit, and other of his
writings, and have often found our soul sensibly edified, instructed, and fed
thereby.

An observation which we heard Mr. Warburton make some years ago
completely fell in with our own feelings and experience. He said that he could
and did read the works of gracious men, as Mr. Huntington's, for his own
edification, but never found them, or wished to find them, of the least benefit
as regarded the ministry. In the pulpit, he had only what God gave him at the
time. This is exactly as we have felt ourselves.

But if for the above reasons we have tied up ministers somewhat tightly, there
is no cause why we should rein up hearers in the same gear. And as we
presume none would restrict them from reading the writings of gracious men,
we might justly plead for this liberty to be extended to their reading what
gracious men have written upon the Scriptures. Nay, of all writings a spiritual
Commentary on the Scriptures ought to be the most profitable. In all human
writings there ever will be an admixture of infirmity; but there should be less
of this in a commentary than in any other, for it is nearest the word of God. It
should, therefore, be more simple, more scriptural, more weighty and
powerful than any other writing, because it confines itself to pure truth.
Supposing, then, in which supposition indeed lies the whole pith and marrow



of the question, that a really spiritual and gracious commentary could be
found, to debar a private Christian from reading it merely because it is called
a commentary would be to do homage to a word or a prejudice at the sacrifice
of his profit. The difficulty is to find such a commentary. We may look far and
wide to find it. Scott and Henry are often unsound, and generally very
superficial. Whitby is a thorough Arminian and as dry as a chip. Adam
Clarke is tainted to the very core with Wesleyanism. Barnes, though his Isaiah
and Job are useful books in their way, might be distilled to the very bones
without getting a drop of oil out of him. Of all commentaries Gill's is
confessedly the best, but it is scarce and dear, and beyond the reach of most
purses.

Under these circumstances, we believe it is best to read the Scriptures without
any commentary whatever. Dark and difficult passages may indeed occur
which we should be glad to understand; but for the most part the Scriptures
are so simple and so beautiful, when read with life and feeling in the soul, that
a commentary does but mar them. Our own practice is to read them without
any explanation or illustration whatever, in their own beautiful simplicity,
and scarcely once a year do we look into a commentary at all.

Our long preamble demands an apology, but upon a subject so difficult and
delicate we have thought it not amiss to throw out our ideas at some length.

But now to the Commentary before us. Dr. Gill's is confessedly the best
Commentary on the Bible in the English, or perhaps in any other language.
The Doctor was a man of great research and learning, a most indefatigable
student, and a thoroughly good scholar. But he knew also the truth, and all
through his Commentary has never lost sight of it. He believed that the
Scripture was a consistent, harmonious revelation of the mind and will of
God; and the gospel of the grace of God he believed to be the grand key to
both Old Testament and New. This gives his Commentary its chief value, that
the Doctor is not a Calvinist in one page and an Arminian in another, building
up and pulling down, and neither consistent with truth nor himself. The
Doctor, therefore, explains every passage in conformity with the analogy of
faith. Here he is confessedly very great, and usually very successful. The
Doctor had a clear head and an able pen, which made Toplady apply to him
what was said of the famous Duke of Marlborough, that he never besieged a
town that he did not take, nor fought a battle which he did not win. Dr.
Whitby and the Arminians had no more chance with the Calvinistic Doctor
than Marshal Tallard and the French with the conqueror of Blenheim. We
will not say of Dr. Gill's Commentary what Toplady thus said of his
controversial writings, but this at least may be said, that the Doctor never
slips by a hard text without attempting to take it, or attacks a difficult passage
without struggling to master it. If there be no satisfactory explanation in Gill's



Commentary, we are not likely to find it anywhere else. The Doctor, too, is
generally very candid in acknowledging difficulties, and sometimes, from his
very desire to explain a passage, gives so many explanations, that he rather
perplexes than satisfies. One main point with the Doctor was his Rabbinical
learning; and sometimes, it must be acknowledged, he has overlaid his
Commentary too much with it, though often his quotations from the old
Jewish writers throw light upon the Scripture. Before we conclude we will
give an instance or two of this. But sometimes the good Doctor steps out of his
Rabbinical learning, and writes in an instructive, edifying, and savoury
manner.

His Commentary had become scarce and dear, and Mr. Doudney, who, before
he became a minister in the Church of Ireland, was a printer, has formed a
determination to bring it out in a cheap form. It can scarcely, we believe, be
procured, according to the edition, whether folio or quarto, small or large
paper, under from six to eight or ten guineas. Mr. D. purposes to bring it out
in six volumes, octavo, at a cheap rate. How far it accords with his present
position to edit the commentary of such decided and unflinching Particular
Baptist as Dr. Gill, and how far passages explained by the Doctor must rise up
as witnesses against him,* we must leave, for to his own Master each must
stand or fall. We have his guarantee, which, as far as we have seen, he has
scrupulously observed, that there shall be nor alteration or tampering with
the commentary as it now stands. What literary qualifications, too, he
possesses to edit a book full of Hebrew and Greek passages and much
miscellaneous learning seems exceedingly questionable. There are many
errata in both the Hebrew and Greek of the original editions, and though this
does not affect the ordinary reader, if they are preserved at all they should be
given correctly. Apart from these circumstances, which we have felt a right to
allude to, we wish the undertaking every success. It is undoubtedly a useful,
valuable, excellent work, and at present almost unattainable. He is doing this
under circumstances of peculiar difficulty, being in a remote part of Ireland,
and having no regular compositors or pressmen, but obliged to avail himself
of the services of raw Irish lads, whom he is kindly instructing into the
mysteries of the printing-office; thus conferring a great benefit upon them at a
great inconvenience to himself. The work appears in half-volumes, and the
part that we have seen (Matt. 1-23.) appears to be, considering all
circumstances, very correctly printed. We give three extracts, the first of
which will show the consistent line of truth which the Doctor moves in, and
the other two the way in which his Rabbinical learning sometimes throws light
on the Scripture. Our second extract refers to Jesus going on the Sabbath day
through the corn, and his disciples plucking and eating the ears. (Matt. 12:1.)

* "Matt. 3:6. The manner in which they were baptized by him was by
immersion, or plunging them in the water. This may be concluded from the



signification of the word baptidzo here used, which in the primary sense of it
signifies to dip, or plunge; from the place in which they were baptized—the
River Jordan; and from John's constant manner of baptizing elsewhere, who
chose places for this purpose where and because there was there much water.
(John 1:28, and 3:23.)

"Matt. 3:16: 'And Jesus, when he was baptized,” &c.—Christ, when he was
baptized by John in the River Jordan, the place where he was baptizing, went
up straight away out of the water. One would be at a loss at first sight for a
reason why the Evangelist should relate this circumstance; for after the
ordinance was administered, why should he stay in the water? Every one
would naturally and reasonably conclude, without the mention of such a
circumstance, that as soon as his baptism was over, he would immediately
come up out o the water. However we learn this from that, since it is said that
he came up out of the water, he must first have gone down into it; must have
been in it, and was baptized in it; a circumstance strongly in favour of
baptism by immersion; for that Christ should go down into the river, more or
less deep, to the ankles, or up to the knees, in order that John should sprinkle
water on his face, or pour it on his head, as is ridiculously represented in the
prints, can hardly obtain any credit with persons of thought and sense."

"Matthew 13:23: 'But he that received seed into the good ground,’' &c.—The
hearer, compared to ground into which the seed fell, is ke that heareth the
word, and understandeth it; has a new and spiritual understanding given him,
feels the power of it on his heart, enlightening and quickening him; has an
application of it made to him by the Spirit of God, can discern the work and
excellency of it, and distinguish it from all others; and, as Mark says, receives
it; as the word of God in faith, and with the love of it, and with all readiness
and meekness; and as Luke observes, keeps it; holds it fast against all
opposition with great struggling; will not part with it at any rate, nor depart
from it in the least, nor entertain any doubt about it; but abides by it, stands
fast in it, and is valiant for it; and this he does in and with an honest and good
heart; which no man naturally has, nor can any man make his heart so. This is
the work of God, and is owing to his efficacious grace. This is a heart of flesh,
a new and right heart and spirit, a heart to fear God, to love him, and to trust
in him; in which Christ dwells by faith; in which the Spirit of God has his
temple; and in which every grace is implanted; and such a one, as he hears
with a strict and an honest intention and in the exercise of grace, so he holds
fast the words he hears, understands, and receives, with all faithfulness and
honesty. '"Which also beareth fruit and bringeth forth, some a hundred fold,
some sixty, and some thirty.'—The fruit borne and brought forth by such a
hearer is the true fruit of grace and righteousness, and is all from Christ,
under the influences of the Spirit, through the word and ordinances, as means,
and issues in the glory of God; and though not brought forth in the same



quantity in all, yet is of the same quality, and is brought forth, as Luke says,
'with patience;' constantly and continually, in all seasons, in old age, and even
unto death; and is at last brought forth to perfection, holds, and remains to
the end."

"Matthew 12:2: 'But when the Pharisees saw it,” &c.—Who went along with
him, or followed him, being employed to make observation on his words and
actions. 'They said unto him.'—Luke says, 'unto them,' the disciples. It seems
they took notice of this action both to Christ and his disciples, and first spoke
of it to the one and then to the other, or to both together. 'Behold, thy disciples
do that which is not lawful to do upon the Sabbath day!'—They mention it with
astonishment and indignation. What they refer to is not their walking on a
Sabbath day; this they might do, according to their canons, provided they did
not exceed two thousand cubits, which were a Sabbath day's journey; nor was
it their passing through the corn field, though, according to them, 'it was not
lawful for a man to visit his gardens or his fields on the Sabbath day, to see
what they want or how the fruits grow; for such walking is to do his own
pleasure.' But this they knew was not the case of Christ and his disciples, who
were not proprietors of these fields. Nor was it merely their plucking the ears
of corn, and rubbing and eating them, which were not their own, but another
man's; for this, according to the law, in Deut. 22:25, was lawful to be done;
but what offended the Pharisees was, that it was done on the Sabbath day, it
being, as they interpret it, a servile work, and all one as reaping; though, in
the law just mentioned, it is manifestly distinguished from it. Their rule is, 'he
that reaps (on the Sabbath day) ever so little, is guilty (of stoning); and
plucking ears of corn is a derivative of reaping, and is all one as its primitive,
and punishable with the same kind of death, if done presumptuously;' so
Philo, the Jew, observes, 'that the rest of the Sabbath not only reached to men,
bond and free, and to beasts, but even to trees and plants; and that it was not
lawful to cut a plant, or branch, or so much as a leaf, on a Sabbath day.' And it
may be, what might make this offence of the disciples the more heinous was,
that they plucked these ears and ate them, and so broke their fast before
morning prayer; for a man might not eat anything on a Sabbath day until
morning prayers were ended in the synagogue, nor indeed on any other day;
for they used not to eat bread until after they had offered the daily sacrifice,
which was about the third hour of the day, or nine o'clock in the morning, nor
did they eat till the fourth hour, or ten o'clock."

"Matt. 23:24: "Ye blind guides, which strain at* a gnat, and swallow a camel,’
&c.—It is in verse 16, 'who strain at a gnat and swallow a camel.’ The Syriac
and Persic versions read the words in the plural number: 'gnats and camels.’
The Jews had a law, which forbid them the eating of any creeping thing, (Lev.
11:41,) and of this they were strictly observant, and would not be guilty of the
breach of it for ever so much. 'One that eats a flea or a gnat they say is an



apostate,' one that has changed his religion, and is no more to be reckoned as
one of them. Hence they very carefully strained their liquors, lest they should
transgress the above command, and incur the character of an apostate, and, at
least, the penalty of being beaten with forty stripes, save one; for, 'whosoever
eats a whole fly, or a whole gnat, whether alive or dead, was to be beaten on
account of a creeping flying thing.'! Among the accusations Haman is said to
bring against them to Ahasuerus, and the instances he gives of their laws
being different from the Kking's, this is one: that 'if a fly falls into the cup of
one of them, he strains it, and drinks it; but if my lord, the king, should touch
the cup of one of them, he would throw it to the ground, and would not drink
of it.' Maimonides says, 'He that "strains wine, or vinegar, or strong liquor,
and eats Jabehushin, (a sort of small flies found in wine cellars, on account of
which they strained their wine,) or gnats, or worms, which he hath strained
off, is to be beaten on account of the creeping things of the water, or on
account of the creeping, flying things, and the creeping things of the water.'"
Moreover, it is said, 'a man might not pour his strong liquor through a
strainer by the light, (of a candle or lamp,) lest he should separate, and leave
in the top of the strainer, (some creeping thing,) and it should fall again into
the cup, and he should transgress the law in Lev. 11:41.' To this practice
Christ alluded here; and so very strict and careful were they in this matter,
that to strain at a gnat and swallow a camel became at length a proverb, to
signify much solicitude about little things, and none about greater. These men
would not, on any consideration, be guilty of such a crime as not to pay the
tithe of mint, anise, and cummin, and such like herbs and seeds, and yet made
no conscience of doing justice, and showing mercy to men, or of exercising
faith in God, or love to him."

* It is a great pity that it stands in the authorised translation "strain at,"
instead of "strain out,” which the word literally means, as well as the sense
requires. As in the Geneva translation it is "strain out," it was probably in the
first instance a misprint, which has been servilely perpetuated. The figure is
not of a person opening his mouth wide, straining himself, as it were, to catch
a gnat in the air, which has little or no meaning; but of one so scrupulously
fearful of defiling himself by partaking of unclean food as not even to drink
until he had passed the liquor through a strainer, lest there might be a gnat in
it, and he inadvertently swallow it.

return to index

A Warning to Ministers; or, The Dangers Incident to the Ministerial Office. A
Fragment, by Jonathan R. Anderson, Minister of Knox's Church, Glasgow.

A Day in Knox's Free Church, Glasgow; being Notes of Lecture and Sermon
Delivered 12" Oct., 1851, by J. R. Anderson.



John Knox Tracts.—(April, 1852.)

Many circumstances have concurred to stamp on Scotland a peculiar
character, both naturally and religiously. Its northern position, isolating it
from the great centres of civilization; the free, valorous spirit of its natives,
generated and maintained by its long struggles in ancient times to preserve its
independence against England; its division into two originally distinct nations,
speaking two different languages, and occupying two physically distinct
districts, the Teutonic race being settled in the Lowlands, and speaking
Scotch, and the Celtic occupying the Highlands, and speaking Gaelic; its wild
mountainous scenery in the north, and its fertile vales in the south ands
southwest, all have concurred to render the Scotch a peculiar people.
Shrewdness and thrift, industry and perseverance, have long favourably
distinguished them from the natives of the opposite isle.

But nothing has so stamped a distinct character on the Scottish people as the
Reformation, which in Scotland was far more sweeping, general, and complete
than in any other country of Europe. From this dates Scotland's glory. Till the
light of truth penetrated her mountains and dales, she lay a rude chaos of
strife and confusion, war and bloodshed. But since that period she has been,
as regards the things of God, in many respects, a highly-favoured country.
John Knox, Rutherford, Halyburton, the two Erskines, and many others less
known by name, were, each in his day and generation, burning and shining
lights; and the torch of truth, borne aloft in their hands, has cast its rays far
and wide.

But Scotland has, for many years, far departed from her ancient glory. The
lamp in the sanctuary burns dim; the salt has lost its savour; the body retains
its shape and proportions, but, struck with paralysis, lies helpless on its death
bed. Religion has still its name and place in Scotland's head, but, it has much
died out of Scotland's heart.

It has struck our minds that it might not be uninteresting, in connection with
the little works at the head of this article, to present a slight sketch of the
present religious state of Scotland. But as its present state is inseparably
connected with its past, we trust we shall be excused if we first enter into some
historical details, as it is well nigh impossible to understand the peculiar
features of Scotch profession without some little acquaintance with its
religious history.

The abuses of Popery before the Reformation were, perhaps greater in
Scotland than in any other country in Europe. Full half the wealth of the
nation was in the hands of the clergy, who were characterized in the higher



ranks by pride, ambition, profligacy, and sloth, and in the lower by the
densest ignorance and superstition. Besides the secular clergy, as the bishops,
vicars, and curates were called, the land swarmed with regular clergy, the
monks and friars of more than a dozen Orders, many of whom lived on
mendicancy, and wandered about the country preaching the most absurd and
ridiculous legends. (1) Besides the amount of alms thus obtained by the
mendicant orders, the exactions of the secular clergy who occupied the
parishes were particularly obnoxious; for besides the church lands and tithes,
the latter of which were particularly felt in a poor country like Scotland,
claims were continually made by the incumbents of parishes which were most
galling and oppressive. As one instance, we may mention that when a farmer
or labourer died, however small his property might be, the vicar could
demand of the widow or surviving family what was called a corps-present; (2)
i.e., the best cow which belonged to the deceased, and the uppermost cloth or
covering of his bed, or the uppermost of his body clothes. Besides this, there
were fees for interment, and the sums necessary to offer masses for getting his
soul out of purgatory. A volume indeed would be required to describe the
abominations and corruptions of Popery, with their attendant exactions and
oppressions, under which Scotland groaned. But soon after Luther had, with
the blessing of God, lighted up the blazing torch of Reformation in Germany,
some sparks were wafted to the Scottish shore. No sooner, however, did the
doctrines of the Reformation begin (about A.D. 1526) to penetrate that
country, than persecution started up as an armed giant, to stifle the rising
flame. Patrick Hamilton, Scotland's first martyr, was burnt by Archbishop
Beaton at St. Andrew's, Feb. 28th, 1528. (3) From his funeral pile, however, as
from that of Latimer and Ridley afterwards in England, fire burnt up which
soon illuminated the whole of Scotland. (4) But from 1530 to 1546 the flames
of persecution fiercely raged. Henry Forrest was burnt at St. Andrew's, 1530,
for possessing a copy of the New Testament, and for asserting that Patrick
Hamilton was a martyr. Norman Gourley was burnt at Greenside, near
Edinburgh, because, being a priest, he was married. At a somewhat later
period, Cardinal Beaton burnt George Wishart, at St. Andrew's, in defiance
of the Regent and civil power; (5) hanged at Perth four men for eating a goose
in Lent; and had a young woman drowned (Knox says with her babe at her
breast) because, in childbed she did not pray to the Virgin Mary and the
saints. (6) Many to save their lives fled. Still the Reformation grew and spread
far and wide, till about 1540 many of the nobility embraced it. A struggle now
commenced to throw off Popery altogether, which, with many alternations,
ultimately proved successful. The Reformation in Scotland was much more
sweeping and complete than in this country. Not only was Popery put down
with a high hand, but the very frame of the episcopal church, as a national
establishment, was overthrown, root and branch. Not to weary our readers
with historical details, we will merely observe that John Knox was the chief
instrument employed in this work, which was singularly favoured by the



providential dispensations of God. In the year 1557, John Knox, then residing
at Geneva, was invited into Scotland by the Protestant nobility. (7) In May,
1559, he arrived at Edinburgh, and, in the following June, made his
memorable visit to St. Andrew's, where he preached for four successive days
against the errors and abominations of Popery, with such power and effect,
that the parish church was stripped of its pictures and images, the
monasteries pulled down, and the reformed worship unanimously set up.
From this point, as a spiritual focus, in the course of a few weeks, at Stirling,
Cupar, Linlithgow, and Edinburgh, the monasteries were demolished, and the
reformed worship established. It is not our purpose to dwell on these points,
except as bearing on our subject. We shall, therefore, merely observe that the
reformed worship was, in the year 1560, established by the Scottish
Parliament, and Scotland became thenceforward a Protestant nation.

John Knox was undoubtedly a most eminent man, possessed of a large
measure of gifts and grace, but he and his coadjutors seem to have committed
one great mistake, which has had a wonderful influence on their native
country. This mistake, we believe, was the identifying the Kirk of Scotland
with the Church of Christ. Churches are assemblies called out of the world—
not the world Christianized. The Kirk of Scotland was set up on the
Presbyterian model, first adopted by Calvin, at Geneva. Knox was in that city
several years, and brought thence to Scotland the pattern of the Geneva
Church. Those who know the history of Calvin's troubles at Geneva need not
be informed of the difficulties that he had to encounter in his endeavour to
mould an ungodly city into the semblance of a church of Christ. But when this
system was applied to all Scotland, when parishes were considered branches
of the Kirk, and therefore little churches of Christ, it is evident that a mistake
was made at the outset. Considering the peculiar features of the times, it was,
perhaps, impossible to act otherwise; but it has produced singular effects,
both for good and evil.

To bring this more vividly before our mind, let us take an English parish. Put
down the episcopal service, place in the pulpit a minister who can pray and
preach consistently with truth; nay, advance one step further, let him be a
man really possessed of grace, and let him deal with big parishioners as if they
were a part of the flock of Christ. The whole of the New Testament must be
distorted and perverted to make such a system work. We are well aware that
the Scotch ministers were sensible, deeply, painfully sensible, of the
unconverted state of the greater part of the flock; and that, holding as they
did so firmly the doctrine of election, they must have been convinced that the
majority would live and die so. But, viewing as they did, the Kirk of Scotland
as the Church of Christ, whereas, with all its purity of doctrines and formes, it
was after all but a National Establishment, they were entangled at every step
with this dragging chain. The Scotch ministers were, for the most part, men of



unequalled devotedness, and the greatest precautions were used to have none
but godly men. But how could they turn a parish into a church of Christ?
They might warn, threaten, excommunicate, preach, and pray with the
greatest fervour and zeal, and might reap a rich harvest of souls, but they
could not wash the Ethiopian white, or make the leopard change his spots.
This they deeply felt; and the singular consequence was that the ordinance of
the Lord's Supper, generally speaking, is administered in Scotland but once a
year. (8) For this every preparation was made, and necessarily so; for what an
amount of warning and exhortation was needful to bring up the parishioners
in a fit state to receive it! (9) It was not with them as it is with the gospel
churches in England—a church gathered from a congregation, but the
congregation, with certain exceptions, gathered into the church. (10) What an
amount of sifting was therefore needful to bring out the pure wheat. We
understand that in Scotland, even now, before the Lord's Supper is
administered, the warnings from the ministers not to approach the table
unworthily are most fervent. All this may be inseparable from the system; but
one thing is evident, that, as far as the Lord's people are concerned, it must
generate a great spirit of bondage, and make the Lord's Supper, rather a duty
to be performed with a burdened conscience than a blessed privilege, where
the Lord himself sits and says, ""Eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly,
O beloved;" and that, with every precaution, hundreds sit down who are dead
in unregeneracy.

It may seem presumptuous in us, so far inferior to those gracious men who
bore the burden and heat of the day, to censure their views; but that which is
wanting cannot be numbered, and what is not according to God's revealed
word must be censured. A foundation error once established necessarily ran
through the whole of their ministry. Thus the sweet sound of gospel grace,
though, in the doctrine of it, none could be more clear, was almost necessarily
mingled by them with the harsh tones of the law. One mistake involves others.
Infant sprinkling was the universal practice, and the law as a rule of life, the
universal doctrine. (11) The assumption that a minister's flock was his parish,
necessarily leavened his ministry; and as, of course, the far greater part were
unconverted, it became viewed as a part of his duty to labour till they were
brought to repentance.

This mingling in the same fold of sheep and goats, and considering the whole



as one flock, has singularly affected Scotland. It has made it, at least till of late
years, the most religious country professedly in the world. It has moralized
the land in a most remarkable manner, spread one creed all through the
country, inculcated and effected a habit of attending public worship to a
degree elsewhere unknown, sanctified the Lord's day almost into the literal
strictness of the Jewish Sabbath; in a word, made religion so popular, and at
the same time so universally indispensable, that a person with any character
to maintain dares hardly not be religious. A correspondent from Scotland, in
a private letter, speaking of the general profession there, lately made use of
this expression, "We are all church.” Doubtless wonderful good was done in
restraining open evil, and shaming down gross transgression, though, with all
this outward reformation, in numberless instances, the banked-up stream
would flow into the hidden channel of hypocrisy and self-deceit, and in others
would swell all the higher in secret indulgence. But admitting all this, there is
every reason to believe that from generation to generation a harvest of souls
has been gathered into the kingdom of God.

The Kirk, too, in former days, had to pass through the hot fires of
persecution. The unsuccessful attempts of Charles I to force the English
liturgy upon the Scottish nation, and the dreadful persecutions of the
Covenanters in the reign of Charles II are well known. But her sufferings only
the more endeared the Kirk to the hearts of the Scottish people, till she
became almost the national idol.

One bone of contention, however, has always existed in Scotland since the
Kirk became a National Establishment—what is called the right of lay
patronage; that is, the right claimed by the landed proprietors to appoint their
own nominees to the vacant livings. In the first Scottish Parliament which met
after the Revolution (A.D. 1690), the right of lay patronage was abolished; but
it was revived in 1712, and though for some years both patrons and ministers
were disinclined to avail themselves of the resuscitated law, the face of matters
soon changed. A strong party among the clergy favoured the claims of the lay
patrons; and to such an extent were these claims frequently carried that
instances occurred where the nominee of the lay patron was inducted into the
living under a file of soldiers, and, when the parishioners barred the door, has
been introduced into the pulpit through the window. This siding of a strong
party in the General Assembly (as the highest Ecclesiastical Court in Scotland



is called) with the lay patrons, combined with their defection from the truth
and their worldly spirit in other matters, has produced, at two different
periods, separated from each other by somewhat more than a century, two
most important disruptions, that have, in their issue, torn the Kirk asunder.
The first was the secession of Ebenezer Erskine, with three other ministers, in
1733, laying thereby the foundation of what is called '""The Secession Church,"
which from that time went on increasing, until, in 1839, it numbered 357
ministers and more than 260,000 persons. The other event took place about
eleven or twelve years ago, when, Parliament having decided in favour of lay
patronage, a secession from the Kirk took place, embracing, we believe, more
than two thirds of the ministers in quantity, and undoubtedly the best and
most devoted in quality. These formed themselves into "The Free Church."
Many and great have been their privations and sufferings. They had to leave
their comfortable manses (as the parsonage houses are called in Scotland) and
preferments; and as the great landed proprietors almost universally refused
them sites to erect new churches upon, they had to meet, like the ancient
Covenanters, under hill sides, and beneath the shadow of tents. The last
grievance has, we believe, lately been much diminished but it is certain that
the salt of Scotland is in the Free Church, for the best of the people seceded
with their ministers.

Yet Scotland is in a singular position. Two events have indeed sadly marred
her ancient religious character in her once most favoured districts, the
Western Lowlands, where the Covenanters were anciently most strong. These
are 1, the amazing increase of trade and manufactures at Glasgow and on the
banks of the Clyde; and 2, the immigration of the low Irish into the
manufacturing towns, who here, as elsewhere, have brought with them,
undiminished and undiminishing, their Popery, their drunkenness, their
quarrels, and their dirt. Glasgow, the second town for population in the
British Isles, is said to be the most drunken city perhaps in the world.

Experimental truth is, generally speaking, in Scotland, at the lowest ebb. A
sound creed, at least of dry, hard Calvinism, generally prevails, but of
experimental truth there is little or none. Mr. Anderson, of Glasgow, is an
exception, as we hope to show when we notice his works; but a friend of ours,
a man that well knew and loved the truth some years ago assured us that he
had wandered from church to church, and from chapel to chapel, both at



Edinburgh and Glasgow, and could find nothing, absolutely nothing to feed
his soul. We have heard also our departed friend, J. M'Kenzie, himself a
Scotchman, express the poorest opinion of Scotch profession. A dry, cold,
hard, metaphysical religion has frozen up the people. The corpse is well
dressed, and laid out in its satin lined coffin; but it is a corpse still; and if
there be occasionally twitches, as though life were in it, they are but the result
of pulpit galvanism. All is soon motionless as before. What life there is, is, we
understand, chiefly in the Highlands, among the population who speak Gaelic,
miserably poor as regards worldly things, and widely scattered. They are men
singular for their fervent prayers, such as in England we have but little
conception of. But, with these exceptions, torpor and death reign under a
general profession, and Scotland's ancient glory has departed.

We, have been struck with the little works of Mr. Anderson at the head of this
article, and hope, in a following number, to give some extracts from them. An
apology meanwhile is required for introducing so much mere historical and
preliminary matter; but we were desirous to show a little of the religious state
of a land so intimately connected with our own, by way of introduction to the
works named at the head of our Review.

NOTES.

(1) The bishops in Popish times never preached, and the secular clergy very
rarely. The preaching, such as it was, was almost wholly confined to the
monks, and those chiefly of the mendicant orders, who went about the
country, relating from the pulpits legendary tales of the saints, and especially
of the founder of their order, such as his long fasts, bodily conflicts with
Satan, innumerable miracles, severe flagellations, and corporeal austerities,
interlarded sometimes with jokes and mirthful anecdotes, and generally
winding up with sending round the begging box for the good of the monastery
and order to which the preaching friar belonged.

(2) Sir David Lindsay, of the Mount, whose writings had an immense effect in
Scotland in overturning Popery, thus satirises the practices of corps-present.
We have somewhat modernised the spelling:



"Sir, by what law, tell me wherefore, or why,
That a vicar should take from me three kye (cows)?
One for my father, and for my wife another,
And the third cow he took for Mold, my mother.
* * * * *

And as to the vicar, as I trow,

He will not fail to take a cow

And upmost cloth, though babes thame ban (there be),
From a poor seely (simple) husbandman,

When that he lies for til de (to die),

Having small bairns two or three.

And his three kye, withoutin mo (any more),
The vicar must have one of tho (them),

With the gray cloak that happis (covers) the bed,
Howbeit that he be poorly clad;

And if the wife die on the morn,

Though all the babes should be forlorn,

The other cow he cleikis (steals) away,

With her poor coat of roplock grays;

And if within two days or three,

The eldest child happens to de (die),

Of the third cow he will be sure.

When he has all them under his cure,

And father and mother both are dead,

Beg must the babes without remeid (remedy)."

(3) To show what in those days it was death to hold, we make the following
quotation: "Patrick Hamilton was accused of teaching 'that the corruption of
sin remains in children after baptism; that no man by the power of his free-
will can do any good; that no man is without sin so long as he liveth; that
every true Christian may know himself to be in a state of grace; that a man is
not justified by works, but by faith only; that good works make not a good
man, but that a good man doeth good works, and an ill man ill works,
although these ill works, if truly repented, do not make an ill man; that faith,
hope, and charity are so linked together that he who hath one of them hath all,



and he that lacketh one lacketh all; that God is the cause of sin in this sense,
that he withdraweth his grace from man, and grace being withdrawn, he
cannot but sin; that it is devilish doctrine to teach that, by an actual penance,
remission of sin is purchased; that auricular confession is not necessary to
salvation; that there is no purgatory; that the holy patriarchs were in heaven
before Christ's passion; that the Pope is Antichrist; and that every priest hath
as much power as he.'"

(4) The effect of the martyrdom of Patrick Hamilton was so great, that it is
related ""one John Lindsay, a plain man, who attended the bishop, gave his
advice to burn Forrest in some hollow cellar, for 'the smoke,' said he, 'of Mr.
Patrick Hamilton, hath infected all those on whom it blew.'"

(5) It is reported that, when Wishart was in the middle of the flames, he
looked up to a window where the cardinal was sitting, and expressed himself
as follows: "This fire hath scorched my body, yet hath it not daunted my
spirit; but he, who from yonder place beholdeth us with so much pride, shall
soon lie in the same as ignominiously as he is now seen proudly reposing."

(6) After Cardinal Beaton had burnt Wishart, he proceeded to the Abbey of
Arbroath to celebrate the marriage of his eldest daughter by Marion Ogilvy,
with whom he had long lived in scandalous concubinage, and there with
infamous effrontery gave her in marriage to the eldest son of the Earl of
Crawford, and with her 4000 marks of dowry. But Wishart's prophecy soon
came to pass. On May 29th, 1546, just two months after the death of Wishart,
Cardinal Beaton was put to death in his own chamber by a party headed by
Norman Leslie, and his dead body was hanged out of the same window from
which he beheld Wishart's execution.

(7) John Knox preached in Scotland before this, as the following interesting
letter of his to his mother-in-law, Mrs. Bowes, shows:—

"The wayis of man ar not in his awn power. Albeit my journey toward
Scotland, belovit mother, was maist contrarious to my own judgment, befoir I
did interpryse the same; yet this day I prais God for thame wha was the cause
externall of my resort to theis quarteris; that is, I praise God in you and for



you, whome hie maid the instrument to draw me frome the den of my awn eas
(you allane did draw me from the rest of quyet studie), to contemplat and
behold the fervent thrist of oure brethrene, night and day sobbing and
gronyng for the breid of lyfe. Gif I had not sene it with my eis, in my awn
contry, I culd not have believit it! I praisit God, when I was with you,
perceaving that in the middis of Sodome, God had mo Lottis than one, and mo
faithful dochteris than twa. But the fervencie heir doth far exceid all utheris
that I have seen. And thairfoir ye sall pacientlie bear, altho' I spend heir yet
sum dayis; for depart I cannot unto sic tyme as God quenche thair thrist a
litill. Yea, mother, thair fervencie doith sa ravische me, that I cannot but
accus and condemp my sleuthful coldness. God grant thame thair hartis
desyre; and I pray you adverteis (me) of your estait, and of thingis that have
occurit sence your last wryting. Comfort yourself in Godis promissis, and be
assureit that God steiris up mo friendis than we be war of. My commendation
to all in your company. I commit you to the protection of the Omnipotent. In
great haist. The 4th of November, 1555. From Scotland. Your son, John
Knox."

(8) The Secession Church has been accustomed to celebrate the Lord's Supper
in many of their congregations four times a year, and in the remainder twice.

(9) "Some time before the Lord's Supper takes place, it is announced from the
pulpit. The week before, the Kirk session meets and draws up a list of all the
communicants of the parish, according to the minister's examination-book,
and the testimony of the elders and deacons. According to this list, tickets are
delivered to each communicant, if desired, and the ministers and elders also
give tickets to strangers who bring sufficient testimonials. None are allowed to
communicate without such tickets, which are produced at the table. Those
who have never received the Lord's Supper are instructed by the minister,
and by themselves, in the nature of the Sacraments, and taught what is the
proper preparation thereunto. The Wednesday or Thursday before, there is a
solemn feast, and on the Saturday there are two preparatory sermons. On
Sunday morning, after singing and prayer as usual, the minister of the parish
preaches a suitable sermon; and when the ordinary worship is ended, he, in
the name of Jesus Christ, forbids the unworthy to approach, and invites the
penitent to come and receive the sacrament. Then he goes into the body of the
church, where one or two tables, according to its width, are placed, reaching



from one end to the other, covered with a white linen cloth, and seats on both
sides for the communicants. The minister places himself at the end or middle
of the table. After a short discourse, he reads the institution, and blesses the
elements; then he breaks the bread, and distributes it and the wine to those
that are next him, who transmit them to their neighbours; the elders and
deacons attending to serve and see that the whole is performed with decency
and order. Whilst these communicate, the minister discourses on the nature of
the sacrament; and the whole is concluded with singing and prayer. The
minister then returns to the pulpit and preaches a sermon. The morning
service ended, the congregation are dismissed for an hour; after which the
usual afternoon service is performed. On the Monday morning there is public
worship, with two sermons; and these, properly speaking, close the
communion service."

(10) In 1839, the Secession Church embraced a population, young and old, of
261,345. Of these there were 126,070 communicants. The average number of
the congregations was 730, and the average number of communicants was
349. Now deducting children (and the number of scholars in the Sabbath
schools was 37,602) it would make at least two-thirds of the congregation
attendants on the Lord's Supper, and this in the Secession Church,
confessedly much stricter than the Established Kirk.

(11) In the Confession of Faith drawn up by John Knox and adopted by the
Kirk is this article on infant baptism: '""We assuredly believe that by baptism
we are engrafted into Jesus Christ, to be made partakers of his justice
(righteousness), by the which our sins are covered and remitted." This does
not much differ from the second answer in the Church of England catechism.

(Continued, May, 1852.)

There is a striking similarity between the history of the church and the
experience of a believer. Nor is this coincidence casual, but necessarily
connected with their mutual position, the body and the members being
affected by the same circumstances, and being dependent on the same causes
of health or decay. Thus the first is as the volume of which the second is a
page; the one being the history of centuries, and the other the record of a life.



This similarity embraces several particulars. 1. The first and main point of
coincidence lies in this—that both are dependent for their spiritual life and
prosperity on the Lord their Head. The church is his body, of which
individual believers are separate members; and without him neither body nor
members can do anything. He is '"the Way" in which both walk; "the Truth"
in which both believe; and '"the Life'" in which both live.

2. But besides this similarity in point of dependence, there is also a striking
resemblance in point of experience. Thus in the history of the church there are
certain marked periods, or, as they are usually called, "epochs,"” of spiritual
prosperity when the Lord's presence and power were peculiarly manifested.
As these seasons were wholly due to the special pouring out of the Holy Spirit,
(according to the Scripture promise, "I will pour out my Spirit upon you,")
they have been termed "effusions' of the Holy Ghost. The first of these, and
the type and pattern of all succeeding, though immeasurably exceeding them
in power and glory, was that most memorable one, on the day of Pentecost.
The early and the latter rain* spoken of in the prophets seem to represent in
type and figure the beauty and blessedness of these gracious effusions. Now, as
long as these showers fell on the church, she flourished. It was generally with
her a time of outward persecution and trouble; but as her afflictions
abounded her consolations abounded also, and she ""looked forth as the
morning, fair as the moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with
banners." But when these gracious effusions were withheld, like a field
deprived of rain, she gradually declined in fruitfulness. Thus the history of the
church presents an alternation of fruitfulness and barrenness, restoration and
decline, life and death, summer and winter, resurrection and decay. Herein
they experience of the church corresponds with the experience of its spiritual
members. There are few of the children of God who cannot look back to
certain marked periods in their experience when the blessed Spirit worked
powerfully in their hearts. Their first convictions or their first blessings, their
spirit of supplication or their spirit of hearing—the sweet manifestations of
Christ, the marked answers to prayer, the love they felt to the brethren, the
willingness to make sacrifices and suffer persecution for the truth's sake—
these and similar bright and blessed spots in Christian experience correspond
in the individual to the effusions of which we have spoken as marking certain
epochs in the church. And their coldness, deadness, and barrenness, when the



Spirit's influences are withheld, correspond to the periods in the history of the
church of decline and decay.

*Rain in Palestine fell, not as with us at uncertain seasons, but mostly twice a
year only, the early rain falling in the autumn when the seed was first
committed to the ground, and the latter in spring, to fill the ear and carry the
growing crop on to harvest.

3. A third point of similarity may be also noticed. When the church has
declined into coldness and death, the Lord has at all periods preserved in her
an elect remnant who sigh and cry on account of Zion's declension, and testify
as faithful witnesses against the condition into which she has fallen. Here too
the experience of the individual coincides with the experience of the church. In
the bosom of a child of God, however low the soul may have sunk into
carnality and lukewarmness, there is still a sigh and a cry on account of the
abominations. The soul is inwardly sensible of its backslidings, its coldness,
deadness, and declension; and conscience, as a faithful witness for God,
unbribed and unbribable, unsilenced and unsilenceable, will ever and anon
raise up its voice and testify against the forsaking of the Fountain of living
waters, to hew out cisterns, broken cisterns, that hold no water.

Bearing these observations in mind, and confining ourselves to comparatively
modern times, we may point to two remarkable periods when there seems to
have been a special effusion of the Holy Spirit. The first was the blessed
Reformation; and the other the times of Whitefield. Now, the history of the
seven churches in the Revelation, as well as that of the church subsequently in
all ages, teaches that a special pouring out of the Holy Spirit is usually as
much succeeded by lassitude and weariness. The power of the Reformation in
this country we may perhaps consider to have lasted down to about the
Revolution of 1688, when the Dissenters for the first time* obtained legal
rights. Thence followed a period of great declension and decay, till Whitefield
was raised up to proclaim the necessity and nature of the new birth through
the length and width of the land. This latter period embraces Hart, Toplady,
Hervey, Berridge, Newton, Romaine, Huntington, Hawker, and others whose
praises are in all the churches. But we seem now for some time past to have
entered into the period of decay. The church has been for some years passing



into the dark shadow of the eclipse; and there is every reason to fear that the
light will be more and more withdrawn, till, as in Egypt, the darkness may be
felt.

* We, of course, omit here out of our consideration the short period of the
Commonwealth.

What the state of things is in Scotland we have already attempted to describe.
And lest we should seem as writing at a distance, therefore to be incompetent
judges, we will subjoin the testimony of those who are on the spot. Our first
extract shall be from a pamphlet published by a probationer (that is, a
candidate for orders) of the Free Church of Scotland. We must make
allowances for the somewhat inflated style of a young man, but, besides its
vigour it bears to us the internal stamp of truth. He thus addresses the
ministers:

"Now, Reverend Fathers, your knowledge of doctrinal truth is not of this
experimental kind. You do not preach because you believe; you believe
because you preach; and you believe, to a certain extent, or, in a certain sense,
what you do preach; but you do not preach because you believe, or on the
warrant of your own personal experience in the matter. The doctrines of the
cross have not been ratified in you by the testimony of the Spirit, and by the
seal of your own consciousness. Your sermons (at least as many as I have
heard, with scarcely a single exception) are a mere accumulation of doctrinal
paragraphs, arranged on good authority, and in the most approved order,—a
register of other men's discoveries in the spiritual world, accredited by you on
the evidence of textual corroboration.” I see you in your studies (with a
partition of books before you), arranging with laborious accuracy the points
of an exhausted argument, and adjusting the sub-divisions of a prolonged
theological echo. There lies the ground-work of a text; then follows an
introduction to correspond; then comes the first head of discourse, the opinion
of a commentator; which brings you, by a preconcerted originality of design,
to the second head, another view of the same point, or a step further on in the
discussion, borrowed with orthodox fidelity from the pages of some other
divine; then the third head, &c., &c. This sort of theology is sometimes varied,
in the hands of an ingenious or aspiring orator, by a lively digression on some



obscure grammatical or critical point, of no consequence whatever to the
spiritual enlargement of the subject; or by some entertaining illustration of
Oriental manners or Jewish antiquities, copied from a book of travels, to
attract attention or dispel sleep; and sometimes by a blast of rhapsodical
froth, delivered in a strain of lofty monotonous elocution, peculiar to the man,
and conveying to the minds of ignorant hearers the notion of extraordinary
piety or uncommon genius, and thereby overpowering them with a sort of
superstitious delirium, mistaken both by preacher and people for the
operation of divine grace (surely this excess of infatuation can be nothing else
than the result of Satanic movement—one of those strong delusions to which
the Almighty abandons the reprobate); and the whole is concluded by what is
called a 'practical improvement;' in other words, by a studied exhortation to
the hearers to be strongly affected and impressed with the importance of
certain truths only half-exhibited, or rather half-obscured, and by which the
speaker himself is no more touched than if he did not comprehend them—
which, in disgraceful and blasphemous deed, is the very case! How do I know
this? How can I prove it? Was I ever in your studies? I never was; I know
very few of you so intimately. But I see you in the pulpit, and I judge you
there. I see you straining every muscle of your memory to recollect some
brilliant paragraph, not to be left out on any consideration; or rousing your
souls, by a sort of galvanic spasm, to reluctant and fictitious correspondence
with the manuscript before you; or dreaming through the turns of an
elaborate composition, utterly regardless of the spiritual hazard of the
prisoners who are condemned to hear you; I see this, and I know the origin of
the evil. You have written what you do not comprehend, or committed to
memory what you never felt. You have studied in darkness, and written in the
stupor of a dream; and you must read, or deliver, accordingly. You are the
slaves of a practised, mechanical theology: men of memory, or of paper. Your
preaching is a list of doctrines not distinctly apprehended, a string of
interjections without sympathy, of epithets without order, of terrors without
apprehension, of entreaties without sincerity, of joys without interest—struck
off in a given number of minutes, with the air of a finished performance, like
an elaborate fugue or rondo wanting the key-note. The soul hangs on in
anxious expectation for the concluding stave; but the preacher, like one that
hath a pleasant voice and playeth well upon an instrument without feeling,
seems to be quite unconscious, from first to last, that there is such a tone in
the gamut of the sinner's heart as personal spiritual experience."



* "Reverend Fathers, in this record of my own experience, I am supported by
the testimony of aged believers, who assure me that, for upwards of twenty
years, matters have been in the same state, except in the case of solitary
pulpits, where gospel-life made surrounding death more conspicuously
appalling."

Mr. Anderson writes less oratorically, but quite as decidedly:

"But there are dangers nearer and greater than any of these, to which we are
called to awake, and from which we ought to seek to escape. The religion
which in the present day bears the name of Protestant and evangelical is to a
large extent quite dead. And most pitiable is it to see those who profess it
assembling themselves together, and giving forth the loud note of preparation,
and making as though they were just about to furbish their armour, and
muster their hosts, and go forth to meet the enemy, aye, to conquer him too.
For does it never once strike these men that they are themselves in the
enemy's hands; that he is in possession of their citadels, their armouries, their
ammunition, their officers, their soldiers, their recruits? Is it possible that an
empty name, however high-sounding, will stand before a dread reality; that
an expiring Protestantism will carry it against a reviving Popery; that a dead
Christianity will prevail against a living Antichrist? O no! And it is rank
delusion to look for it."

""We have had quite enough of the flatteries of men that talk as if they were
saints themselves, and almost all were saints around them—whose worship is
often a solemn mockery of Him who made heaven and earth, and whose
bustling labours never pass beyond the outer court of a name, a profession, a
speech, a sermon, a prayer. O where is the Lord God of the Reformations
granted to this land—the God of Knox, of Henderson, of Gray, of Livingston?
Where are the men to rouse a slumbering generation to the solemn realities of
the eternal world, the shortness of time, and the certainty of the judgment?
Where are the pulpits from which are at any time heard the peals of thunder
from Mount Sinai making the hearts of sinners tremble under the power of
the holy law, and the still small voice of mercy from Mount Zion melting the
soul under the influence of the glorious gospel? Where are the preachers that



seem to be weighed down with the interests of immortal souls, the difficulties
of dealing faithfully with them, and the solemn account that is to be rendered
for them? Where are the people that are troubled with sin, fearful of wrath,
anxious about salvation, weeping, praying, seeking a Saviour? Where, any
where, but, with few exceptions, not in Scotland."

Both these writers are, members of the Free Church, and are evidently well
acquainted with the state of profession in their native land. But the
information that we have received from Scotland leads us to believe that the
Free Church, as a body, is nearly as much sunk in carnality and formality as
the Kirk or the United Presbyterian. The very principle of secession was to a
certain extent a political one. For after all it was practically this. A living
becomes vacant. Who shall give that living away? Shall it be the Duke of
Buccleugh, or shall it be the neighbouring clergy (in other words the
Presbytery), or the farmers of the parish, (the heritors,) or the majority of the
communicants? For in which of these bodies the patronage was to be vested
was a matter of dispute. There was no point of experience, nothing spiritual or
gracious here involved, which like a sieve, would sift out the carnal. A man
without a grain of spiritual experience might be deeply imbued with the
doctrine of " Christ's headship," as thus contended for, and make sacrifices
for it, who might be an enemy to the work of the Spirit. When the storm was
raging, the mariners were crying every man to his God; but when Jonah was
overboard, and the sea calm, they would soon slink down under the hatches
and fall asleep. So in the storm which rent asunder the Kirk, many of the
mariners on board the Free Ship would be full of earnestness and zeal whom
the subsequent calm has rocked asleep.

Viewed, then, religiously, the spirit of deep slumber has been poured out on
Scotland. "Darkness covers the earth, (its profane part,) and gross darkness
the people," (the professing part;) for the light that is in her being darkness,
how great is that darkness! The Episcopal Church in Scotland, we may
mention by the way, is sunk wholly into Puseyism; the Independents and
Baptists (the latter but few in number) much resemble their English brethren
in their Arminian no-religion; and Popery is chiefly confined to the Irish
immigrants.



But it is high time to drop a few remarks on the little works at the head of the
present article. Their author, Mr. Anderson, is much prized by the few in
Scotland who value experimental preaching, a thing in the land of Rutherford
now hardly known by name. He is evidently a man of considerable ability,
much improved by that laborious system of education through which every
Scotch ordained minister must pass. He therefore writes with great fluency,
and often with great energy and strength. Indeed we have not many preachers
in England professing truth who handle a subject so ably, and enforce their
views with so much closeness and earnestness. His eyes have been opened
clearly to see the nature of that dead profession which hangs over Scotland
like a funeral pall. This, therefore, he exposes and denounces with much
warmth and energy. He is evidently one also who has felt the terrors of the
law and the promises and consolations of the gospel. His own heart too he
knows, its evils and corruption, making him a mourner in Zion. Upon all these
subjects he writes well as one who feels their weight and importance, and has
an inward experience of their reality.

His position, however, is a peculiar one, and must, we should think, exercise
an unfavourable influence over his mind and ministry.

Connected as he is with the Free Church, of which the great mass, both
preachers and people, are evidently as much sunk in death as the general
Dissenters with us, he occupies a position somewhat similar to that of a
minister in the Establishment who has life in his soul. We say somewhat
similar, for it is not precisely so. There is much less connection between the
ministers of an Episcopal system than between the ministers of a Presbyterian
one. In the former system the bishop is the sun, and the clergy are the planets,
each moving independently of the other in its solitary orbit. But where there is
no centralising bishop, the Presbyters of a district form a united body, the
members of which gravitate towards each other, and therefore, exert a mutual
influence. If the bulk of these ministers be dead Godward, they must either
deaden and paralyse a living minister, or if he preserve his life, he will be
separate first in spirit and then in body from them. Floating masses of ice are
dangerous neighbours. A living body surrounded by them is in peril of being
cooled down to the freezing point or of being frozen in. Whilst we are bound
up with a certain body of men, we are held in fetters by them. Here is the peril
of all unions of ministers, whether they be clerical meetings, or Presbyteries,



or associations. The rules of good breeding, the trammels of society tie up the
tongue. Faithfulness in the spiritual portion is merged in politeness; deadly
opposition to the Spirit's work in the carnal portion, is masked under a few
sanctimonious phrases. A spiritual minister will in vain attempt to bring up
his carnal confederates to his standard. They are much more likely to tone
him down to theirs. His only safe and scriptural course is to come out and be
separate. Mr. A. is, we understand, disliked and persecuted by his ministerial
brethren, and has been more than once summoned before the Presbytery, and
reproved by them for his faithful testimony.

We have now before us several of his writings, being chiefly sermons,
pamphlets, and tracts, and therefore have some means of forming a judgment
upon them.

We have read them with mingled feelings. His '""Warning to Ministers"
contains much that is striking. One extract will show its character.

"The only result then that is worth the seeking after—that which we are
sworn to promote, and which ought ever, as our pole-star, to be before our
eye—is the salvation of immortal souls. But we are in no danger of entire
indifference to this object. The man, indeed, who does not know the value of
his own soul cannot be expected to set much by the souls of others. He that has
never tasted the wormwood and the gall of a lost state, nor experienced the
pangs of the new birth, is not likely to be much concerned that others should
pass through such an ordeal. He may, it is true, pretend, and in these days
when evangelical preaching and evangelical profession are so fashionable, he
must pretend to be concerned upon the subject. But need I say how difficult it
is to make out a complete mask, and to get it so entirely to fit as to altogether
conceal the dread reality? The truth surely comes out to men's own
consciences. The Searcher of hearts, from his holy high throne in the heavens,
may, in many parts of the land, have his eye upon the fearful spectacle of men
who in public appear to be all earnestness about the salvation of sinners, and
yet cannot stand before the condemning voice of their own consciences,
testifying that they neither know nor care anything about the matter.

"We fear, however, that the more common case is to have the conscience



seared as with a hot iron, and that too by means of lofty evangelical
pretensions, and smooth-flowing honeyed evangelical words, and very
beautiful and appropriate evangelical illustrations, while there is a total
absence of spiritual discernment and inward living experience of the power of
saving truth. The pretensions, however, are at times so flimsy and so ill
sustained that a discerning eye may detect the hollowness that is within; and
even those who can look, and are entitled to look, no deeper than the outward
appearance may discover that there is nothing whatever of true evangelical
religion amidst the noise that is made about it. 'Many will say to me in that
day, Lord, Lord, have we not prophesied in thy name? etc.; and then will I
profess unto them, I never knew you,'" etc.

But we must confess that the "John Knox Tracts" please us most of Mr.
Anderson's writings. They are more simple and striking than his more
elaborate compositions. They are short, not exceeding usually eight pages, and
for the most part simple and clear. Read, for instance, the following extract
from the Tract No. 11, called "The Best Robe:"

"But the Prince of Peace pierces with arrows of saving conviction those for
whom he shed his blood, and does not suffer them to wrap themselves in the
coverings of delusion and proudly to walk in vain imagination. He makes
manifest to them that they are rotten to the core, that their souls are corrupt
and ruined, and that if justice takes its course, they must be reserved for the
vengeance of eternal fire. He teaches them that their inmost thought is vanity;
that their affections are carnal; their motives selfish; their imaginations a sink
of filthiness; and their tastes, desires, and purposes, all alienated from the life
of God. He shows them that the law of God is against them, and at every point
condemns them; that its principles are against them, for they are not subject
to them; its precepts are against them, for they have not kept them; its penalty
is against them, for they have incurred it; that the word of God is against
them, for in every page it takes part with the Holy One of Israel, and solemnly
protests against them and the evil of their doings; its doctrines, its maxims, its
threatenings, its very promises, are all against them; the providence of God is
against them. They see an enemy in every object that meets their eye, in every
event that occurs in their lot, in every affliction that is laid upon them, in
every mercy that is offered to them. 'The Lord shall smite thee with madness,
and blindness, and astonishment of heart' (Dent. 28:28). 'Cursed shalt thou be



in the city, and cursed shalt thou be in the field; cursed shall be thy basket and
thy store' (Deut. 28:16, 17).

"To such a man deliverance is most precious; it is the one thing needful; it is
his life. But here his pride opposes itself, and threatens him with a double
ruin, and a heavier woe than is incurred by the breach of the law; for he will
not stoop to be saved by sovereign mercy; he stumbles at the cross of Christ;
he will not own that but for a redemption, effectually applied by the Holy
Ghost, he must perish; he quarrels with the only spring of hope; he rejects the
only Saviour, and fights against the love that seeks his good. But here grace—
free, sovereign, and effectual—triumphs, and leads this proud rebel a humble
captive. For such a man, indeed, modern professors have no sympathy; he is a
riddle to them; they know not what to make of him. Nor are those that set
themselves up as spiritual guides a whit better. To get up a song of gospel
peace, conveyed in language as lofty in sound as it is low in sense; and uttered
with a manner as solemn in appearance as it is hollow in reality; and urged
with a spirit that sounds very like the gentleness of the lamb, while it has in it
the cunning of the fox and the cruelty of the wolf—all this is quite within their
power, and they exhibit it as often as opportunity allows. But to take up the
case of a poor distracted sinner, with his conscience full of the arrows of guilt,
and his heart bleeding with his pride and unbelief, or so cold and stupid that it
refuses to feel—that is beyond their skill; it does not seem to be in their way;
for it can hardly be expected that men who are pleased with themselves; and
those with whom they associate, should be the means of bringing any into
soul-trouble. We talk of conversions as rare; and no marvel, for there are
hardly any convictions, and few that seem at all to aim at producing them. 'A
wonderful and horrible thing is committed in the land; the prophets prophesy
falsely, and the priests bear rule by their means; and my people love to have it
so; and what will ye do in the end thereof?'" (Jer. 5:30, 31.)

Having spoken thus favourably of Mr. Anderson, and we think that the above
extracts will fully bear out all that we have said, it pains us to be obliged to
mention that we have met with expressions in his writings that have quite
stumbled us. Whether it be from his being imbued with the system of Scotch
theology, or from his connection with the Free Church, he uses language
which savours most strongly of free-will. Having such clear views of the fall of
man, and of his death in trespasses and sins, it surprises us, for instance, that



he can use such language as the following to dead sinners:

"Men and brethren, addressing you as the creatures of God, we say it is in this
truth you are to see your Creator. There his ineffable beauty appears—there
his infinite glory shines. And O, were it not your wisdom to turn aside from
whatever would divert your attention and see this great sight? Let those of
you who have hitherto lived in practical or avowed atheism seek after a
knowledge of God. It will do your heart good to get a little of it. It is the purest
and sweetest thing that can enter the soul, and will stand you in stead when
other things fail you. It will lighten you in the dark valley of the shadow of
death. It will gladden your souls to all eternity. See that you 'acquaint
yourselves with God, and be at peace, so good will come to your souls.'" (Job
22:21.)

"But there is not an individual now within these walls who is not put under
the alternative of knowing the mind of God in his wrath against sin, either
here or hereafter, under a dispensation of mercy or at the judgment seat, in
the way of conviction unto the salvation of the soul or in the way of
condemnation unto the perdition of the soul. Shall we say, '"We speak as unto
wise men, judge ye what we say?' Were it not a wise and righteous choice in
you to prefer mercy in time unto your salvation, before judgment in eternity
to your damnation? When life and death are set before you, as they are
wheresoever his mind is made known, ought you not to choose life? Is it not
madness to prefer death?"

"Mark! if you are found in a Christless state, your wretchedness in hell will
bear a proportion to the infinite wisdom and mercy that have been expended
upon this redemption. Beware, then, and do not turn away from this wisdom.
O get through the strait gate into the narrow way that leads to life; for then,
and then only, can you be said to be safe."

The last extracts are taken from a sermon entitled '"'A Testimony for Truth,"
and may therefore, be taken as his decided views.

These dead flies taint the ointment. There are also expressions in his
"Warning to Ministers' which grate upon our ear. We do not like, for



instance, such an expression as this:

"Of course we must receive what is the Lord's, from his own word, by the
illumination of his Holy Spirit. Nor is this to be expected, but in a sober and
rational way, in keeping with the proper exercise of our rational powers,
renewed and sanctified by the grace of God."

In these free-will expressions Mr. Anderson is quite inconsistent with himself:
for put the above, side by side with the following, and how different the
language!

"But how are we to learn the nature and taste the sweetness of divine
consolation? We must be brought down from our loftiness, we must be
disturbed in our carnal ease, and burnt out of our nest of self-sufficiency; we
must be hewn by the prophets, broken by the wrath of God, and slain by the
law, so as again and again to feel that we must be debtors to sovereign grace,
flowing through the righteousness of Christ. We must have our idols exposed,
our lusts dragged forth from their holes, our carnal religion made loathsome
in our eyes, our own righteousness shown to be filthy rags; and the necessity
of true holiness engraven in our hearts, and its rudiments formed in our souls
by the finger of God. By trials such as these we are to learn the preciousness of
Christ; and be disposed, through grace, to embrace him as all our salvation
and all our desire; and thus to come into the large room of peace in believing,
or joy unspeakable and full of glory. We may, indeed, without such a process,
pretend to comfort; we may get what will pass with many as comfort, nay,
what are very close imitations of comfort. But to the divine reality we must be
utter strangers and, sooner or later, be seen by the people of God to be
painted hypocrites or silly self-deceivers. For every part of genuine Christian
experience answers in its essential elements to the grand outline that is drawn
of the whole: 'Through much tribulation we must enter the kingdom.'"

We call this sound divinity, and sound experience too; and therefore we
wonder the more that free-will should be allowed to mingle her discordant
notes with the silver trumpet of the gospel.

We are most unwilling to make a man an offender for a word, but there is
something in the language that we have quoted immediately preceding the last



extract which is sadly discordant with free grace and creature helplessness.
Had it been merely a slip in expression we could have passed it by; but,
meeting with similar expressions in different places, we are constrained to
believe it forms a part of his habitual ministry.

With this drawback, there is much that is valuable in his writings. The Scotch
are a well-educated people, and accustomed to elaborate sermons and a
certain amount of intellectual reasoning. For them Mr. Anderson is well
adapted, especially in a city like Glasgow, where he would have many
educated hearers. He is a man, we understand, of eminently consistent life and
prayerful habits, adorning the doctrine that he preaches. We therefore
conclude by wishing him well in the name of the Lord, as what we have heard
of him from private sources leads us to esteem him highly in love for his
work's sake.

return to index

A Brief Account of the Rich Display of God's Grace, Mercy, and Love in the
Life and Conversion of James Lewis, of Chichester, Sussex; with a Preface
and Accounts of his Death, by James Hallett.—(June, 1852.)

In the visible church there are three distinct classes of professors. There are
those of whom we have no doubt they are right; and there are those of whom
we have no doubt they are wrong; and there are those of whom we have a
doubt whether they are right or wrong. In the first, grace shines
conspicuously; in the second, grace does not appear at all; in the third, if
grace sometimes seem to appear, it is at others so shaded and obscured that its
very existence becomes a matter of question.

As the present is but an image and reflection of the past, these three classes
have existed in all ages of the church. David, Absalom, and the old prophet in
Bethel (1 Kings 13:11) in the Old,—Peter, Simon Magus, and Nicodemus in
the New Testament, might perhaps be adduced as instances of these three
classes. To find living types we need not go far. Well nigh every congregation
where the truth of God is preached, believed, and loved will furnish examples.
Nay, in a closer compass still, in the very same man, the very same heart, may



all these be found; for when grace and mercy prevail, all is known to be right;
when sin and nature prevail, all is felt to be wrong; and when grace and
nature by turns prevail, it is sometimes a matter of doubt whether all is right
or wrong.

In the first of these three classes was James Lewis, late of Chichester, whose
life and conversion are recorded in the little book at the head of this article. It
is nearly ten years since we were in his company; but his conversation made a
deep and lasting impression on our mind, and we felt then, as we feel now,
that no one who knew what grace was could converse with him on the things
of God without being convinced he was a favoured partaker of it. Without
anything austere or sanctimonious in his language and demeanour, there was
a peculiar weight and power in his manner and conversation—what we might
almost call a heavenly seriousness, a solemnity and a savour, without any cant
or assumption, which at once proclaimed, "Here is a man taught and blessed
of God." Something of this subdued and chastened manner, poles asunder
from that levity and frivolity which seem the very life and breath of many in a
profession, was probably owing to his heavy trials; for he was a man much
afflicted in body, suffering under frequent fits of spasmodic asthma, during
which his struggles for breath were most agonising, as if life and death
trembled in the balance, and producing as its result a constant laborious
breathing, at times painful to witness.

In the memoir before us he thus speaks of his bodily affliction:

"The dear Lord saw fit, shortly after I was awakened, to bring upon me a
most trying and severe affliction of body, as related in the former part of this,
my poor narrative, 'a spasmodic asthma.' At first I tried almost every means
that could be devised or thought of by physicians, surgeons, and others, but to
no purpose whatever. All medicines and every refuge seemed to fail, and
instead of getting better, like the poor dear woman with the bloody issue, I
grew worse and worse. Many pounds were spent for advice, but all means
resorted to but seemed in vain. It was laid upon me by God himself, and not
all the world could possibly remove it. I betook myself to prayer, and sought
the good and great Physician's care, skill, and attention; and truly at times I
did feel persuaded he would heal me of my complaint. I found freedom of



access with him, and pleaded so earnestly and fervently that I verily thought it
would be done; but one day this passage came to my mind with some degree of
weight which arrested my attention, ""Be still, and know that I am God;" and
afterward this one, ""What thou knowest not now thou shalt know hereafter;"
and from that time, for many years, I dare not ask the Lord to remove it from
me, knowing that he has so often blessed and sanctified the affliction to my
soul, that I have been constrained to bless him for laying it on me; for O in
how many instances has he shown me that were it not for this very affliction,
where I should run to, and what things I should indulge in, &c. As Hart says:

'Affliction makes us see
What else would 'scape our sight;
How very foul and dim are we,
And God how pure and bright.
The punish'd child repents,
The parent's bowels move;
The offended father soon relents,
And turns with double love.'

To which I can and do set my seal to the truth of, for sure I am the Lord does
nothing in vain. He is infinite in wisdom, and boundless in mercy, and has
caused this very thing many times to work for my soul's profit and good, and
his own glory."

Another allusion which he makes to his bodily affliction strikes us as very
much to the purpose:

"I know full well that many of the Lord's dear children have been, and still
are, deeply and sharply exercised in a way of providence, not knowing where
to get the next meal, and in this way they have been led on for many years;
but, with regard to myself, I dare not say it has been so with me; the Lord has
never exercised my mind in this way, having ever supplied my returning
wants in providence. But then I have generally observed that, with regard to
the former, they have been blessed with a great share of bodily health and
strength, which is indeed a great blessing; while myself and others have been
severely afflicted in body, and that for many years. Then what shall we say to



these things, 'but that the Lord is infinite in wisdom, and doetth all things
well?' and must we not say that he has led us in a right way that he might
bring us at last to a city of habitation?"

How true is this! and what an even balance is struck between man and man. A
child of God, pressed down with poverty, sees a brother or sister favoured in
the things of providence. His heart secretly envies him. He can scarcely believe
they can have any temporal troubles when they have meat for dinner every
day and walk upon a carpet. But, besides family afflictions, these objects of his
envy may have such frail tabernacles, such an aching head, or torpid liver, or
racking face ache, or weak chest, or cross-grained stomach, or shattered
nerves, or crippled limbs, or dizzy brain, or dejected spirits, that they in their
turn are ready to envy the half-fed ploughman, with nerves and stomach as
hard as iron, and a frame that knows not ache or pain, blow the wind north,
south, east, or west, come hail or storm, summer's burning heat or winter's
nipping cold. Had spasmodic asthma lain in his path, James Lewis would not
have taken it up and laid it on his own shoulders as his abiding load, after the
experience of the first fit. But God, his heavenly Father, Counsellor, and
Friend, chose it for him, fastened it on his back with the cords of love, and
made him carry it until he sank with it into the grave. Each man knows best
his own burden, but those who have a weak tabernacle know well it is no
slight one.

The memoir before us is written by his own hand, and contains much that is
truly experimental and interesting. It gives not only his experience, but also a
sketch of his previous life, the most interesting part of which is his going out
to, and residence in Jamaica for about two years, where he had some
remarkable escapes of his life. We pass over, however, all this period of his
history, and come to his call by grace, which he thus relates:

"It pleased the Lord to lay my dear mother on a bed of sickness, and, as we
thought it would have been for her end, my sister Linney, and my two
brothers, Thomas and Charles, accompanied me to Midhurst, in order to take
our final leave of her in this life. We left our sister behind, who was a good
and gracious God-fearing woman, and we three returned to Chichester: but
just before we entered the city, my brother Thomas said, 'Now, boys, you
know where we have just been, that we have taken our final leave of our dear



mother, not supposing that we shall ever see her again alive in this world. I
shall have you both go with me this evening to chapel, to hear Mr. Vinall, as
he is going to preach at Providence Chapel; you would not think of going
elsewhere to-night?' My brother Charles said, 'Indeed you will not have me to
accompany you to chapel,' and so said I; but as soon as the chaise reached the
north gate of the city, my brother Thomas ordered the driver to stop, and we
all three got out. Charles walked immediately up the street, but Thomas
taking fast hold of my arm, said, 'James, you must go with me.' I know not
how it was, but I was so struck I could not speak a word, although my heart
went after the others. However, to chapel he led me, it being the first time they
could, any of them, get me there, although I have many times gone with my
sister Linney as far as the outer door of the chapel when she had been going to
hear the word, but never before could they get me within the walls; this being,
as I trust it will hereafter appear, the Lord's time; there being a set time in
Scripture to favour Zion; yes, and a set time also to favour every individual
member of Zion or Christ's mystic body.

"We were seated in the chapel, and shortly after Mr. Vinall, the dear minister
of Christ, entered the pulpit. I do not remember his text, but during his
discourse, he had been pointing out the real state and condition I was in as a
sinner before God, the way I was going on, the sins I was committing, and
then quoted this text in confirmation of what he had been stating: 'Rejoice, O
young man, in thy youth, and let thy heart cheer thee in the days of thy youth,
and walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes; but know
thou, that for all these things God will bring thee into judgment' (Ecc. 11:9).
And looking me hard in the face, as I thought, said further, 'And I tell you
from the word of God, that if you live and die in the state and condition you
are now in, you will be damned, and that to all eternity.' My brother just at
that moment touched my foot, as much as to say, 'James, do you hear that?'
But I did not require any touch from him; my conscience bore witness to the
truth: my sins were set in battle array before my eyes, and I felt sensible that
such would indeed be my place, or I was lost forever. I thought verily the
place would have swallowed me up. But O the thought would again rush into
my mind, What! separate yourself from your young companions? come out
from among the whole of them, and that for ever? What? never join them
again, but take up a Methodistical life? O thought I, no, never can I do this.



"When we came out of the chapel, my brother perceiving the word had got
fast hold of me, said, 'Come, James, you will go with me to Mr. Baxter's this
evening, and take supper with them; Mr. Vinall will be there.' I replied, in an
angry tone of voice, 'No, I will not go near the place; and had I known what
would have taken place here this evening, I would not have been there for a
thousand guineas,' such desperation and madness rose up in my breast
against the Lord. And trying, if possible, to stifle my convictions, I left him in
the chapel-yard, and made the best of my way to my lodgings, in a most
wretched and deplorable condition, kicking, plunging, rebelling, and fighting
against the Lord and his servant in my feelings, and calling myself a thousand
fools for ever consenting to go; but before I reached home, my sins stared me
in the face again, and, with deep convictions on my mind, I went into the
house, and asked for a light, telling them I was going to bed. As soon as I
reached my bedroom, I shut-to the door, and fell on my knees, and cried most
fervently to the Almighty for mercy. The mere form of prayer which I had
been taught from my youth up did not so much as once enter my mind; but
from my very heart, and from a deep feeling, sight, and sense, was led to cry
to God for mercy, like the poor publican, whose prayer every way suited my
then present state and condition."

The feelings of distress thus produced in his soul lasted some time. He thus
describes the exercises of his mind:

"But to return. During this time my convictions for sin came on stronger than
ever; the arrows of God stuck fast in me; guilt stared me continually in the
face; the wrath of God was most keenly felt in my conscience; fearfulness and
trembling laid hold of me, and, like the Psalmist and others before me, 'l
found trouble and sorrow; then called I on the name of the Lord: O Lord, I
beseech thee, deliver my soul.' I found also, that 'by the law is the knowledge
of sin;' the law having entered my conscience in its spirituality, it wrought in
me all manner of concupiscence, and stirred up in my heart enmity, hatred,
rebellion, hard thoughts of God, and every evil work and abomination. The
law being spiritual, but we carnal, sold under sin, it wrought the more
powerfully, and brought me to my wit's end; I knew not what to do. I cried,
prayed, and supplicated both night and day to God for mercy when at home,
abroad, in my office (though secretly), or in my bed; it mattered not where I
was, or what I was doing, a continual cry went up from my heart to the Lord.



I used to walk the fields by the hour, pouring out my soul in one incessant cry,
nor could I ever cease until I was brought to the blood of sprinkling, that
speaketh better things than the blood of Abel."

But the same instrument which was employed by the God of all grace to
wound and Kill was also used to heal and make alive. The account of his
deliverance is rather long, but we can hardly omit any portion without
marring it:

"I had been seeking the Lord about two years and a half. About a fortnight
before Mr. Vinall came again to Chichester, which he constantly did once a
month, I had a very unusual spirit of grace and supplication poured out upon
me; I think I may say constantly was I seeking the Lord's face for a clear
manifestation of his love and mercy to my soul, from which I seemed to gather
a degree of assurance that, the next time the Lord's servant came amongst us,
I should certainly obtain the blessing. And O how did I long for his coming! I
was, no doubt, looking too much to man. The time arrived; I went to the
chapel with great earnestness of soul, listened with all attention, crying for the
blessing; and although the things which he advanced were every way
descriptive of my feelings, state, and condition, yet I got nothing whatever
satisfactory, but returned home with my pitcher empty. Well, thought I, but
here is another night, and who can tell but what the blessing maybe reserved
till then. The next night came, and to chapel I went again, in full expectation;
but, alas! all in vain, for there was nothing for me. O how did my heart fret
against the Lord! I thought him a hard master, that I should be for ever shut
out from his kingdom. The next morning, Mr. Vinall took his leave of us to go
to Petworth, and I stood at the door looking at him as he rode up the street,
till he turned the corner and was out of my sight. O, thought I, it will be
another month before I shall hear him preach again: what shall I do, or how
shall I contain myself? I went to my office, and wrote as well as I was able,
with a burdened mind and a heavy heart; but, after dinner, as I was sitting
alone in my office, I took my little Bible out of my desk, and promiscuously
opened it at the fourth chapter of the Gospel by Mark, where the Lord is
speaking on the parable of the sower and the seed, and the meaning thereof.
After reading the parable, I shut up the book, and went into an out-house, fell
on my knees, and earnestly entreated the Almighty that he would be pleased
to show me which of those characters I belonged to, that if I had been deceived



in my religion he would show it me, as I wished to know the worst of it; but
that if he had begun a good work of grace in me, he would be pleased to make
it manifest, as my desire, above all things, was to know which of the characters
I belonged to. I got off my knees, went into the office, and began writing, when
shortly after a friend, who attended the chapel, came and looked through the
window, and said he wished to speak a word with me. I went out to speak with
him. He said, 'I wish very much to go to Petworth to hear Mr. Vinall preach
this evening.' I replied, 'Yes, and so do I: there is nothing particular to
prevent it; how shall we go? I feel too weak to walk so far, it being near
fourteen miles.' He said, "We will hire a horse and gig.' We did so, and
reached Petworth just before the service commenced. Mr. Vinall knew
nothing whatever of our coming till he saw us sitting in the chapel. He took his
text from the first chapter of James and 3rd verse: 'Knowing this, that the
trying of your faith worketh patience.' I said to myself, as soon as he had read
his text, '"Well, there is nothing for me again this night; as for faith, I seem to
know nothing about it; and as to the trying of faith, much less so.' However,
he began his discourse by dividing it into three general heads, 1st, of faith, and
what real faith was; 2nd, how we were to know whether we had this real faith;
3rd, of the trying of this faith working patience. He commenced with his first
head, and continued speaking some time, when all of a sudden he made a long
pause, and said, 'l know not, my friends, what the Lord is about to do this
evening, but something I am quite certain from the secret impulse I feel on my
spirit, for I am constrained of necessity to leave my subject in hand, and to
take up the parable of the sower and the seeds; and in doing which, I shall
draw the line of distinction as close as the word of God will admit, that you
may judge for yourself which of the characters you belong to.' I was instantly
struck with astonishment and surprise; fearfulness and great trembling seized
me in a moment; I knew it was for me; that the Lord had heard my prayer
which I had before put up at Chichester, that he was about to answer it, by
putting it into the heart of his dear servant to speak from the parable, and
even to utter the same words which I had before made use of, namely, that I
might know which of the characters I belonged to. I felt as satisfied as I was of
my existence that, whichever way it was then decided, it would be so decided
to all eternity. O my feelings were of that nature I cannot possibly now express
them. I felt just as a poor criminal would, being placed before his judge on
trial, and waiting to hear from the lips of the jury, 'Guilty,' then trembling to
hear the sentence pronounced against him by the judge. He gave us first a



description of the seed and of the sower, and how the seed was sown, and
where it fell; some fell by the way side, and the fowls of the air came and
devoured it up; some fell on stony ground, some fell among thorns, and other
fell on good ground, and did yield fruit that sprang up and increased, &c. In
giving a description of the three first characters, I could hold up a clear
conscience that none of their feelings were anything like mine; but when he
came to speak of the last, namely, of the seed being sown in an honest and
good heart, and of the fruits and effects of the heart being thus made honest
and upright before God, and of the soul travail that would assuredly come
upon the poor sinner; of the many fears, doubts, and misgivings of heart; and
of the many ardent cries, groans, and supplications that would go up to the
Lord from the heart both by night and by day, he traced out my feelings and
the exercises of my soul for the whole two years and a half I had been seeking
the Lord, better, yea, much better by far, than I could possibly have described
them to any mortal creature; and the Lord was graciously pleased to open my
ears to hear, and my heart to understand and to receive the truths that were
then delivered by his servant, and sweetly, blessedly, and most powerfully to
apply them home to my heart, so that I as sensibly felt the burden of sin
removed—guilt, wrath, fear, misery, and bondage taken out of and from off
my conscience—as sensibly as any poor creature literally would feel released
by having a burden taken off his shoulders which he had long borne, and
under which he was sinking and nearly exhausted. And this is but a faint
representation or resemblance; peace flowed into my soul like a river, and
love, praise, gratitude, and thanksgiving ascended up to the throne of grace;
and the dear Lord, as if to complete the work, sent home this text with great
power, 'The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.' An application of
that atoning blood was applied to my heart; nay, I had the rich contents of the
whole text in the sweet enjoyment thereof. After which, Mr. Vinall said, 'The
work is now done; I will again resume my former subject;' but what was
afterwards said I knew but little, being lost in wonder, love, and praise, and
completely swallowed up with the unexpected, unthought of, undeserved
electing and everlasting love of God in Christ Jesus."

We should be glad to extract more of his subsequent experience when the evils
of his heart were opened to him, but as we have already somewhat exceeded
our limits, we pass to his happy end, as related in the preface by his friend and
brother, Mr. Hallett:



"As I had an engagement to preach at Chichester on the evening of the day he
died, he said to Mrs. Lewis in the morning, 'I shall be deprived of the privilege
of hearing Mr. H. to-night; but hope he will be enabled to preach to me after
he returns from chapel.' He inquired during the morning if I was come, and
being answered in the negative, said, 'l want to see him; send him up to me
when he comes.' When I arrived, about noon, he was dosing; but upon going
into his room afterwards he said, (after he had asked after my health, and the
welfare of my family and friends), 'Is there not balm in Gilead? is there not a
Physician there?' And then answering the question himself, said, 'There is
balm in Gilead; there is a good Physician there.' He then said, 'The doctor has
just been in to see me; he is very kind: but is a physician of no value in my
case;' and then added, with a heavenly smile on his countenance, 'I know in
whom I have believed, bless his precious name!' which were the last words he
spoke, so as to be understood. From this time he sank most rapidly. About ten
minutes before he died he moved his hand and placed it under his head, and
in that position he breathed forth his spirit, without a groan or struggle, into
the hand of his dear Redeemer, at a quarter before four o'clock in the
afternoon of the 18th January, 1848. His happy spirit took its flight to realms
of endless bliss, to dwell in the presence of his dear Lord and Saviour, in
whose presence is fulness of joy, and at whose right hand are pleasures for
evermore."

return to index

A Selection of Hymns for the Use of Sunday Schools. By the late William
Gadsby. With a Supplement.—(July, 1852.)

Education is one of those questions which have fought their own way into
general acceptance. The benefits and blessings of ignorance have lost their
numerous advocates; and though, as Laplanders wonder how any can live out
of Lapland, preferring their own murky sky and oil-lit snow huts to the suns
of Italy and the palaces of Venice, so there are those still who, in a moral
sense, love darkness rather than light; yet it is a generation scanty in number
and weak in influence. The Laplanders are fast passing away. It is true that
there is a party, more numerous, perhaps, and influential than is generally
thought, who, with the architecture of the middle ages, are seeking to restore



the darkness of the middle ages. Let us not be deceived on this point. It is not
merely the arches and windows, the porches and pillars of bygone ages which
the Puseyites, lay and clerical, are seeking to renew, in all their exact detail, in
the new churches that are everywhere studding the land. These are but
symbols of a yearning after mediaeval times, when superstition debased the
people and exalted the priest; when amidst the thick darkness that brooded
over Europe no object was allowed to be seen but the illuminated dome* of St.
Peter's; when men were not suffered to look into the word of God for
instruction, or to the Spirit of God for light, but a living oracle was set up as
Christ's vicar on earth, a feeble old man at Rome, cradled in monkery, and
fed up from childhood with the subtle policy of Italian wiles.

* It is the custom once a year, either on the anniversary of the festival of St.
Peter or on the evening of Easter Sunday, to illuminate St. Peter's Cathedral,
and especially the dome, with an innumerable multitude of paper lanterns, the
effect of which is to make the whole building a mass of light. Till of late years
there was also suspended from the interior of the dome on Holy Thursday
"the cross of fire," that is, a cross eighteen feet long covered with lamps, the
rest of the building being in darkness. On account of the numerous intrigues
which the darkness permitted, this has been disused; but the symbolic
meaning of both is the same—that Rome is the source and centre of light.

The vane is but a slip of tin, but it shows the direction of the wind; the whirl of
dust is but the movement of a few grains of sand, but it is the herald of the
approaching storm. Coming events cast their shadows before. The barn-like
churches and chapels of the last century showed the ascendency of
Protestantism, whose distinctive feature is to prefer the substance to the
shadow, the word of God to form and ceremony. The recurrence to mediaeval
models shows the desire of recurrence to mediaeval times. Thus, as in the
turning vane we behold the changing wind, and in the whirling dust view the
lightning stroke, so may we see in the tracery of a Gothic window the setting
in of a flood of Popery.

It is our wisdom not to disregard the signs of the times. The child playing on
the sands does not see how steadily and stealthily the tide is rising to engulf

him, and gathers cockle shells till escape is cut off. Thus slowly and stealthily
does Popery seem to be advancing, whilst most seem unaware of its progress.



But we must acknowledge that at present the danger does not seem
immediate. Against an enemy like Rome it is well to be warned in time, for
far-seeing is her policy, deep-laid her plots, unscrupulous her measures,
innumerable her agents, and undying her determination. That she is bent
upon what she calls the conversion of England is unquestionable, and that to
achieve it she would wade up to her knees in blood is undeniable. That too she
has made great advances of late must be admitted. Many of the aristocracy,
more than is generally known, especially of the female portion, have already
received the wine cup of Babylon from Puseyistic hands, and though not
professedly Catholics are really more bent upon restoring the palmy days of
Popery than many actual Papists.

But admitting all this, if we regard the spirit of the age, the spread of
education, the diffusion of knowledge, and the power of the press, the
conviction is forced on our mind that, things continuing as they are, a return to
the Popery of the dark ages in this country is impossible. The arrogant
pretensions, the lying miracles, the persecuting spirit, the intolerant bigotry,
the priestly ambition of Rome, as carried out in the days of Dunstan or
Thomas-a-Becket, are so diametrically opposed to the spirit of the times that it
seems next to impossible that Popery, unmitigated Popery, the Popery of the
dark ages, should ever wave its banner over free Protestant England. The eyes
of England must indeed be put out and her noble heart crushed before she can
lick the dust of Rome as in the days when monks lashed the naked back of our
second Henry at Becket's tomb. The light of ages must indeed be quenched in
our native land, her schools closed, her printing presses burnt, her
parliaments silenced, her railways ploughed up, her armies scattered, her
ships sunk, her looms burnt, her factories and workshops closed, and she a
French province, sunk down into Ireland's rags and Ireland's ignorance,
before the proud priest of Rome shall put his foot on her neck. What England
may become we know not. The glory and riches of the modern Tyre may pass
away like those of ancient Tyre. But England as she now is never can become
a Popish country. English freedom and English intelligence, such as we now
see them, must be utterly overthrown before Popery can be in this country
what it is in Spain, Italy, or Ireland.

The danger that more immediately threatens us is from the other quarter. We



are not now threatened with the dethronement of intellect, but its deification.
The peril now before our eyes is not that superstition should restore the reign
of ignorance, but that education should supersede religion, and the
schoolmaster abroad should strangle godliness at home.

Time was when Sunday Schools were unknown, when the children of the poor
ran wild in the streets uncared for by parent and instructor, and grew up
semi-barbarians, without being able to read or write, or possessing the
common elements of education. If ignorance, according to the Popish saying,
be the mother of devotion, how devout must these uncombed specimens of
humanity have been. Devout indeed that generation was not, but most devoted
it was—to cock-fighting, the skittle ground, the ale-house, and the race-
course. Read they could not, but swear they could; they could not write their
own names, but were thorough masters of the vulgar tongue. Now, to take
these young barbarians into the Sunday School, subject them to its quiet
discipline, teach them to read and write, accustom them to attend a place of
worship, detach them from the gross sensual vice of their fathers, did no other
effects follow, must be excellent. Kept in its place, limited to its true object, the
Sunday School is a most admirable institution. But when, as is too often the
case, the Sunday School is made the nursery of the church, great evil arises.
There are in our great national dockyards what are called converting houses,
not, be it known, Wesleyan chapels, but sheds in which, in huge coppers
timber is steamed and boiled so as to be converted from straight stems and
limbs into curves for ships' bows and similar purposes. Here the green wood is
softened and kneaded, bent and bowed, till it assumes the requisite form.
Many a chapel has a converting house built on to it called the Sunday School
where the dockyard labourers, in the guise of teachers, steam and boil the
green wood to build up with it the vessel of the church. With boiling and
steaming, the wood may assume the due curvature; but alas! when built into
the ship, dry rot soon breaks out in the planks, and down she goes foundering
in the gale. We would not have these green timbers. Give us the rough,
gnarled oak of the forest, curved by wind and storm rather than the steamed
plank out of the Sunday School copper.

It is a great evil to consider the Sunday School the nursery of the church. Let
that principle once pervade a church, and the big boys and girls will clamour
to be let out of the nursery and sit at table with the family, as much as the

growing sons and daughters of the squire at the hall expect at a certain age to



leave the nursery for the dining-room.

Thus is the standard of religion lowered, and the new birth slurred over, the
work of grace tacitly set aside, and that deceptive thing called "early piety"
set up.

The next step is to turn the Sunday School teacher into a minister the leading
feature of whose ministry will be to trace the beginning of all religion to the
Sunday School, instancing himself as a example of youthful piety, and holding
it out as an encouragement to the elder boys that they, if very pious, may
become ministers too. And who shall say that the taller girls, when they see a
well-dressed lady looking up so admiringly to the pulpit, may not think within
themselves, ""Was not she once a Sunday School girl, and why should not 7/
become one day a minister's wife too?" When such are the rewards of piety,
who can wonder that the land overflows with it?

It has been stated that we are opposed to Sunday Schools. This is not the case.
We approve of them highly when applied to their proper use. It is their abuse
that we are opposed to. No man who has children can be opposed to the
education of children; and no one who is a friend of the poor can be opposed
to what is often the only means of educating the children of the poor. The last
man to depreciate education as education is he who has known the advantages
of it.

But education has its perils as well as its benefits. In past ages Satan worked
by ignorance; in the present he works by intellect. Before Luther and the
printing press, Satan, as an angel of darkness, shrouded his movements by the
diffusion of universal ignorance. In modern times, as an angel of light, he
works by the diffusion of knowledge. The old monk who, in reading his missal,
persisted in saying mumpsimsus for sumpsimus,* and the preaching friar who
told his hearers that there was a new language invented called Hebrew, and
that all who learned it infallibly became Jews,} were as much mouth-pieces of
Satan as Voltaire or Tom Payne.

* The Latin word "sumpsimus'’ (we have taken) occurs in the Romish missal,
Latin, we need scarcely observe, being always used in Catholic services. An
old priest before the Reformation had been accustomed for many years to say



mumpsimus; and when his mistake was pointed out to him, tartly said, '""He
liked his old mumpsimus better than their new sumpsimus,’ and stuck to it till
his death. The old priest's stock is not worn out.

+ This was the language of the preaching friars at the revival of ancient
learning.

The spread of education presents two sides, both destructive of vital godliness.
On the one hand, intellect working by secular education threatens to swallow
up external revelation by infidelity; and on the other, working by religious
education to swallow up internal revelation by Sunday School piety. As the
church always partakes more or less of the spirit of the age, the people of God
are thus exposed to two temptations; those whose heads are active and hearts
cold to be seduced into a pursuit of knowledge apart from godliness, and those
whose heads are dull and hearts warm to mistake creature piety for spiritual,
supernatural religion.

Few people, we believe, in a profession of religion have stronger leanings than
ourselves to pursuit after and love for natural knowledge. But we know its
snares and temptations, and how unsanctified knowledge hardens the heart
and deadens the soul. If one lesson more than another has been impressed on
our conscience, it is the spiritual, supernatural character of vital godliness,
and the utter worthlessness of everything in the kingdom of God but the
special teaching of the Holy Ghost. Natural knowledge is one thing, spiritual
knowledge is another. A wide gulf is fixed between them. Nature at its best is
but nature still; and education, whether elementary as at the Sunday School
or learned as at the University, does not and cannot sanctify the natural heart,
or transmute the old Adam into the new. If this broad line be not maintained,
the Sunday School may produce more harm than good.

What then should the education be that is pursued in the Sunday School?
Should the education be wholly secular and worldly? Should the children be
merely taught to read, and should all religion be discarded? Should the Bible
be set aside, prayer neglected, the voice of singing not be heard, the name of
God not be mentioned? If so, how would the Sunday School differ from the
socialist meeting? Because we cannot regenerate the children, are we to
banish the name of religion, and as it were ignore its very existence? Is there
not a medium, and we believe a scriptural medium, between fostering



hypocrisy and practising heathenism? Timothy knew the Scriptures from his
youth. Lois, then, and Eunice must have made him read the Scriptures. This
indeed was the express injunction of God in the Old Testament: '"Only take
heed to thyself, and keep thy soul diligently lest thou forget the things which
thine eyes have seen, and lest they depart from thy heart all the days of thy
life; but teach them thy sons, and thy sons' sons; especially the day that thou
stoodest before the Lord thy God in Horeb, when the Lord said unto me,
Gather me the people together, and I will make them hear my words, that
they may learn to fear me all the days that they shall live upon the earth, and
that they may teach their children." (Deut. 4:9, 10.) And if in the education of
children all religion is to be ignored, what means the New Testament
injunction to bring children up in the nurture and admonition of the Lord?
We cannot say with Chillingworth, '""The Bible and the Bible alone is the
religion of Protestants," for besides the Bible outwardly we need this blessed
Spirit inwardly; but we can say, '""The Bible and the Bible alone is the book of
the Sunday School." The children should be taught that it is the inspired word
of the living God—the word by which they will be judged at the great day.
The truths too revealed in the Bible should be laid before them, such as the
immortality of the soul, the creation and fall of man, the dreadful nature of
sin, the certainty of death and judgment, the Godhead, sufferings, atonement,
death and resurrection of the Lord Jesus Christ, the necessity of the new
birth, and the awful consequences of dying in a state of unregeneracy. A good
Sunday School teacher will never be at a loss for a topic of oral instruction—
the main course to be pursued. The parables of the Lord Jesus, the figures
and emblems of Scripture, the customs, manners, seasons, feasts, rites of the
children of Israel, the ancient prophecies, with their fulfilment, the history of
Joseph and his brethren, the wanderings in the wilderness, the book of Ruth,
the account of David and Goliath—but not to particularize, what a field of
instruction is there in the Bible for the Sunday scholar, from the least to the
greatest. Banish the Bible from the Sunday School! What will you substitute?
The history of Tom Thumb and Jack Hick-a-thrift? Or dreary lessons of dead
morality? No, let the sacred word of God be the book of the Sunday School.
We need not, to exclude hypocrisy, exclude the Bible; if so, the next step might
be to exclude the Bible from the chapel. Because we cannot treat children as
Christians, we need not treat them as heathens. So let them sing hymns; their
little voices are sweet, and let them use them. But they should not be taught
hymns that are couched in language of appropriation. What more grating to



the ear of one that fears God than to hear the words
"My Jesus hath done all things well,"
burst forth through the windows of the Sunday School?

The late Mr. Gadsby, who was a sincere friend to education, and especially to
Sunday Schools; having for many years a large one in connection with his
chapel at Manchester, much felt the impropriety of allowing the children to
sing hymns which none but believers can, without hypocrisy, use. He therefore
compiled a selection expressly for Sunday Schools. In the preface to this
selection he thus expresses himself.

""As one part of the service connected with Sunday School Teaching is singing,
I have often thought a little Selection of Hymns was desirable. It is true I have
seen several designed for that purpose, but most of them contain Hymns that
do not appear to me to be true, and, as such, I could not give them my
sanction; and all of them which I have perused lead the children to
appropriate some of the truths they contain in a way which none but true
believers can justly do.

"The design of this Selection is to give a statement of the real truths of God,
and yet in such a manner as to be a means, in the hands of the Holy Ghost (if
it be his sovereign will), to impress their minds with the solemn reality of
them, and the essential necessity of being quickened by, and taught of God,
before they can enter into his glorious kingdom."

This principle, which we consider a sound and scriptural one, does not involve
any serious loss. It is true that there are many hymns which are thereby,
wholly or in part, necessarily excluded from the Sunday School, but many
excellent hymns remain.

And here we may perhaps be allowed to give our views of what a Sunday
School hymn book should be. As the Bible is the Book of the Sunday School,
so should the Bible be the sole foundation and source of the Sunday School
hymn book. Mere dead, dry, moral lessons about cleanliness and good temper
in jingling rhyme, like some of the infant school sing-songs, should be



discarded as worse than useless. Deep are the impressions; lasting the
remembrance of songs learnt in childhood; and, as many of the Lord's people
know by painful experience, it is almost impossible to forget what rhyme and
tune have so deeply burned into the memory. Who does not find some foolish,
or worse than foolish, jingle, heard in ungodly days, haunting the mind?
Looking forward, then, to the time when Sunday scholars will become men
and women, the hymns should not be childish nonsense about clean face and
hands, duty to teachers, and being good little boys and girls, but the solemn
truths of the gospel, clear from the language of appropriation. Such hymns as,

"When Adam by transgression fell;"

"The fear of the Lord is clean and approved;"
"Whatever prompts the soul to pride;"

"The moon and stars shall lose their light;"
"Happy the men that fear the Lord;"

are not only sweet and savoury to the children of God, but eminently suitable
for a Sunday School. They contain no language of appropriation which in
unregenerate lips is little short of profanity, and yet clearly and
experimentally set forth blessed truth. Nor should we limit the range of our
vision to the Sunday School as if its present occupants were to be always
children. A few years will make them men and women and send them forth
into the whirlpool of life. The time, then, may come when the Lord may visit
by his grace some of these grown-up scholars. As we opened, what people call
promiscuously, the little book at the head of this article, the following hymn
met our eye:

"When Jesus undertook

To rescue ruin'd man,

The realms of bliss forsook,

And to relieve them ran;

He spared no pains, declined no load,
Resolved to buy them with his blood.

""No harsh commands he gave,
No hard conditions brought;
He came to seek and save,



And pardon every fault.
Poor trembling sinners hear his call;
They come, and he forgives them all."

The thought struck our mind: "If the Lord were to call a poor sinner by his
grace who had learnt those words at a Sunday School when far away from the
sound of the gospel, if applied to his soul by the Holy Ghost, what a blessing
they might prove to him!" England is sending out her thousands to distant
lands, and will most probably continue to do so more and more. Our present
scholars may in a few years be scattered far and wide. Some may be in the
wild Australian bush, or the South African desert, or the New Zealand hut,
where the sound of the gospel is unheard and unknown. Should the Lord call
any such, by his grace, texts of Scripture or sound hymns learned at the
Sunday School might be made the greatest blessing, and lead them to Jesus as
the Way, the Truth, and the Life. What a blessing have Hart's hymns been
made to the family of God! And who shall say that a line of a hymn from Hart
learnt at a Sunday School may not in after life be blessed to an Australian
emigrant! For these and similar reasons would we desire that the Sunday
School hymn book should be filled with the purest, soundest, most
experimental truth, such as we find it in Berridge and Hart, but clear from
language adapted only to a believer in Jesus.

But our limits warn us to proceed no further with our idea of what a Sunday
School hymn book should be. Such a one it would be difficult to compile; but
the one before us approaches far nearer to that idea than those miserable
compilations of free-will and trashy jingle which form the usual staple of such
productions.

A Supplement has been added to the original hymn book, which may increase
its usefulness, by adding to its length and variety.

return to index

Obituary of Mrs. E. Parsons, wife of Mr. Edward Parsons, late Minister of the
Gospel, Zion Chapel, Chichester. From a Manuscript by her Husband.—
(August, 1852.)



Next to the word of life and the preached gospel, and, we may perhaps add,
the conversation of the tried and favoured amongst the people of God, there
are few things more edifying to the soul than the records of the experience of
the living family. Even in natural biography there is for most readers a
peculiar charm. The pulses of human life so beat in unison, heart so echoes to
heart in man to man, even as it lies buried amidst the ruins of the fall, that
most are riveted by any well written, detailed description of the varied
circumstances and incidents that have stamped a character on the writer's
life. And most have a history to relate, a tale of joys and sorrows, of marked
providences and striking incidents, were they able to recollect or willing to
detail the varied events that have tracked their path and lie buried in the
secret depths of their bosom.

But if this be true naturally, how much more so spiritually! Bunyan's '""Grace
Abounding," Hart's "Experience," Huntington's ""Kingdom of Heaven,"—
where, in the whole range of spiritual reading, can we find three more
edifying books? They are the concentrated kernel of well nigh everything else
that these gracious men of God wrote. ""The Pilgrim's Progress'' lies deeply
imbedded in Grace Abounding; the Hymns of Hart in his "Experience;" and
the more than twenty volumes of the immortal Coal-heaver in '""The Kingdom
of Heaven taken by Prayer." If our books were placed on different shelves
according to their worth and value, these would occupy the first, and few,
perhaps, be found worthy to stand by their side. But as preachers have been
owned and blessed who have not had the gifts and knowledge, power and
utterance of Huntington, and writers been honoured who had neither the
temptations of Bunyan nor the experience of Hart, so there are other records
of Christian experience which well deserve a place on the shelves and in the
hearts of those that fear God. Where these accounts are genuine, clear, deep,
and powerful, they impress the heart and conscience in an indescribable
manner. The weighty things of eternity are brought vividly before the eyes;
the reality of true religion, the blessedness of those who are taught and
favoured of God, the fallacy of a dead profession, the truth of the Scriptures,
the oneness of the Spirit's teaching, all seem to be impressed on the soul of the
spiritual reader when he sees them take this living, breathing form, and thus
stamped as by the creating hand of God. And when we can follow the
suffering saints from their first convictions to their deliverance, and then all
through the wilderness of temptation to a dying bed, and see the faithfulness



of God and the efficacy of his superabounding grace manifested from first to
last, how it makes us admire and adore the depth and fulness of his infinite
and eternal love! Grace in the heart of a Christian is thus seen as in the
mirror. In the Person and work of the Lord Jesus is grace revealed, in the
word of truth is it made known; but it is only as let down into the heart that it
is tasted, handled, felt, and realized.

Now grace in the heart of one child of God will ever unite with grace in the
heart of another. If there be jars and divisions, if there be dispute and
contention in churches and among individuals, let not these be fathered on
religion. It is not grace but want of it that gives them birth and maintains
them in being. So far as grace rules and reigns, so far as the life of God is
made manifest in the conscience, there is a blessed bond of union amongst the
family of God. This bond of union may indeed lie very deep or be much
hidden and covered; the brook of love that once flowed strong and clear may
be diminished to a trickling rill; circumstances may separate the chiefest
friends; ministers may be divided, churches split, congregations dispersed, the
dearest ties severed; because iniquity abounds the love of many may wax cold;
but love itself can never die, for life and love are so one that love can only die
with life, and life the with love. It is one of the three abiding graces; and as
faith never ceases out of the believer's heart, nor hope quite dies out of his
soul, so love, however low it may sink or cold it may grow, never gives up the
ghost. If a man could cease to love he would cease to believe; and if he could
cease to believe he would cease to live; and if he ceased to live he would die out
of the body of Christ as a dead branch out of a tree. But this we know is
impossible with the people, of God. "My sheep shall never perish, neither shall
any man pluck them out of my hand;" ""Because, I live, ye shall live also."

That there is a great diversity in the experience of the Lord's people must be
acknowledged; but there is a oneness, notwithstanding, running through and
shining forth amidst that diversity. A few moments may not be out of place in
glancing at this subject. Oneness, with diversity, is the peculiar feature of the
work of God as seen in the visible creation. It is the grand clue that leads the
naturalist through the labyrinth of created beings with which we are
surrounded, from the stars that spangle the sky to the grass that we tread
under our feet. Not to mention God's noblest work, man, created in his own
image, after his own likeness, in the features of whose countenance there is the



greatest diversity, with oneness of original design and form, there is not a leaf
that waves on the trees nor a flower that blows in garden or field that is not
different, and yet alike—alike in type and nature, different in size, shape, or
colour; alike as a whole, different in detail. And if natural creation present
this beautiful combination of variety and oneness, shall not the spiritual
creation bear a similar impress of God's handiwork? That there is a striking
analogy between the old creation and the new is most plain. The figures and
parables, comparisons, and similitudes that meet us in well nigh every page of
Old Testament and New amply prove this; for were there no resemblance
between the work of creation and the work of grace there could be no room
for such comparisons.

In true experience, then, viewed as the product of God's hand, there must be
oneness. It is ""one Lord, one faith, one baptism." "For as the body is one, and
hath many members, and all the members of that one body, being many, are
one body; so also is Christ. For by one Spirit are we all baptized into one
body, whether we be Jews or Gentiles, whether we be bond or free; and have
been all made to drink into one Spirit." (1 Cor. 12:12, 13.) Without this
oneness there could be neither union nor communion. In grace as in nature,
there must be a face to look at and love. ""Thy neck," says the Bridegroom to
the Bride, "is as a tower of ivory; thine eyes like the fishpools in Heshbon, by
the gate of Bath-rabbim; thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon which looketh
toward Damascus." (Song 7:4.) The graces of the Spirit typified by the
features of her face drew forth his love. "Turn away thine eyes, for they have
overcome me." (6:5.) When we gaze upon a human countenance we
instinctively look for features. Without eyes, nose, mouth, and the other
features, and these blended and assimilated in some proportion and harmony,
it would not be the face of a man but of a monster. In the work of God on the
soul, must there not be equally marked features? And do we not look, as if
instinctively, for them? In hearing or reading, then, some professed account of
the Lord's dealings with the soul, are we not obliged sometimes to stop and
say, ""Well, there is something here like face; but where are the eyes, where
the nose, the mouth, and chin? Why, with all its roundness and softness, its
form and colouring, it is after all but a mass of flesh—a misshapen mummys;
or if there be something in it like eyes, they are certainly in the wrong place, in
the cheek or chin, and the nose, where the forehead should be. Is this a face to
draw forth love? It rather creates disgust." Is there not much of this in the



religious world? Taking the word experience in the broad, and, we may say,
misused sense, of mere feelings, without regard to their source, nature, and
end, the world is full of it. Does not the Wesleyan class leader catechize his
young brood about their experience? and does not the Romish priest draw
forth the workings of the heart from his female penitents? True experience is
not mere feeling, as feeling, but an experience of the power, presence, grace,
and teaching of God in the soul. When, then, we examine much that is called
experience, it is like looking at what claims to be a human face. And what are
many such countenances? Some are like the gutta percha faces, the new toy
that amuses children, which can be pulled and squeezed, made long or short,
round or square, to smile or frown, and yet always in the end resumes its
vacant, unmeaning stare. Hundreds of such experiences are every year
manufactured to order. Others possess no features at all—a mere mummy
and mass of flesh; or, if any features, all in their wrong places. Liberty before
bondage, gospel before law, deliverance before the prison, pardon before
guilt, assurance before unbelief, redemption before captivity, mercy before
misery; eyes, nose, mouth, chin, and cheeks all topsy-turvy, all in their wrong
place. Aye, and some features altogether wanting—holes instead of eyes, or no
eyes at all; a cheek all over the face, forehead and chin clean shaved away.
How many have what they call faith and yet no repentance, knowledge and no
contrition, confidence and no fear, boldness and no humility, praise and no
prayer, singing and no sorrowing, rejoicing and no mourning, victory without
fighting, resurrection without dying, and glory in prospect without grace in
possession! What can we make out of all this? Are we harsh, bigoted,
uncharitable, if we cannot admire nor love such an eyeless, noseless, chinless
face? Show us real, well-placed, harmonious features, and we can admire and
love them; but not a featureless, disfigured countenance—a cross between
presumption and ignorance. Let us have eyes, and we shall not inquire
whether they be blue or black; a nose, and we shall not be particular as to its
shape or size. Oneness without variety would be sameness; variety without
oneness would be disfigurement.

Amidst, then, all the variety of gracious experience, there is, as in the human
countenance, a pervading oneness and a harmony, which, like the key-note of
an air in music, runs through and blends the whole. For there is a variety, a
beautiful variety in the experience of God's family. Each tuneful bird has its
own note, each fragrant flower its own smell, each season its own beauty; and



each child of God his own experience. Their trials, temptations, afflictions,
providences, mercies, miseries, are not made in the same exact mould, nor cut
in the same precise pattern. Some sink more deeply, and others rise more
highly; some are faint and feeble, and others lively and strong; some are slow,
late, and long, others, quick, early, and short; some are cropt in their bloom,
and others hang till their leaves get brown and dusky; some promise well at
the outset and perform poorly, others promise but indifferently and ripen
better; with some, clouds and rain last nearly all day till there is a glorious
sunset, with others, cloudy bars are stretched across their evening rays,
though their morning might have been bright and clear; some walk tenderly
and humbly all their days, and others bring grief on themselves and others by
their carelessness and carnality. Yet amidst all this variety there is oneness.
The misery of sin, the vileness and deceitfulness of the heart, the guilt and
bondage that allowed carnality produces, the mercy and long-suffering of God
and the superaboundings of his grace, the suitability and preciousness of the
Lord Jesus Christ, the emptiness of all created things, the assaults and fiery
darts of Satan, the doubts and fears that spring up within when night comes
on and the beasts of the forest prowl forth, the cries and sighs that go up unto
the Lord when the battle is hot and victory hangs trembling in the balance,
the sweetness of the promises as applied to the soul, the certainty and security
of the elect, with the other blessed truths of the gospel, as appropriated and
realised—in all these features of divine experience, there is a sweet oneness of
spirit among all the family of God. To see, to feel, to realize this oneness is to
experience spiritual union and communion with the members of the body of
Christ. This is the '""communion of saints''—an article of the apostles' creed,
but to most, as dead and dry an article as the gilded sentence that stands at
the east end of a church, or the whole of the thirty-nine articles to a young
curate pouncing upon a living as a duck upon a worm. But the '"communion
of saints" is as much a living article of a Christian's faith as '"the forgiveness
of sins, the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting." This is the
mystical tie that knits heart to heart. This Jonathan felt to David, Elisha to
Elijah, Asaph to the generation of God's children, (Ps. 73:15), the saints to
each other in those Pentecostal days when they were of ""one heart and one
soul," Paul to the Corinthian believers, (2 Cor. 12:15,) and the early
Christians when the wondering heathens said, ""See how these Christians love
one another."



Here, then, is one of the main benefits and blessings of those accounts of real
Christian experience which we are sometimes favoured with. They much tend
to the edifying of the body in love. They strengthen faith, encourage hope, and
draw forth love, tenderness, and affection. The faithfulness of God is seen in
living examples, his dealings seem brought near, and there is a sweet
testimony that the Lord still reigns, that he has not forgotten the earth, and
that a seed still serves him.

We have made the porch so large that we find we have not room for the house.
As is the case with some ministers, our sermon is all introduction. We must,
therefore, following their example, defer the rest of the subject till the
evening—in other words, till the following Number.

(Continued September, 1852.)

Death sets a solemn and final stamp on the life. The setting sun casts its
expiring rays over air, earth, and sky, and tinges the whole prospect with its
peculiar prevailing colour. Be that hue lurid and threatening, or be it bright
and golden, such also is the general tone and complexion of the landscape.
Whatever darkness and gloom, mist and fog, cloud and storm, may have
marked the day, a beautiful evening, a bright sunset, makes amends, and
stamps its character on the whole. In many a tried, tempted believer has this
been spiritually verified. A bright sunset has made amends for a day of mist
and fog, cloud and storm.

But ah! how different with the ungodly! When the wicked are in full
prosperity they are like a river flowing on to a cataract. We view only the
wide, gentle flow of waters dancing and gleaming beneath the sunbeam; and
the sound of the cataract in the distance is not heard. We see only how the
ungodly spend their days in prosperity and their years in pleasure; and we
forget the abyss of misery and woe to which they are hastening. When the
waters have fallen down the precipice, and we are stunned with the noise and
wetted by the spray, we then see the beginning from the end, and how
deceitful and perilous was the river's former flow. Their pursuits and
pleasures, sins and follies, all come to remembrance, and we see misery and
destruction stamped on all their ways, from the cradle to the grave—from the



first rise of the rill to the river's final fall. If connected with us by ties of blood,
how painful the thought of their past life and present condition! and if
anything particular has marked their end—suddenness or despair, the
reflection is too acute to be borne, and it is driven from the mind by any
means, if possible.

How different the end of the righteous! Old John Newton, whose remarks
usually embody much sound sententious wisdom, used to say, '""Don't tell me
how the man died; tell me how he lived." There may be some truth in this, but
not the whole truth. If it is blessed to live well, it is blessed to die well. If living
faith is desirable, is not dying faith desirable? And if victory over the first
enemy, unbelief, and over the three middle enemies, the flesh, the world, and
the devil, is so highly prized as God's gift and faith's conquest, why should not
victory over the last enemy, death, be still more highly prized as God's last gift
and faith's greatest triumph? It is true that we read in the Scriptures much of
the life, but little of the death of Job, Abraham, Isaac, Joseph, Moses, Aaron,
and other saints of old. Stephen's blessed end, and that chiefly as connected
with his martyrdom, is, we believe, almost the only happy death specially
mentioned in the New Testament. And yet it cannot be denied that a peaceful,
happy end is greatly desirable, not only for the departing but for those who
remain behind; for strength and comfort to survivor as well as to sufferer.
The rays of the Sun of Righteousness, gilding a dying pillow, reflect a blessed
light over the whole spiritual life of the departed. If there have been
circumstances in life, such as infirmities of temper, errors of judgment, a
trying path in providence, a doubting, fearing track in grace, which may have
cast somewhat of a shade over him, an end marked beyond contradiction by
the power and presence of the God of all grace fully dispels it. Former specks
and blemishes are lost in the last flood of light; dubious marks are cleared up;
doubts and hesitations are dispersed; and triumphant grace swallows up the
last remnant of suspicion. His looks, his words are embalmed in the memory;
the tears that flow over him are not bitter and scalding, but soft and tender,
mingling holy joy with affectionate sorrow; and his very remains seem
consecrated by the spirit—the now glorified spirit, which but yesterday
tenanted them. To them affection and respect pay the last services. Faith digs
the grave; Hope deposits in it the mortal remains till the resurrection morn;
and Love writes the epitaph, on which SUPERABOUNDING GRACE is
traced in capitals so large as to leave no space for the small print of the good



qualities, or the misprint of the bad qualities of the departed. Nor does the
blessing end when the tomb has closed over the pale, cold relics of mortality.
Dying words are remembered; and often, like seeds scattered from a
harvested sheaf, afterwards spring up and grow. To many a wild son, to many
a thoughtless daughter, have the dying expressions of a believing parent been
in after life an awakening voice, and made them to feel that there was a power
in that still chamber, a reality in religion on that bed of suffering to which
they are strangers. As the blood of the martyrs was the seed of the church, so
the last life-drops of a dying parent have often not fallen to the ground like
water spilled, but have sprung up into a spiritual seed. Samson slew more in
death than in all his previous life; and thus many an expiring parent has done
more to slaughter a worldly spirit and a worldly religion in the heart of a child
by death in faith, than by a whole life of warning and admonition. Dying
words are remembered when living are forgotten; and the wild boy who
capered and sung at the warnings of a living mother may, in after years, when
tossing on the wild Atlantic, or camping beneath an Australian gum-tree, look
up and say, '""My poor mother! Would God I were like thee!"

Truthful memoirs, then, and simple genuine obituaries* are, we believe, really
profitable to the church of God; and for this reason are we pleased, as
occasion offers, to introduce them into our pages.

""At the risk of raising a smile, we cannot forbear to mention the following. A
poor woman some years ago, when several numbers had appeared without
any obituary, asked a friend of ours '""when Mr. Obi-tary" (accenting the third
syllable) '""meant to write again, for she was very fond of Mr. Obi-tary's
writings." We agree with her, that when Mr. Obi-tary has a good subject,
what appears under his name is both interesting and profitable.

The Obituary before us is that of Mrs. E. Parsons, wife of the late Mr.
Parsons, for some years an esteemed minister of the gospel at Chichester. Mr.
Lewis, whose experience has lately been perused with so much interest by
many of our readers, was a deacon in his church, and most highly esteemed
him.

It would appear that the memoir before us was found in manuscript after the
decease of Mr. Parsons. The following extracts will show its general character.



The account of the first work on her soul is thus given:

"It is now about twenty years ago since the Lord convinced my dear wife of
sin. This brought her into great trouble, and caused her to weep daily, and to
supplicate the Lord for mercy and for a knowledge of salvation by the pardon
of all her sins. The burden of her iniquity, the wrath of God, the curse and
terror of the law, and the constant fear of death, brought her very low in her
mind, and for about two years they kept her in such a weak state of body and
nerves that her life was often despaired of. Medicine neither eased her body
nor relieved her burdened mind. These things, together with the
overwhelming temptations of the enemy, and especially the temptation to put
an end to her then miserable life and the life of her own dear children, often
sank her in horror and gloom, and caused her to weep bitterly for days and
months together; and, to complete her distress, she sometimes had nothing for
food for her tender offspring. Nevertheless, through all her distress she was
enabled to call upon the Lord to 'deliver her soul from death, her eyes from
tears, and her feet from falling;' and she did so by his blessing the reading of
good Mr. Bunyan's 'Holy War' to her. It was that part where the prince
Emmanuel pardons the men who came with ropes round their necks. Again
she sank under the hidings of the Lord's face, the fear of death, the
temptations of Satan, and many more troubles; but God was gracious to her
again, and raised her up by blessing this precious portion of his holy word to
her soul in the power of the Holy Ghost, 'Is not this a brand plucked out of the
fire?' She then sang in her happy soul the sweet song of love, unprecedented
mercy, great salvation, full and free redemption, and eternal and unmerited
goodness; and although her temporal troubles were many and grievous, yet
she was enabled to sing her joyful song as she sat upon the lonely stile, or
while she was in the house, or in the street, or upon her bed in the dead
watches of the night. Then again she was brought very low through the fear of
death; so low that she could not endure to hear the Lord's children say that
when the Lord blessed them with perfect love, they longed, like good old
Simeon, to depart, for she was kept in bondage through the fear of death. But
again the Lord heard her prayer, and delivered her from her fears for a time
by these precious words: 'I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the
Lord.'"



Of the intermediate period between her state of soul, as thus described, and
her last illness there is not much here recorded. We gather, however, that her
path was for the most part one of trial and affliction, being weak in body,
nervous and dejected in spirits, tried in soul, pressed with family cares, and,
through fear of death, all her life-time subject to bondage.

But we come to the closing scenes of her afflicted life:

"On the 12th of August, I went to Midhurst for her. I found her much worse
than she was when she left home; but the Almighty gave her strength to reach
home; and, ill as she was, the dear Lord supported her, by assuring her that
'he would never leave her nor forsake her.' She continued quiet and peaceable
in her heart and mind until Saturday, having both heart and mind stayed on
the Lord and his word by the power of the Holy Spirit. She would then talk of
death with as much freedom as she would of the nearest friend, and gave
orders for her funeral with the greatest composure. She said the fear of death
was gone from her; and her death's Abolisher, her sin Atoner, her everlasting
Redeemer and perfect Saviour was with her; therefore, "When I walk through
the valley of the shadow of death I will fear no evil, for thou art with me."'"

A striking feature, as will presently appear, in her experience is her total
dependence on the Lord's support and smile. While the everlasting arms were
underneath, and the Sun of Righteousness shone, she was happy in soul; but
when night came on, all the beasts of the forest crept forth. Some call this
weak faith. We would rather call it dependent faith. Say, however, that it is
weak. It is in weakness that the strength of Christ is made perfect; and no
man has a grain more faith than the Lord bestows upon him. As we are sitting
writing, a thought occurs to our mind. Last night there was a heavy
thunderstorm. Lightnings flashed, the thunder rolled, and the rain came down
in torrents. This morning the sun is shining brightly; but dark hanging clouds
occasionally gather, and a shade comes over the scene. When the dark cloud is
gone by, how much more brightly does the sun seem to shine forth—far more
brightly than were it a day without a cloud! Is there no instruction here? The
thunderstorm of convictions clears a path for the bright morning; the passing
clouds add by contrast fresh lustre to the sun. So it was with Mrs. Parsons.
Her first distress of soul was the thunderstorm; her death-bed experience the
day chequered by cloud and sun:



"On Sunday morning, August 17th, she was very dark in her mind, bowed
down in her soul, and in trouble about her dear boy, who was gone from her,
and whom she had before been enabled to leave in the hands of the Lord. The
enemy took advantage of this trouble, and told her that all her faith was vain
and false, or she would not take up again that which she had pretended to
leave with the Lord. He also laboured hard to bring on again the fear of death,
through which she had all her lifetime been subject to bondage; but in this he
could not prevail, for her hope was an anchor to hold the poor tempest-tossed
vessel in the storm. I went to chapel with a heavy heart, a troubled mind, and
a burdened soul, to proclaim good news and glad tidings to others, when I
seemed to be of all men the most unfit, having nothing but sorrow and grief
myself; but the Almighty brought me through with a great and high hand. I
returned with a grain of faith in my heart that he would hear prayer in the
behalf of my dear afflicted partner, and that he would do as he had said to her
in the morning before I left, which was, '"What think ye, that he will not come
to the feast? He will surely come and not tarry.' And, blessed be his dear
name, he did come, and displayed his great power, showed his amazing love,
and manifested his boundless mercy unto her. She wept for joy, and said, 'O
what a precious Jesus is my Jesus! O how sweet he is!' And the dying love of
such a dear friend blessed her sweet and tender heart; and although her pain
was very sharp at times, yet she said it was nothing compared to her dear
Saviour's sufferings. She then repeated Mr. Hart's hymn:

'Heaven is that holy, happy place
Where sin no more defiles;

Where God unveils his blissful face,
And looks, and loves, and smiles,' &c.

She then said to me, 'O what a prison is this poor body! I long to be freed
from it, and see my dear Jesus without a veil between.' I said, 'There the Lord
will be your everlasting light, your God, and your glory for ever, and the days
of your mourning will be for ever at an end.' She replied, 'Yes; bless his dear
name, I hope soon to he with him.'"

But thick clouds gather. A storm is at hand—nearly as heavy, but not so long,



as the first which broke upon her soul:

""On Monday, the 18th, the scene was changed. Darkness overspread her
whole soul; her joy was gone, and sorrow came in its place; her Lord had
hidden his face; and Satan was come in his room; the Bible was a sealed book,
her evidences were lost, unbelief was prevalent, and the devil began to come in
like a flood and carry all before him; but the grace of God in her heart, that
will stand in all and through all and live for ever. In this conflict of mind and
body, and in the fire of temptation, she cried with bitter and lamentable cries,
that she was deceived, was a hypocrite, and dying. What should she do? She
said she should be left in the pains of death to cry out to us all to save her.
Then she burst forth in the most pitiful and heartfelt cries to the Lord, 'O
Lord, help me! O Lord, save me! O Lord, have mercy upon me! '""My God, my
God, why hast thou forsaken me?'"' We laboured to comfort her by recalling
to her many promises, showing her the path of the saints; and I did so, in
particular, by telling her what I had been brought through, of floods and
fears; but all in vain. She said it was useless, it was not for her; therefore, said
she, 'Say no more, for I am full of desperation. I could jump into a well or
take poison.' She then repeated one of Mr. Kent's hymns:

""Twas in the night when troubles came.
I sought, my God, for thee;

But found no refuge in that name
That once supported me.

'I saw no day-star in the skies,
'"Wrapt in perpetual gloom;

I said, "When will that sun arise
That shall my soul illume?'’

The last verse she much dwelt upon. I said, 'He will see you again, and your
heart shall rejoice.' She said, with many tears, 'I think I shall go to heaven.
Yes; I hope I shall.' I said. 'The ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come
to Zion above with songs and everlasting joy upon their heads; and you, in
spite of the devil, your unbelief, and all your enemies, shall obtain joy and
gladness, and sorrow and sighing flee away from you for ever; for in that
blessed country the inhabitants shall no more say, "I am sick."' She then said,



'l am shaken to pieces in body and soul by the enemy. O that my God would
come and put him to flight.' I said many more things to her to comfort her;
but the Comforter that should relieve her soul was far from her, although he
enabled her to maintain her hope."

With her it was a day of clouds almost to the very last. Streaks and bars were
spread even over her setting sun. The closing scene is thus described:

"Thursday morning, at about one o'clock, I was called up at her request.
When I came to her I found her in a cold sweat, dark in her mind, and
molested by the enemy of her soul. I said to her, 'You know where you are
going to through it all.' 'O yes,' she said, 'to heaven, to heaven!' At about five
o'clock, she cried out, in conflict of soul, 'O Lord, hear my prayers.' We could
see that she was much distressed, but could not learn the cause of it, as she
could not speak. At about eight o'clock, she spoke out, 'O dear Lord, I do not
know where I am going, and I am dying. Do you think that I am a child of
God?' I then said that the enemy was thrusting sore at her and her interests in
a dear Redeemer. I then began to point out to her that all the saints of God
had been tried on the same ground, and that the infernal foe had brought his
daring 'buts,' 'ifs,' and 'hows,' to her dear Jesus, to try to dispute him out of
his Sonship; and that she would be more than a conqueror over the devil, sin,
death, hell, and the grave through him that loved her and gave himself for
her. Then I brought forth this precious portion of God's word, 'The Lord is
good, and a stronghold in the day of trouble, and he knoweth them that put
their trust in him.' She gave me a sweet smile, and replied, 'Yes, he is good to
me.' She then lay suffering much in body, and at times rambling, through
extreme weakness, until about half-past ten o'clock, when she looked up with
a bright and heavenly countenance, and said to me, 'He will never leave me
nor forsake me, world without end.' I said, 'I know, my dear, his word is
firmer than heaven and earth, for these must pass away, but not a jot or tittle
of his word shall ever fail, but shall be fulfilled in your behalf and in behalf of
the Lord's family. "Faithful is he who hath called you, who also will do it.""'
The enemy was again obliged to fly before the almighty Captain of salvation,
and to leave her again in peace and quietness, for she was returned to her
rest; but her conflict with death was still upon her, and she said, 'Now the
enemy is afflicting my poor body.' At about twelve o'clock, she said to me, 'Do
you not see that blood?' I could not understand her. 'Why,' she said, 'the



precious blood of Christ.' About half an hour after, she said, 'My heart sinks;
but how can I sink with such a prop;' She had not strength to utter the whole
sentence. I then said, 'As bears the world and all things up.' She then nodded
her head, as much as to say, 'Yes, that is what I meant to say.' She continued
while the cold sweat of death was upon her, to call upon the Lord to help her
and grant her patience to go through the valley of the shadow of death. At
about six o'clock, she thought as well as we that she was going to her rest. I
took her up in my arms, she then lifted up both her hands to heaven, and said,
'Come, Lord Jesus, and receive me!' and then sank breathless into my arms.
We then stood in silent sorrow, and thought that her sufferings were at an
end, but they were not quite filled up, for she revived again and brought up
the phlegm, and said that she should see the light of another morning. At
about nine o'clock in the evening, she shook hands with us all, and said, with a
heart full of comfort and a real feeling of love to each, 'God bless you! God
bless you!' Her nurse said to her, 'You have not kissed me for some time.' She
then took her round the waist and Kkissed her several times. Then she said,
'Now all of you lay down and sleep and rest, and I will go to rest;' and to me
she said, 'You come here and lie down with me, my dear.' Then she said,
'Now, my God, do not forsake me in my last moments.' Then she went off into
a sleep, and neither moved hand nor foot for several hours, but she lay
labouring for breath, and with the cold hand of death upon her. Some time
before she breathed her last, she looked very earnestly upon us, and was very
sensible; and, as I stood by her bedside, she fixed her eyes upon me, beaming
with the love of her Saviour, and tried hard to speak, but could not. I said to
her, with a heart too full to bear any more, as I thought, 'My dear, I know you
cannot speak.' She then put up her cold and almost lifeless hand, and waved it
towards heaven and over her head, as a token of triumph, victory, and joy in
God her Saviour, and breathed out her happy spirit unto the Lord her God, at
five minutes past eight o'clock on Friday morning, October 3rd, 1845."

Well has Hart said,

""See the suffering church of Christ,
Gather'd from all quarters;

All the names in that red list
Were not murder'd martyrs."



There are other martyrs than those who are torn by wild beasts in the Roman
amphitheatre, or burnt to ashes in Smithfield. All suffer with Christ, though
all do not suffer for Christ; for if we suffer not with him, we shall not reign
with him. Judging from this memoir, Mrs. Parsons was one of these inward
martyrs. Since her departure her widowed husband has been called to pass
Jordan's flood. There we leave them, inscribing on their tomb that memorable
voice from heaven: "Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord from
henceforth; Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may rest from their labours; and
their works do follow them" (Rev. 14:13).

return to index

A Treatise on Various Subjects. By John Brine.—(October, 1852.)

It is rather more than one hundred and ninety years ago since the Church of
England cast out of her bosom two thousand of her most faithful ministers.*
Nor was she satisfied with merely ejecting them and reducing them and their
families to poverty and want; she added to it the most bitter and harassing
persecution. Urged on by Clarendon, the same ungodly Parliament which
passed the infamous Bartholomew Act proceeded to treat as criminals not
only the ejected ministers, but all those who cleaved to their ministry. Fine,
imprisonment, and transportation to the colonies, another word for a worse
than African slavery, were the punishments which ungodly magistrates,
without judge or jury, could, on the oath of a common informer, inflict upon
men of whom the world was not worthy.¥

* By the Act of Uniformity it was required that on or before St.
Bartholomew's Day, Sunday, August 24th, 1662, every clergyman should be
re-ordained if he had not before received episcopal ordination; should declare
his unfeigned assent and consent to everything contained in and prescribed by
the Book of Common Prayer; should take the oath of canonical obedience to
the bishop; should abjure the solemn league and covenant; and should
renounce the principle of taking arms, on any pretence whatsoever, against
the king.

It was the three first articles chiefly that the Nonconformist ministers objected
to, and could not conscientiously comply with. Two thousand were in



consequence ejected from all their preferments, or voluntarily relinquished
them.

1 By the Act of Uniformity, every clergyman who should officiate without
being what was called properly qualified was punishable by fine and
imprisonment; but in 1664 an additional Act was passed, in which it was
enacted that wherever five persons above those of the household should
assemble for religious worship, every one of them was liable, for the first
offence, to be imprisoned three months, or to pay £5; for the second, to be
imprisoned six months, or pay £10; for the third, to be transported seven
years, or pay £100.

Think of a poor labourer, with a large family, being transported to Virginia,
to work like a Negro slave in a tobacco plantation under the burning sun of
America, nominally for seven years, but really for life. And for what? Because
he met with a few gracious souls in a cottage to read and pray or hear the
word. By the Five Mile Act none of the deprived ministers were allowed to
come within five miles of a market town. And all this time iniquity ran down
the streets like water.

But it is not our purpose to dwell here on the sufferings of our Puritan
ancestors. Let us rather endeavour to trace out in their sufferings the
mysterious purposes of God. True religion never flourished, never can
flourish, except in adversity. Prosperity is its death. However paradoxical the
assertion may seem, true religion was in this country saved by the very blow
that was aimed at its life. Had the scheme of comprehension succeeded which
was to embrace in the National Church Bunyan, Owen, and Goodwin, with
Archbishops Sheldon* and Sharpe, vital religion would have been strangled
in its embrace. Owen, with a mitre on his brow, could hardly have written his
work ""On the Spirit." Bunyan, enthroned in a stall in Canterbury cathedral,
would not have written "The Pilgrim's Progress." Bedford Gaol was a better
place for him than the cathedral close.

* Archbishop Sheldon among the bishops, and Lord Clarendon among the
king's councillors, were the chief instigators of the Parliament which passed
the Act of Uniformity.



+ Sharpe, Archbishop of St. Andrews, was the chief instrument employed by
Charles II in restoring episcopacy in Scotland, and was a fearful persecutor of
the Covenanters. He was cruelly murdered in 1679, on Magus Muir, near St.
Andrews.

The circumstances of the time were very peculiar. Few have any idea of the
flood of ungodliness and profanity which characterised the reign of Charles
I1. It was not merely libertinism and the most unblushing profligacy which
stalked abroad in open day, but the most avowed infidelity and coarsest
profaneness. It was as if all hell had broken loose; and as if ungodliness,
chained up by the iron hand of Cromwell, would now take its full swing, and
make ample amends for past deprivations. The Puritans, called so derisively
from their purity of principle and conduct, were hooted down, and driven
from society as disturbers of the public peace. They had no need to separate
themselves from the world, the world separated them from itself. Thus one
grand point was gained. The church and the world were really separated.
Ranks of society in those days were much more marked by outward
distinctions than in our own. The gayest dresses, the richest silks, the most
gaudy colours were then worn by all of both sexes who aspired to worldly
distinction. Here were our Puritan ancestors specially distinguished. Their
plain garb and unadorned apparel at once marked them. This made a gulf
between the world and them, now too much bridged over. And as thus they
were driven out of the world, they were more closely united with each other
than we have in our day any conception of. Two distinct forces were thus at
work to bring together the people of God—external persecution and internal
love. One drove and the other drew; one closed the circle from without, and
the other attracted in the circle from within.

But as in all ages grain and chaff have been strewn on the same floor, wheat
and tares have grown up in the same field, fish, good and bad, have swum in
the same net, the Puritan assemblies were not exempt from admixture. If
there was a Judas among the disciples, an Ananias and Sapphira among the
Pentecostal converts, a Demas among Paul's personal friends, were the
Puritans likely to be, according to their name, a pure heap of unmixed grain?
But this very circumstance exercised a peculiar influence on their ministry
and writings. If there had been no Talkatives in the little meetings at Bedford
or Gamlingay, what materials would there have been for Bunyan's inimitable



life-portrait? If no Mr. By-ends or Hold-the-world were to be found within
reach of the Tinker's eye and voice, they would not have fallen within the
scope of the Tinker's pen. Mr. Money-love, it will be remembered, says to his
good friend By-ends, '"They, and we, and you, Sir, I hope, are going on
pilgrimage." And pilgrimage in those days did not mean complying with the
Act of Uniformity. In this, however, as elsewhere, we see good springing out of
evil. Being thrown by the circumstances already mentioned more closely
together, if there was on one side deeper hypocrisy, there was on the other
clearer discernment. In their small assemblies character became more closely
watched, and therefore better known. Professors of religion lived more under
each other's eye. There was more spiritual conversation; more discussion of
doctrine and experience; more marked displays of God's providence; more
mutual intercourse and affection; more sympathy and communion; more
bearing of each other's burdens; and more general equality and brotherhood
than we have any idea of. Those who experimentally knew the things of God
lived more under their power and influence than in our day; and religion, as a
personal reality, was with them more a matter of daily and hourly experience
and consideration. As a necessary consequence, counterfeits were better got
up. If the coins from heaven's mint had in those days a clearer ring, were of
brighter hue, bore a more deeply-cut impress, and showed a closer
resemblance to the Sovereign's image, the master of the infernal mint was not
then behind in his imitative coinage. The rude, mis-shapen, base money of the
present day would not have passed in times when Bunyan and Owen were
assayers. Their sharp eyes would soon have detected the clumsy counterfeit.
This has made the Puritan writers so searching, so discriminating, so minute
in the marks which they lay down of a real work of grace.

But the Puritan ministers were also men mighty in the Scriptures. When they
had opportunity they had been hard students. Dr. Owen was one of the most
learned men of the seventeenth century, and was appointed by Cromwell
Dean of Christ Church and Vice-Chancellor of the University of Oxford,
mainly for the advantage of the students. Most also of the ejected ministers
were men of ability and learning. But persecution drove them from public
libraries; and poverty soon compelled them to part with books for bread. A
learned ministry was rather an idol with the Puritans; and this idol was to be
broken. Having to defend the truth from the assaults of Popery on the one
hand and infidelity on the other, they had been compelled, as they considered,



to study works of learning. But, hunted down by informers, haled before
magistrates, hooted by mobs, and immured in prisons, they had little time for
learned researches. Poverty made them dig other roots than those of Hebrew
words; and the prison taught them to tag laces instead of turning over
lexicons. Hiding in a wood by day, and preaching in a cottage by night,
expecting every moment to hear the door driven in, were not situations
favourable to hard reading. Folios and quartos, the usual sized books of that
day, were not readily carried about when soldiers were on their track; and a
hollow tree or a damp cellar made but an indifferent study. Thus were they
driven to study the heart instead of books, and to watch the movements of
grace and the workings of sin instead of confuting the infidel arguments of
Hobbes, or replying to the objections of Socinus.

The work of grace on the soul, its various counterfeits, how far a person may
g0 and not be a Christian, the certain marks of regeneration, the opposition
made to it by sin and Satan, the privileges and duties of a believer, the misery
and danger of an unconverted state, the work of Christ on the cross, and the
influences and operations of the blessed Spirit on the heart—these and similar
topics form the staple of the writings of the Puritans. And though in some
points, such as the law, general invitations, &c., they may be obscure, or even
erroneous, yet where they are at home there is a peculiar weight and power in
their works. They are eminently scriptural and invariably practical. They
were keen anatomists of the human heart, dissecting its hidden fibres to the
very core. Its deceitfulness and hypocrisy were well known to them, and they
possessed a peculiar ability in laying bare all its pretences and false refuges.
They were sometimes, perhaps, too systematic, and would scarcely tolerate the
least deviation from the prescribed formulas of doctrine and experience. But
they were a blessed generation, maintaining alive by their writings, when
persecution had much silenced their voices, the hidden life of godliness in the
hearts of hundreds; and by sending abroad from their hiding-places their
spiritual and savoury works, they much made up by their pen what had been
lost from their tongue.

But as they obtained rest from persecution, they began to decline in power
and savour. The darkest period which the church of God in this country has
ever seen, since the Reformation, was in the reign of Queen Anne. Dissent had
obtained a legal footing at the Revolution of 1688. From that era commenced



the decline of vital religion till the time of Whitefield. The eighteenth century
arose in the thickest cloud that has overspread this country since Popery fell.
We live, it is true, in a day of much spiritual declension; but things were much
worse then. Nearly all the Dissenting churches were sunk into Arianism. Little
else but dead morality was heard in pulpits where free grace was formerly
proclaimed. Religion, in fact, had sunk so low that when Whitefield went
about proclaiming the new birth; it was a doctrine as new to the Dissenters as
to the adherents of the National Establishment. A rational religion was the
order of the day, and as much preached in the chapel as in the church. The
Lord doubtless had a people; a seed still served him; but the strength and
vigour of those days when Bunyan preached and Owen wrote were gone.
Strangers had devoured Ephraim's strength, and he knew it not. We admit
that our day is a day of sad declension in the church, and of great ungodliness
in the world. But those who speak of these days as the worst that England ever
knew, religiously and nationally, are evidently unacquainted with either side
of the subject. We feel not the least hesitation in asserting that one hundred
and fifty years ago there was more open brutality in the lower classes, and
more profligacy in the upper, than the present generation would tolerate.
Many, many years have elapsed since we read the works of that day and
generation; but our memory, in some things too retentive, has not forgotten
what made such deep impressions on the boyish mind. We have no desire, nor
indeed would it be right, to bring forward the evidence to this point, which lies
hidden in the memory and had best be for ever forgotten; but were it
necessary, we could easily substantiate the truth of our statement by
mentioning a few particular instances. Nor do we hesitate to say that the truth
is now better known and more widely preached than in the days of Watts and
Doddridge.

But the Lord has, in the darkest days, preserved a remnant in the earth, and
has always maintained an apostolic succession, not indeed in the Puseyistic
sense, but in the spiritual acceptation, of a series of gracious ministers to feed
the church which he hath purchased with his own blood.

Amongst them we believe we may enrol the name of John Brine, whose name
stands at the head of the present article.

To this republication of one of his best works is prefixed a short memoir of the



author, from which we extract the following particulars.

John Brine was a native of Kettering, Northamptonshire, where he was born
in the year 1703. He was one of the first fruits of the ministry of Dr. Gill, who
was, when a young man, member of the Baptist Church at Kettering, and
preached occasionally at Higham Ferrers. At an early age, Mr. Brine joined
the same church, and after some time was called by it to exercise his
ministerial gifts. After preaching occasionally for some time, he became
pastor of the Baptist Church at Coventry. There he continued for a few years,
when he was invited to the pastoral charge of the church assembling in
Curriers' Hall, Cripplegate, London. His labours in London comprised a
period of thirty-five years. He was a copious and able writer, and published
many works which are now almost forgotten. He died Feb. 21st, 1765, in the
sixty-third year of his age; and as he left positive orders that no funeral
sermon should be preached, his request was partly complied with. His very
intimate friend, Dr. Gill, preached, however, on this occasion from 1 Cor.
15:10: "By the grace of God I am what I am;" and in a note appended to the
sermon, thus writes of his departed friend:

"I am debarred from saying so much of him as otherwise I could do. I was
born in the same place, and he was among the first fruits of my ministry. I
might take notice of his natural and acquired abilities, his great
understanding, clear light, and sound judgment in the doctrines of the gospel
and the deep things of God; of his zeal, skill, and courage in vindicating
important truths published by him to the world, and by which he being dead
yet speaketh. I might also observe to you that his walk and conversation in the
world was honourable and ornamental to the profession which he made, and
suitable to the character he sustained as a minister of Jesus Christ, which
endeared him to his friends and to all who knew him; but I am forbid to say
more."

In Brine's day there was a very great departure in the Dissenting churches
from the discriminating doctrines of the gospel. This is evident from the
writings of Skepp, Toplady, Gill, and other writers of that day, who now seem
to us, from that circumstance, more doctrinal than experimental. The lamp of
truth was hidden in the sepulchre, and they had to dig it out, trim the wick,
and lift it up on high. We now content ourselves with stating doctrine. But



they had to prove it. Election and the other glorious truths of God's word were
with them pregnant with life; not, as often now, a cold, dead, lifeless
statement. They had the soul where we too often have only the body. They felt,
therefore, a holy unction and sacred boldness in bringing forth and defending
the truth of God—truth which had been revealed by the Spirit with power to
their soul. They clearly saw and felt that Arminianism was the parent of
Arianism, Arianism the twin brother of Socinianism, and Socinianism the
direct sire of infidelity. The low state of the churches, in which the power and
savour of godliness were well-nigh extinct, they attributed justly to the low
doctrines then almost universally preached. And as they felt that the glorious
doctrines of the gospel had instrumentally lifted their souls out of the pit, they
preached them to others with the same unction and power with which they
had themselves received them.

Some persons cannot understand why the doctrinal preachers of our day
should not be as highly esteemed and as greatly blessed as the doctrinal
preachers of the last century. They do not see the wide difference between
receiving the truth at first hand and at second hand. When Toplady preached
election, and Whitefield urged the new birth, they preached what their souls
had received directly and immediately from God. It was not with them a
second or third running, but the pure blood of the grape. Their souls had
drunk of the wine of the kingdom; and, like the apostles on the day of
Pentecost, they preached under its influence. Peter preaching Christ's
resurrection at Jerusalem, Athanasius contending for the Trinity at
Alexandria, Luther declaring justification by Christ's righteousness at
Wittenberg, Knox thundering against Popery at St. Andrews, Whitefield
pouring out his very soul in enforcing the new birth in Moorfields, Toplady
urging election at Orange Street Chapel, all preached with the Holy Ghost
sent down from heaven. Many ministers now preach just the same truths; but
are they equally blessed? No. Why not? Because they have not received them
in the same way, nor do they preach them under the same power and
influence. Their thunders are mimic thunders; their preaching is rather acting
than preaching. Some one asked to see the sword of Scanderbeg, a celebrated
warrior against the Turks, which was preserved in a museum. '"Why,"
exclaimed he, "there is nothing remarkable in this sword." "No," was the
reply; ""but you should have seen the arm which wielded it." So the doctrines
of justification, as preached by Luther, and of the new birth, as urged by



Whitefield, may be stated by any white-cravated youth, with a few hairs on his
chin. It may be the sword of Scanderbeg; but where is the hand that made it
drunk with the blood of the slain? The secret of all preaching and of all
writing is power; and if that be denied, the tongue and pen are both those of
the stage.

But besides the doctrinal statements, there is in the writings of Brine much
that is closely experimental. Here, we think, he peculiarly shines, for he was
evidently a man who knew much of his own heart. Among the papers in the
present volume there is one, '"On the Causes of Declension in the Power of
Godliness," which seems to us very excellent. He treats first of the causes of
declension, showing that there is a connection between cause and effect, and
that much of this declension is attributable to ourselves. An extract here may
be profitable.

"IV. Criminal indulgences are very prejudicial to grace. It may be taken as a
certain rule that by whatever means sin is increased, grace is impaired, and
the flesh grows in strength when and so far as it is gratified in its desires; it
increases in its demands as fast as they are answered, for it is of an insatiable
nature. In vain shall we expect sin to abate of urgency in its pleas and
arguings for gratification, if in any degree, or in any acts, we are prevailed
with to give it countenance; modesty and limits it has none. We shall always
find it grow in impetuosity and violence by every act of indulgence it is able,
through its artifice and cunning, to obtain. The only way of keeping it under is
refusing to hearken to its solicitations. If once it gains a small advance, it will
not fail of making a great advantage to itself by our inadvertency and folly;
and, in proportion, to the increase of the vigour of sin, grace declines in its
strength, darkness spreads itself over the mind, and an indisposedness to
spiritual acts and duties is the certain consequence of all sinful self-pleasing.
There are lusts of the sensitive and lusts of the intellectual part; indulgence to
the latter is as dangerous and hurtful as indulgence to the former, though but
few seem to be persuaded of its truth. Pride is as pernicious as intemperance,
and covetousness is not less hurtful than incontinence. If we follow after lying
vanities of any sort, we forsake our own mercies. Backsliding is always
attended with very ill consequences to ourselves, as it dishonours our heavenly
Father. If our conversation is vain, frothy, and unguarded, we have no reason
to wonder that we are lean in our souls, that our graces are languid, and that



we are destitute of those spiritual comforts we formerly enjoyed. It is a
dreadful delusion to imagine that we may pamper the flesh and at the same
time preserve the vigour of the spirit. Grey hairs will certainly be found upon
us, whether we are sensible of it or not, if the corrupt lusts in our hearts are
suffered to break forth into acts. Indeed, it is not in our own power to give
spirit to the new man; but we can surely wound the new creature in us, and
bring it under a sad waste of spirits, by acting a part agreeable to the old man.
The eruptions of lust will assuredly be followed with a melancholy decay in
grace; for if we live after the flesh we shall die, i.e., we shall decay in the
exercise of our grace, lose our comforts, and bring our souls into such a
condition as may render it very difficult to determine, upon inquiry, whether
we are in the flesh or in the Spirit—dead in sin, or dead unto it. O the
egregious folly that many are guilty of who feed the carnal part, to the great
detriment of their spiritual part! If, indeed, they are true Christians, it must
be confessed that their behaviour affords very little evidence of real
Christianity."

He next treats of the symptoms of declension, and unfolds the state into which
the soul often sinks through carnality and self-indulgence. He shows how the
conscience becomes deadened and hardened, and the grief and sorrow which
always accompany true restoration.

Another chapter treats on the ways of revival, and the means by which God
restores his wandering sheep; and with an extract from this part of his
subject, as we have somewhat exceeded our usual limits, we will conclude our
present article.

""Shall we be so ungrateful to our heavenly Father as to bury in forgetfulness
the gracious discoveries of his kindness, grace, and mercy to our souls when
we were overwhelmed with a sense of guilt, curse, and vengeance which we
saw we had contracted, and whereunto we were exposed, without any ground
of hope of relief and deliverance, but only from that infinitely glorious Object
against whom we had been sinning all our days? Let us remember how sweet
the gospel was to us! what a rich treasure and delightful food it was to our
famishing souls! how we delighted in the ordinances of Christ, that we 'sat
under his shadow with great delight, and his fruit was sweet to our taste!' The
remembrance of these things, on the one hand, may produce joy; and on the
other, shame, sorrow, indignation, and revenge against sin and ourselves,



when we consider what a melancholy change we have passed under. Oh!
surely with shame, blushing, and confusion of face we must think of our
present declension. What want of watchfulness against sin is now found in us,
and what near approaches do we dare to make unto it! What a languor is
there in our graces! How little is faith in exercise! And how is our love abated
to God, to Christ, to his gospel, his ordinances, and his people! We cannot
wholly be insensible that we are without those gracious visits of divine love
from our covenant Father, our only Saviour, our best Friend, and Elder
Brother, who was born for our help and relief in the worst of adversity, which
in time past our souls enjoyed. And this distance between God and our souls is
the consequence of our sin, sloth, negligence, and base ingratitude. Are our
hearts affected with this as they ought to be? They are not, God knows. We
are in a sad slumber, perhaps some are in a dead sleep, as we used to say, and
nothing will wake and rouse them out of their wretched carnal security, but
some shocking and terrible dispensation, which, whenever it comes, will pull
them into the utmost consternation and terror, and they may not be able to
determine whether they are of the living in Jerusalem or sinners and hypocrites
in Zion, whose portion will be fearfulness here, and everlasting burnings
hereafter, notwithstanding that flourishing profession they once made! Awful
thought indeed! Should we not each of us say, What have I done to cause God
to hide his face from me? Wherein have I grieved the Holy Spirit, which hath
occasioned him to withhold his benign, comforting influences from my poor
soul, through the want of which I am attended with darkness, deadness, loss of
spiritual consolation, joy in God, and am at a great uncertainty, in my own
apprehension, whether I am in the way to heaven, or in the broad road to hell
and destruction? Oh! the bitter effects of sin!"

return to index

"The Greatness of the Soul, and the Unspeakableness of the Loss thereof."
""No Way to Heaven but by Jesus Christ." "The Strait Gate." By John
Bunyan. To which is prefixed an Introductory Essay of his Genius and
Writings, by Robert Philip, Author of '"The Life and Times of Bunyan."—
(November, 1852.)

There is a yearning in the mind of man after name and fame. Shrinking from
oblivion, grasping at an earthly immortality, the ambitious heart desires not



wholly in death to die. It would not pass away as unnoticed and as unknown
as the leaf which falls into the babbling brook, and, after a few whirls, sinks to
the bottom with scarce a bubble to mark its vanishing out of light into
darkness. Few indeed care for life eternal—for an immortality of happiness
and holiness in the mansions of heavenly bliss; or if there be a passing desire
for heaven, it is but to escape hell. But to achieve an immortality amongst
their fellow-men; to be or to do something which shall secure the proud and
rare distinction of living after death in the memories and on the lips of
successive generations, is a deep-seated feeling in the human breast. This felt
Absalom, as the Scripture records: '""Now Absalom, in his lifetime had taken
and reared up for himself a pillar, which is in the king's dale; for he said, I
have no son to keep my name in remembrance; and he called the pillar after
his own name; and it is called unto this day, Absalom's Place." (2 Sam. 18:18.)
This feels the school-boy who cuts his name on the form, as much as the
painter, who longs that the canvas may breathe his name when the fingers
which spread it with form and colour lie mouldering in the dust; or the poet,
who is content to die if his verses live for him from generation to generation.
But this coveted distinction is attained by few. ""Surely," says the Psalmist,
"they are disquieted in vain." "Their memorial is perished with them." But
could they obtain their object, it would be but a shadow. No applauding
breath of man reaches them in their gloomy abode; no rills of human praise
let fall a drop of water from earth to hell to cool their burning tongue. Most
names that are remembered and handed down to posterity are of men in
whom the Spirit of God was not. They were of the world; their words and
actions were inspired by a worldly spirit, and directed to worldly ends.
Therefore the world loved them in life, honoured them in death, and bestows
on them after death the only reward it has to give—an earthly immortality.
But when we view what they were in life, and what they are in death; when we
lift up the veil which hides the mansions of the dead, is their lot worth
coveting? Alas! no. Their soul is no more cheered by the honours paid to their
memory than their mouldering dust is gladdened by the marble monument
which stands over their grave. Solomon has already written the epitaph of this
admired son of fame, the compendious history of his birth and death,
beginning and end. "For he cometh in with vanity, and departeth in darkness,
and his name shall be covered with darkness. Yea, though he live a thousand
years twice told, yet hath he seen no good; do not all go to one place?" (Eccles.
6:4, 6.)



But there are a few, and a few only, who have won a double immortality.
Their names, their works, their influence survive them on earth when their
happy spirits are bathing in the bliss of heaven. To be a Shakespeare, a Byron,
a Voltaire—who that fears God would accept so wide-spread a name to accept
with it what we may well apprehend is their present and future portion?
Better be the meanest pauper who starves on a parish pittance; better be the
shoeless wretch that sweeps the public crossing; better live in a hovel and die
in a hospital, with the grace of God in the heart, than have a world-wide, time-
enduring name when the soul is howling in hell.

And yet there is, we will not say an immortality, for that word is
inappropriate to what blooms only on earth, but a living after death here
below which is worth coveting. It is to be made a blessing to the church of
God, not only in our day and generation, but when the grave shall have closed
over us. The usefulness of most of God's servants necessarily terminates with
their life. When their tongue is silent, the Spirit of God speaks no more by
them, except at least so far as he may bring to remembrance words dropped
from their lips. Few ministers of Christ leave any memorial behind them but
souls called by their ministry, or the affection which recalls their names and
words to remembrance. Some indeed write books, useful in their day, but they
slowly fall into the gulf of oblivion. How active were pen and press in the days
of the Reformation. Who now reads Bucer, Beza, (Ecolampadius, or
numerous other authors found in almost every hand in the sixteenth century?
Who reads even the still more famed works of Luther, Calvin, or John Knox?
They are to be found in dusty libraries, and are sometimes consulted by men
of learning and research; but do they stand as of old on every bookshelf?
Where, too, are the works of the seventeenth century, a more prolific period
still? Howe, Owen, Goodwin, Flavell, and a few others still survive, and their
works are sometimes reproduced; but the great majority of the Puritan
divines have gradually sunk into oblivion.

One honoured name forms, however, a striking exception. That name, we
need hardly say, is BUNYAN. The "Pilgrim's Progress' is known wherever
the English language is spoken. Nay, it has become known beyond those limits,
by means of translation into most of the European, and into some Oriental



tongues. A great critic and historian® has said that the seventeenth century, so
prolific in writers, produced but two thoroughly original works, which would
be handed down to posterity; and it was noteworthy that both these were
produced by the pens of Dissenters—Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Progress," and
Milton's "Paradise Lost."

* Macaulay.

Bunyan himself, we believe, was not aware of his own peculiar genius. Owing
nothing to education, his powerful intellect grew like a wild tree, unpruned
and unnailed to university wall, but it made up in strength for what it might
lack in symmetry. He possessed by nature three rare gifts, which education
might have refined, but could not have imparted, and possibly might have
weakened—a most vivid imagination,—a singular power of dramatic
representation,—and a most expressive style and language. The first and last
are self-evident; the second may require a few words of explanation. Bunyan
possessed, then, one of the rarest faculties of the human mind—the power of
so throwing himself into the very character which he was drawing that he
makes him speak exactly as that person would have spoken had he actually
existed. A Puritan in principle and practice, he justly abhorred the theatre;
and yet, without knowing it, he possessed in the highest degree that very talent
in which consists the perfection of that species of writing. By means of this
peculiar talent, his men and women are to us as substantial realities, as
thoroughly living, breathing characters as if they had actually existed.
Christian, Pliable and Obstinate, Faithful and Hopeful, with matronly,
prudent Christiana, and modest, maidenlike, timorous Mercy—we know them
all as if we had lived next door to them. This perhaps is his most striking
faculty, and has made the "Pilgrim's Progress' a spiritual drama. What life
and animation has this gift cast over it! Look, as a sample, at Obstinate's short
and characteristic sentences. "Tush! away with your book. Will you go back
with us or no?" "What, more fools still!" Compare these sharp, short, iron
sentences with Pliable's soft, wax-like, ductile words, ""And do you think that
the words of your book are certainly true?'" How his pliable disposition is
shown by this soft, drawling sentence to turn and wind itself round Christian's
belief! But what a peculiar gift was this to strike off with a few words two
characters which have imprinted themselves on the minds of hundreds of
thousands! But look also at his vivid, powerful, picturesque imagination. How



image after image comes forth with unflagging interest and boundless variety!
What force and power in his pictures! The Slough of Despond, and the Wicket
Gate, and the Hill of Difficulty, and the Castle of Giant Despair, the Vale of
the Shadow of Death, Vanity Fair, Faithful's trial, and the close of all—the
passage of the Dark River—why does the mere mention of these scenes recall
them at once so distinctly to mind? Because they are drawn by a master's
hand, giving form and body to scenes pictured in his imagination as living
realities. His hand but executed what his eye saw; and thus his vivid
imagination has engraved them more deeply on our memory than many
scenes which we have seen with our bodily eyes. Is any book so well
remembered? Has any made so vivid an impression? And all without the least
effort on the part of the writer. In the Apology which he prefixed to it, for he
must needs apologise for a production so different from the usual stamp of
Puritan writings, he says,

"Well, so I did; but yet I did not think

To show to all the world my pen and ink

In such a mode; I only thought to make

I knew not what; nor did I undertake

Thereby to please my neighbour; no, not I;

I did it mine own self to gratify.

"Neither did I but vacant seasons spend

In this my scribble; nor did I intend

But to divert myself, in doing this,

From worser thoughts, which make me do amiss."

He wrote not to go down to posterity but '"to divert himself."

Having now my method by the end,
Still as I pulled, it came."

So John pulled away at the skein and weaved the bright threads into a web of
unfading colours and imperishable texture. But even then, when he took it off
the beam, and rolled it out, neither he nor his friends knew what to make of it.

"Some said, John, print it; others said, Not so:
Some said, It might do good; others said, No."



Simple-hearted John! Admirable critics!

The third striking feature is the plain, clear, strong, noble, good old Saxon
English in which it is written, a style so admirably suited to the great mass of
readers, and at the same time possessing, from its purity and simplicity, a
peculiar charm for the most refined English ear.

"But," suggests a reader, '""you have merely noticed the genius of Bunyan!
What was that? It was only nature. There was no grace in that. Why do you
not speak of his grace and experience, and the teaching of the Spirit in his
soul?" But, my good friend, don't you see how the Lord bestowed this genius
on a poor illiterate tinker for a special purpose? Did not grace sanctify his
natural genius, and direct it to the glory of God and the good of his people?
And don't you perceive how this peculiar genius, of which you think so lightly,
was absolutely necessary to produce the "Pilgrim's Progress," a work which
will live when our heads are laid low? Bunyan was not striving after effect,
beyond the best of all effects—being made a blessing to the church of God. He
was not aiming at a dramatic representation of character, which a playwright
might well envy. He saw Christian with his mind's eye in the Slough of
Despond. His own feet had been fast held there. He saw and heard him in the
dungeons of Giant Despair. He had lain there himself, and the iron had
entered into his soul. He did not sit down as a play-writer to produce a drama,
of which every character and scene were thoroughly fictitious. He had himself
passed through all the scenes, and was, under the name of Christian, the
leading character, the hero of the piece. The successive scenes were all deeply
imbedded in his memory, and they came forth from his mind and pen as the
deepest and most solemn realities. He therefore, under an allegory, described
what he himself had seen, and where he himself had been, as a voyager in the
Arctic regions might depict the frozen seas and piercing climate where the
iceberg dwells in lonely grandeur; or as a tropical traveller might retrace the
bright skies and lovely isles where the sun walks in its meridian glory. Thus
Bunyan is himself reflected from every page of the "Pilgrim's Progress." He is
the pilgrim who progresses from the City of Destruction to the heavenly
Jerusalem. It is, in fact, his own experience so far modified as not to be
exclusive. He did not, like some, set up his own experience as a standard from
which there must not be the slightest deviation. Mercy, who hardly knows



why or wherefore she set out, except to accompany Christiana, is drawn as a
vessel of mercy as much as Christian, who spends his nights in sighs and tears.
But still he has drawn with vigorous hand a certain definite path, in tracing
which the highest genius and the greatest grace combined to produce a work
blessed beyond measure to the church of God, and yet so animated with
natural talent as to be handed down to an earthly immortality. Who shall say
the hand of God was not here? Who but he raised the immortal tinker to this
distinction? The same hand which took David from the sheepcotes to feed his
people Israel raised Bunyan from the tinker's barrow to feed the church of
God; and the same power which gave David strength and skill to sling the
stone put into Bunyan's hand a pen which has done far more execution.

But besides these extraordinary endowments of genius and grace, Bunyan's
experience was in itself peculiarly calculated to produce a work like the
"Pilgrim's Progress." Were we to characterize this experience in one short
sentence we should say it was the abiding power of eternal things resting on his
soul. He did not only believe, he saw. The word of God did not merely speak to
him; it entered into his inmost soul. Hell, with its sulphurous flames, Heaven,
with its glorious abodes, were to him more distinct realities than the earth on
which he trod; for the latter was but temporal, whilst the former were eternal;
the one but a passing shadow, the other an enduring reality. So when the law
sent its curses into his inmost conscience, he saw more clearly its lightnings,
and heard more distinctly its thunders, than his outward eyes ever saw the
vivid flash or his natural ears ever heard the pealing thunders of a passing
storm. The dark clouds of the natural sky soon rolled away, and ceased to peal
forth their terrors, but the Law knew no intermission for time or eternity.
Thus, too, when Christ was revealed to him, he saw him by the eye of faith
more distinctly than he ever saw any literal object by the eye of sense; for the
natural sun itself, the brightest of all objects, could but fill his eye, but the Sun
of Righteousness filled his very soul. When he talked with God, he talked to
him more really, truly, and intimately than he could ever talk with an earthly
friend, for to God he could unbosom all his heart, which he could not do to
any human companion. His spiritual sorrows far outweighed all his temporal
griefs, and his spiritual joys far surpassed all his earthly delights. The one
were measured by time, the other by eternity; man was but the subject of one,
God the object of the other. A few sentences from the '""Grace Abounding"
will abundantly prove this peculiar feature in Bunyan's experience:



"By these things my mind was now so turned, that it lay like a horse-leech at
the vein, still crying out, Give, give (Prov. 30:15), which was so fixed on
eternity, and on the things about the kingdom of heaven (that is, so far as I
knew, though as yet, God knows, I knew but little), that neither pleasures, nor
profits, nor persuasions, nor threats, could loose it or make it let go its hold;
and though I may speak it with shame, yet it is in very deed a certain truth, it
would then have been as difficult for me to have taken my mind from heaven
to earth, as I have found it often since to get it again from earth to heaven."

""At another time, as I sat by my fire in my house, and musing on my
wretchedness, the Lord made that also a precious word unto me, 'Forasmuch
then as children are partakers of flesh and blood, he also himself likewise took
part of the same; that through death he might destroy him that had the power
of death, that is, the devil; and deliver them who through the fear of death
were all their lifetime subject to bondage' (Heb. 2:14, 15). I thought that the
glory of these words was then so weighty on me that I was both once and twice
ready to swoon as I sat; yet not with grief and trouble, but with solid joy and
peace."

"Oh! I cannot now express what I then saw and felt of the steadiness of Jesus
Christ, the Rock of man's salvation. What was done could not be undone,
added to, nor altered. I saw indeed, that sin might drive the soul beyond
Christ, even the sin which is unpardonable; but woe to him that was so driven,
for the word would shut him out."

"Thus I was always sinking, whatever I did think or do. So one day I walked
to a neighbouring town, and sat down upon a settee in the street, and fell into
a deep pause about the most fearful state my sin had brought me to; and, after
long musing, I lifted up my head, but methought I saw as if the sun that
shineth in the heavens did grudge to give light; and as if the very stones in the
street and tiles upon the houses, did bend themselves against me. Methought
that they all combined together to banish me out of the world. I was abhorred
of them, and unfit to dwell among them, or be partaker of their benefits,
because I had sinned against the Saviour. O how happy now was every
creature over me! For they stood fast and kept their station; but I was gone
and lost."



""At which time my understandings were so enlightened that I was as though I
had seen the Lord Jesus look down from heaven through the tiles upon me,
and direct these words unto me. This sent me mourning home; it broke my
heart and filled me full of joy, and laid me as low as the dust: only it staid not
long with me. I mean in this glory and refreshing comfort; yet it continued
with me for several weeks, and did encourage me to hope."

This same experience of the power of eternal things made Bunyan such a
mighty preacher. What a key he gives to his ministry in the same book!!

""Also when I have done the exercise, it hath gone to my heart to think the
word should now fall as rain on stony places; still wishing from my heart, Oh!
that they who have heard me speak this day did but see as I do, what sin,
death, hell, and the curse of God is; and also what the grace, and love, and
mercy of God is, through Christ, to men in such a case as they are, who are
yet estranged from him. And, indeed, I did often say in my heart before the
Lord, that if I be hanged up presently before their eyes, it would be a means to
awaken them, and confirm them in the truth, I gladly should be contented."

"For I have been in my preaching, especially when I have been engaged in the
doctrine of life by Christ, without works, as if an angel of God had stood at
my back to encourage me. Oh! it hath been with such power and heavenly
evidence upon my own soul, while I have been labouring to unfold it, to
demonstrate it, and to fasten it upon the consciences of others, that I could not
be contented with saying, I believe, and am sure; methought I was more than
sure (if it be lawful to express myself) that those things which then I asserted
were true."

His was no cut-and-dried ministry, but the outpouring of his whole heart; and
as God had blessed him with remarkable powers of expression, he sent arrow
after arrow from his full quiver, lodging them in the hearer's conscience up to
the very feather. He was not what men commonly call eloquent, and yet was
so in the highest sense of the term, for his words were words of fire. The most
manly fervour was combined with the greatest simplicity; language which a
child could understand came forth from his lips, but a giant wielded the
words. Blow after blow, thrust after thrust came from his vigorous hand. The



subject was simple, the manner of handling it was simple; but the simplicity
was that of the life-guardsman's sword, of which the hilt is not gilded nor
blade filigreed. Ornament would be foreign to the massive strength of either.
Bunyan will make himself understood. He uses many words, but not a cloud of
idle epithets. He thus addresses at the same time the understanding and the
conscience, and reaches the latter through the former. The point of the sword
enters the understanding; one home-thrust carries the blade deep into the
conscience. This is the perfection of preaching—clear thoughts and words
which pass at once into the understanding, and home-thrusts which reach the
very soul. How many preachers and writers fail here! Confused ideas, cloudy,
long, entangled sentences, which require the utmost stretch of attention to
understand, perplex alike speaker and hearer. ""What is the man driving at?
Poor fellow! he hardly knows himself what he means;" and similar thoughts
rise up almost involuntarily within. Others again speak and write with
tolerable clearness, but their words are like Jonathan's arrows. None hit the
mark. The arrow is beyond the lad, and the conscience is no more touched
than the great stone Ezel, behind which David hid himself.

Bunyan was a most prolific writer. His mind teemed with divine thoughts. His
heart was ever bubbling up with good matter, and this made his tongue the
pen of a ready writer. Besides the "Pilgrim's Progress'" and "Grace
Abounding," his two best works, for in them his whole heart lay, his '""Holy
War," "The Two Covenants," his little '"Treatise on Prayer," his '""Broken
Heart the Best Sacrifice," and others which we need not name, are deeply
impregnated with Bunyan's peculiar power and spirit. There is some powerful
writing in the three treatises contained in the little volume before us. Take the
following specimen, and see if it is not stamped with Bunyan's peculiar force
and power:

""And never think that to live always on Christ for justification is a low and
beggarly thing, and as it were a staying at the foundation; for let me tell you,
depart from a sense of the meritorious means of your justification with God,
and you will quickly grow light, and frothy, and vain. Besides, you will always
be subject to errors and delusions; for this is not to hold the head, from or
through which nourishment is administered (Col. 2:19.) Further, no man that
buildeth forsakes the good foundation; that is the ground of his
encouragement to work, for upon that is laid the stress of all; and without it



nothing that is framed can be supported, but must inevitably fall to the
ground. Again; why not live upon Christ alway? and especially as he standeth
the Mediator between God and the soul, defending thee with the merit of his
blood, and covering thee with his infinite righteousness from the wrath of God
and curse of the law. Can there be any greater comfort ministered to thee
than to know thy person stands just before God, just and justified from all
things that would otherwise swallow thee up? Is peace of God and assurance
of heaven of so little respect with thee that thou slightest the very foundation
thereof, even faith in the blood and righteousness of Christ? And are notions
and whimsies of such credit with thee that thou must leave the foundation to
follow them? But again; what mystery is desirable to be known that is not to
be found in Jesus Christ, as Priest, Prophet, or King of Saints? In him are hid
all the treasures of them, and he alone hath the key of David to open them."
(Col. 2:1, 2; Rev. 3:7).

That he is in places somewhat legal, and speaks too much of the "proffers' of
the gospel, we freely admit. This was the prevailing theology of the day, from
which scarcely any writer of that period was free. But he sometimes employs
the word "proffers" where we should rather use the term "promises' or
"invitations;" these said "proffers" being not so much proffers of grace to
dead sinners as promises of mercy to God's living family who feel they are
sinners.

But we are unwilling to dwell on his blemishes. The Lord, whose servant he
was, honoured him in life, was with him in death, and his name will be dear to

the church of God whilst there is a remnant on the earth.

return to index

The Christian Philosopher Triumphing over Death. A Narrative of the
Closing Scenes of the Life of the late Wm. Gordon, M.D., F.L.S., of Kingston-
upon-Hull. By Newman Hall, B.A.—(December, 1852.)

The sovereignty of God is a great deep—a deep utterly unfathomable to
human reason. This will be readily admitted by all whose creed is sound and
judgment clear in the truth of God. To disbelieve, to doubt, to cavil at God's
sovereignty exposes a man to a suspicion, and for the most part a well-



grounded suspicion of unsoundness in head or heart. But do all who receive
the doctrine of God's sovereignty receive the truth of God's sovereignty? for
there is a difference between receiving a doctrine and receiving a truth. The
judgment is the seat of the former; the heart the seat of the latter. Job,
doubtless, had received the doctrine of God's sovereignty, and by it had
instructed and comforted others, as Eliphaz told him, "Behold, thou hast
instructed many, and thou hast strengthened the weak hands. Thy words have
upholden him that was falling, and thou hast strengthened the feeble knees."
(Job 4:3, 4.) But how did Job feel when put into the furnace of temptation?
Where was his hold then of the sovereignty of God, as applicable to his own
case? ""But now it is come upon thee, and thou faintest; it toucheth thee, and
thou art troubled." (Job 4:5.) When David went out with the sling and stone,
and specially when he returned with the Philistine's head in his hand, he
doubtless believed and admired God's sovereignty. He felt it, too, when
hunted like a partridge on the mountains, and even when driven from
Jerusalem by his son Absalom, as is evidently shown by his touching speech to
Zadok: "And the king said unto Zadok, Carry back the ark of God into the
city; if I shall find favour in the eyes of the Lord, he will bring me again, and
show me both it and his habitation; but if he thus say, I have no delight in
thee; behold, here am L, let him do to me as seemeth good unto him." (2 Sam.
15:25, 26.) But when tidings came that Absalom was slain, his crushed spirit
could hardly submit to God's sovereignty when displayed in a manner which
cut his very heart strings. The feelings of the father overcame the feelings of
the saint. His own life, which rested on the sovereign will of God to shorten or
prolong, he could freely have laid down to have spared for awhile the life,
equally determined by divine decree, of a rebellious son, who would, if
permitted, have steeped his hands in the blood of his own father, and God's
anointed king. The deep, full tide of the father's love swelled above all the
restraints of grace, and burst forth in that heart-rending cry, ""O my son
Absalom, my son, my son Absalom! would God I had died for thee, O
Absalom, my son, my son!" (2 Sam. 18:33.)

But not to speak of such deep and painful trials, in which natural feelings are
so overwhelmed that the voice of grace is almost silenced, there are other
cases wherein the sovereignty of God is with difficulty bowed down to, or
reverentially held by. Take, for instance, the work of grace on the soul. Our
own experience, the experience of others most commended to our conscience,
that of the preachers and writers most eminently blessed, all point to a certain



line of divine teaching. This, therefore, we feel constrained to abide by. But
even here, in our own stronghold, our impregnable fortress, divine
sovereignty seems sometimes to run counter to our firmest creed. In election
itself, that cardinal feature of divine sovereignty, the objects of eternal choice
are not always such as we should seem, at first sight, to approve of. But will
the Lord walk within our narrow limits? Say, for instance, that he has chiefly
chosen the poor in this world's goods. May he never take any comparatively
rich? Or admit that the Lord's people are generally of uncultivated minds,
and devoid of human learning. Has he none in the wide reach of his gracious
embrace whose minds have been cultivated by education, and whose
acquirements he sanctifies to the use of the sanctuary, as the jewels of old
which were brought up out of Egypt? Or allow that it is a rare instance for
any one of noble or distinguished birth to be called by grace. Is there never
such an exception, now, as that of Queen Candace's noble chamberlain, or
Luke's "most excellent Theophilus?'" Or allow that the great bulk of God's
children are dissevered from the National Establishment. Has the Lord no
children in her pale? Upon such points as these the sovereignty of God
sometimes startles us. But even in that important matter, Christian practice,
undoubted saints have been permitted to act in a way which seems opposed to
fundamental principles of gracious obedience. We are not speaking here of
slips or falls acknowledged and repented of, but of a line of conduct for which
no repentance was felt, or at least ever expressed. Colonel Gardiner continued
in the army for years after his most striking conversion, and was Kkilled at the
Battle of Preston Pans; and although it may be pleaded that he died in defence
of his king and country, and indeed of the Protestant faith, all of which were
perilled in the rebellion of 1745, yet to fight for pay, and charge at the head of
a regiment with the intent to destroy hundreds of lives in the most murderous
possible manner, seems inconsistent with the requisitions of the gospel of
peace. John Newton, for some considerable time after he was called by grace,
was master of a slave-ship, and trafficked backwards and forwards from
Africa to the West Indies in that horrid and accursed trade, carrying slaves,
and as he says, enjoying the presence of God amidst all the horrors of the
middle passage. Think of John Newton enjoying communion with God in his
cabin, separated by a few inches from a crowd of miserable slaves, manacled
and fettered, torn from family and home, and dying by scores of suffocation
and disease! Even apart from grace, think of the newly-married husband
writing daily the tenderest letters to his wife, and almost dying of a broken



heart for fear she was dead, when he was dragging hundreds of husbands to
die under the lash in a sugar plantation! But who would unchristianise
Colonel Gardiner or John Newton? We do not mention these things to
disparage these eminent saints and servants of God, but to show how in the
sovereignty of God things are done, or permitted to be done, which seem to
run counter to those views of Christian practice which we feel constrained to
hold by. But do these instances overturn sound scriptural views? Not a whit.
Nay, they rather confirm them. It is in grace as in grammar. The exception
proves the rule. Jan. 1, 1851, was, we believe, a warmer day than June 1,
1851;* but that does not turn winter into summer. In the commencing,
carrying on, and completing of the work of grace in the soul, the Lord usually
moves in a certain path; but he does not always confine himself within certain
prescribed limits.

* The thermometer was ten degrees lower on June 1, 1851, than on Jan. 1,
1851.

The work before us, which has given rise to these observations, is in some
points the most remarkable book which we have read for a long time. Its main
object is to give an account of the last illness and happy death of Dr. Gordon,
late physician in Hull. We may be deceived, but we cannot but think that Dr.
Gordon was a most remarkable instance of the sovereignty of grace. And yet
we cannot but feel that in some leading points there is a deficiency, or at least
a discrepancy, in what we consider to be the decisive work of the Spirit. As a
man, naturally Dr. Gordon was eminently distinguished and favoured. He
possessed a searching and highly cultivated mind, was a most ardent and
indefatigable student in the fields of science, had an extensive and lucrative
practice, and was much looked up to and respected. His moral character and
disposition too were peculiarly beautiful. He possessed the warmest possible
affections, was of a singularly upright and truthful disposition, and especially
full of benevolence and solicitude for the interests of the poor. To show this
latter trait in his character, it will be sufficient to mention that after his death
a monument was erected to his memory chiefly through the contributions of
the poor, bearing this inscription: ""Erected by public subscription to William
Gordon, M.D., F.L.S., THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND."

But all this others have been, who lived and died enemies to God's grace. Not



so with Dr. Gordon. The displays of the grace and power of God in his
sickness were indeed most remarkable. But up to his last illness he scarcely
seems to have made even a profession. Still, as he declared on his death-bed,
his soul had been long secretly exercised. Nor, again, have we any distinct and
clear account of the way in which mercy reached his heart. But his joy and
peace, as having received mercy, were most remarkable. It must be borne in
mind that he was a most acute sufferer in body, and most sensible of the
gradual approach of death.

The following extracts will show the acuteness of his suffering, arising from a
disease, the nature of which much baffled all medical skill:

"Dreadful agony now came on, arising from spasm of the heart. He frequently
raised himself in bed, and lifted up his arms in great distress, comparing his
sensations to the effect of ten thousand screws tearing him to pieces. As his
powers of patient endurance were remarkable, it was evident that the
suffering which would cause such indications of it as were witnessed must be
of the most intense kind. He once cried out, 'O my friends, my children, can
you do nothing for me? O my heavenly Father, help me! O my dear Jesus,
take me!' Frequent vomiting, and the necessity of continually changing his
position, added to his distress. But he retained most fully his self-possession,
frequently feeling his pulse, making remarks on its intermittent character,
and calling for remedies as the symptoms varied; often expressing his surprise
that he continued so long."

""At intervals he made the following remarks: 'Remember, this pain is only
bodily. I've no fear. Is this because I've no dependence upon myself, but am
trusting to Jesus alone? If I come, will he reject me? And will he put those
white robes on me? This is indeed agony, forture; but what a mercy that my
mind is at perfect peace.'"

But amidst the most racking tortures of body and the prospect of almost
immediate dissolution, his peace and joy were most remarkable. It was not
stoicism, nor mere mental endurance, as the soldier at the triangles bears the
lash without a groan, or the Indian smiles at the burning pincers, but a solid
rejoicing in the felt presence of Christ and the prospect of eternal bliss. Could
this be delusion? Had he been unsound in doctrine, or devoid of experience,



we might well suspect the ground of his peace. But he had fully received the
doctrines of grace, laid hold of and embraced Christ's righteousness, and had
felt mercy and pardon in his soul. Nor was he likely to be deluded by false
joys. He was a man as far removed from enthusiasm as well could be. The
turn of his mind was rather sceptical than enthusiastic; and all through his
illness he had the most complete possession of his intellect.

The author, who, as his son-in-law, was almost constantly with him, and took
down in short-hand, unperceived, what fell from Dr. Gordon's lips, records
the following dialogue:

"Dr. Doddin called to bid him farewell, when the following dialogue took
place:

"Dr. G.—'This affliction was all for my good, my happiness.'
"Dr. D.—'God sends afflictions that we may remember him.'

"Dr. G.—'Not only that we may remember him, but that we may have joy. 1
have had more enjoyment the last few weeks than in my whole life. I could not
have a doubt, not one. He saw me a rebellious child. I am a miracle—an
example of a marvellous interposition of God. A short illness would not have
been enough. He saw I needed all this, and O the blessing that has attended it!'

"Dr. D.—'"More seems necessary to be done for educated men than for others.
They have the pride of intellect and of heart to be subdued. But there's only
one way.'

"Dr. G.—'Only one. I trusted too much to human learning; but when I saw
how to get this, by coming as a little child, it burst on me in a way I cannot
describe. But man could not have taught me this. It was the Holy Spirit of
grace. Then it all rushed upon my view at once. I saw Christ my Saviour;
stripped off all my filthy deeds, went to the foot of the cross, and Christ
presented me to God.'

"Dr. D.—'This is the best of wisdom.'



"Dr. G.—'It is the only way. I could laugh to scorn the man who rests in his
learning.'

"Dr. D.—'The true wisdom is in coming to Christ. This is joy.'

"Dr. G.—'And power and majesty. You have a greatness in your soul you
never felt before. You have no fear of the world, or death, or anything. You
feel God is your companion and friend, cherishing you by constant
intercourse. O the hours I have spent of the most delightful kind, such as I
never experienced before.'"

The strength, simplicity, and firmness of his mind are very remarkable in the
preceding conversation. The author records another, in some respects more
interesting:

"Mr. and Mrs. J. V. H., arriving unexpectedly in the evening from Maidstone,
that they might have the melancholy pleasure of bidding him farewell, the
following conversation took place:

"Dr. G.—'How kind to come and see so unworthy a creature.'

"Mr. H—'You are a monument of mercy.'

"Dr. G.—'l am indeed. I am as black as sin can make me.'

"Mr. H—'We grieve to lose you, but the will of God must be done.'

"Dr. G.—'That is what you must say; what I say every hour.'

"Mr. H—'We ought not only to submit to, but acquiesce in his will.'

"Dr. G.—very earnestly—'I love it.'

"Mr. H—'Don't let me weary you, but, I love to talk of the grace of God.'

"Dr. G.—'I should like to hear it talked from morning to night.'



"Mr. H—'I am afraid of exciting you.'

"Dr. G.—'It does not excite me. I love it. I have had a joy and a peace which I
did not know existed. And how did I get it? There's the kindness, the blessing!
No clouds, no doubts, no fears—peace unbroken. I am a marvellous instance
of the gracious interposition of a kind God. If he sought me when I did not
seek him, why should I doubt now I have gone to him? O that magnificent
book!'

"N.—'The wise cannot understand it, but only the fool and the babe.'

"Dr. G—'Human wisdom is folly, folly! though I once did not think so. I have
felt my degradation and my black wickedness, but he has forgiven and washed
me.'

"Mr. H—'What a blessing that he '""has forgiven us all trespasses." They
alone know this peace who have tasted it. You have.'

"Dr. G—'I have indeed. If such an impossibility could take place that I should
be restored, nothing could give me the least trouble. I do not think fear of any
kind could ever enter my breast. Had I no other evidence than my own
feelings of the truth of Christianity, it would be sufficient. If all the world
were anti-Christian, I should be a Christian.'

"Mr. H.—'This confidence is from God. Not all the books you have read could
have given it.'

"Dr. G., emphatically.—'Never.'

"Mr. H—'I remember once thinking it folly to talk of being born again. We
knew not what it meant.'

"Dr. G.—'But we know now. It is the strong conviction of the truth of
Christianity which gives me peace and blessedness. It has so changed my

whole nature. This is the evidence.'

"N.—'John Newton, when entangled by scepticism, resolved to test the truth



of Christianity by seeking the divine influence promised in answer to prayer,
arguing that if the religion were true, the result of such seeking would be an
evidence of it.'

"Dr. G.—'That is the argument which weighs with me. No mere reason of
man could have written that book. Reason may find fault with it, but could
not have made it. O it is a book! Read every word of it, and believe it just as it
is.'

"On taking leave for the night, he said, 'Let me see a great deal of you.
Constant talk of my blessed Saviour will be my greatest happiness.'

"Mr. H—'How blessed it is to feel a thrill of joy within at the name of Jesus!'
"Dr. G.—'To know it in the head is not to know it.'

"Mr. H—'I have been called mad because I love Christ, and delight to talk of
him continually.'

"Dr. G.—'I wish all the world were mad. My blessed Saviour is always with
me.'"

We do not say that there are not a few expressions in the above dialogue
which may not lie quite square with our own views, but there is, to our mind,
a singular force, and almost majesty, in his energetic expressions.

But the question arises, How did Dr. Gordon get this peace and joy? Is there
no account of the way in which it was produced in his soul? The author
records the following conversation with him:

"In the course of the day, the author said to him, 'You have told us that, had it
pleased God that you should recover, it would have been your delight to
preach Christ. I have been thinking that you could do this very emphatically
at your funeral. Many people, of all descriptions, will be gathered together,
and your dying testimony would be very impressive. If you would like to say
anything I will write it down.'



"Dr. Gordon.—'O I cannot find words sufficient! I am afraid I cannot convey
the thing sufficiently. I should be doing injustice to my Saviour.' He then,
after a brief pause, very solemnly and emphatically spoke as follows: 'All
human learning is of no avail. Reason must be put out of the question. I
reasoned, and debated, and investigated, but I found no peace till I came to
the gospel as a little child, till I received it as a babe. Then such light was shed
abroad in my heart, that I saw the whole scheme at once, and I found pleasure
the most indescribable. I saw there was no good deed in myself. Though I had
spent hours in examining my conduct, I found nothing I had done would give
me real satisfaction. It was always mixed up with something selfish. But when
I came to the gospel as a child, the Holy Spirit seemed to fill my heart. I then
saw my selfishness in all its vivid deformity, and I found there was no
acceptance with God and no happiness except through the blessed Redeemer.
I stripped off all my own deeds, threw them aside, went to him naked—he
received me as he promised he would, and presented me to the Father—then I
felt joy unspeakable, and all fear of death at once vanished.'"

A few more extracts from this remarkable work will show what joy and peace
reigned in his soul:

"In conversation with his family, he said, 'How can I help loving him. I seem
to see him with his heavenly countenance smiling on me now. He has
pardoned me, washed me, clothed me, is preparing mansions for me—I feel I
could not rebel against him! What are men about when, with such a theme,
they can preach such sermons as many of them deliver! There are not only
joys to come, but joys in this world. Having him so near as a companion takes
from us evil thoughts, ambition, and avarice. He says, "If ye love me, keep my
commandments." And what are his commandments? Not grievous! There he
was, seeking me out first, and not I seeking him! And whence came this? By
grace we are saved. O think of Christ! How can any one think of himself?
Analyse any one act of his life, how imperfect compared with that pure and
spotless Being. But Christ says, '""Though thy sins be as scarlet, they shall be
white as snow!" and he has forgiven me, and clothed me with the robe of
righteousness. It has come to me in so mysterious a manner. I now see how full
the whole Bible is!'"

"To his family, who were sitting at his bed-side, he said, 'What joy I have had!



no one can describe it. I have often told you, when in great pain, that I could
not have conceived any human being could suffer so much. I am sure I may
now say I could not conceive any human being could enjoy so much! And to
compare these pleasures with the pleasures of the world, O how foolish! I have
seen all grades of life, but I never found full satisfaction, because I had not got
the pearl. I honoured Christianity, thinking it a great and noble thing, but I
did not feel it. What a difference! Now I feel God is my Friend. Christ has
covered my sins; I am fit for heaven. I could not dread danger and death. But
this is not to be had by reasoning. How true that saying is, ""Except ye become
as little children, ye cannot enter the kingdom of heaven.'" But directly we
come as little children, we obtain everything we need. I never disbelieved, but
I did not feel, as I now do, the wisdom and goodness of the gospel.'"

But though in some points the experience of Dr. Gordon might seam less
marked or decisive than usually accompanies the Spirit's teachings, yet let it
not be thought that he received mercy without a sense of guilt or sin. He
repeatedly spoke of himself as the chief of sinners. On one occasion he said,

"I am so deeply sensible of my unworthiness and wickedness! But then I
looked to Christ, and he has pardoned me, washed me, and clothed me in his
robe of righteousness. And why, then, should I fear? This is why I am now
contented and happy, with no dread of death, because, though I see my own
vileness, I see Christ as my Saviour."

We cannot forbear giving, as our closing extract, the account of his departing
moments, in which, as far as human eye could see, his soul was bathing in
heavenly bliss before he dropped the mortal body. The author, who was
present at this wondrous scene, where to sufferer and spectator death was
alike swallowed up in victory, thus relates his last moments on earth:

"Increased difficulty of breathing was the only distressing symptom. He
appeared no longer conscious of what took place around him. He gazed
upwards as in a wrapt vision. No film overspread his eyes. They beamed with
an unwonted lustre, and the whole countenance, losing the aspect of disease
and pain with which he had been so long familiar, glowed with an expression
of indescribable rapture. As we watched in silent wonder and praise, his
features, which had become motionless, suddenly yielded for a few seconds to



a smile of ecstasy which no pencil could depict, and which none who witnessed
it can ever forget. And when it passed away, still the whole countenance
continued to beam and brighten, as if reflecting the glory on which the soul
was gazing. Like Stephen, he was, by faith, looking up to heaven, and with a
clearer vision than may be hoped for till the river of death is well nigh passed,
was beholding, through the opening gates of glory, 'the Son of man standing at
the right hand of God.' It is not too much to say that, as far as the expression
of holy rapture could contribute to it, like Stephen's, 'his face was as it had
been the face of an angel.'

"Though his emaciated frame, propped up by pillows, was incapable of the
least effort, yet such was the effect on the bystanders of his upward
outstretching gaze, that even the motionless body itself seemed to be reaching
forward as if impatient for the summons to depart. We saw as much as mortal
eye could see of the entrance of a soul into glory. Nothing more could have
been given us but the actual vision of the separate spirit and its angelic
convoy. This glorious spectacle lasted for about a quarter of an hour,
increasing in interest to the last, during which the soul seemed pouring itself
forth from the frail tenement which had imprisoned it into the embrace of its
Lord. The breathing now became shorter and shorter, then, after a long
pause, one last gentle heaving of the chest, and without a struggle, at two
o'clock, the soul had fled."

return to index

The Protector; a Vindication. By J. H. Merle d'Aubigne.—(February, 1853).

To be misunderstood and misrepresented is the common lot of men much
raised above their fellows. Envy follows eminence as the shadow follows the
sun; and envy, open-eyed to every defect, is blind to every merit.

Few greater men have lived in modern times than England's once feared and
honoured Protector, Oliver Cromwell; and upon few reputations has the tooth
of envy and hatred fastened with more venomous and lasting fang. Many
circumstances have contributed to this. He was, not by choice but by necessity,
a Republican, and monarchy is deeply enshrined in the English heart. He laid
low a proud and dominant church, and stabled the horses of his victorious



troops in her cathedrals. This the National Establishment can never forget or
forgive. He helped to depose and put to death the King—a crime never to be
justified or palliated, though Charles I. was one of the most faithless and
worthless monarchs that ever swayed the English sceptre. He defeated and
put to flight, on the plains of Worcester, that profligate prince Charles I1., a
name never to be mentioned without abhorrence by every lover of liberty,
hater of hypocrisy, upholder of morality, and friend of religion. But above all,
he was a Puritan, and a professor, we would hope, a possessor of vital
godliness. To political enmity, therefore, against him as a usurper, there has
been added the deeper-seated and more enduring religious enmity against him
as a saint.

But the same causes which make Cromwell's name abhorred by a Tory
church and a profligate court have also handed down his character to
posterity blackened by prejudice and overwhelmed with calumny. When
death, amidst the tears and prayers of thousands,* had stopped that noble
heart, and for

ever paralysed that mighty hand, and Charles II. was restored to the throne,
it was the interest of every hireling scribe to blacken the character and pour
contempt upon the memory of that great man, whose very name had made the
foes of England tremble.{ Every ass could now Kkick the dead lion. Every
dangling courtier had his gibe and jest at the stern Puritan who had chased
away such profligates as the eagle drives before him a flock of hungry
vultures. But scoffing jests were not the only insults offered to his memory.
Not content with blackening his name, they must needs insult his remains. His
very corpse they dragged out of the grave, and hanged it at Tyburn, and
threw it into a hole dug under the gallows. His religion they called fanaticism,
his letters and speeches cant, his assuming the reigns of government when no
one else could hold them rebellion, and his prayers and tears hypocrisy. Every
mercenary writer and court preacher curried favour by ridiculing the words
and actions of the man who had purged the church of erroneous and immoral
ministers, selected for his bosom friends and associates those alone who feared
God, put down with a strong hand balls and theatres, and assembled in
Parliament men whose chief qualification was the possession of inward grace.
Oxford could not forgive a ruler who had made Dr. Owen Dean of Christ
Church and Vice-Chancellor of the University, and Dr. Goodwin President of
Magdalen; who had chosen his chaplains for their spiritual gifts; and who, in



seasons of difficulty and trial, instead of consulting his cabinet, had sought the
Lord with tears and supplications. These, in their eyes, unpardonable sins
were not redeemed or counter-balanced by his making the name of England
universally feared and honoured, by the stop he put to the victorious progress
of France and Spain, or by the protection he afforded to the Protestants
abroad, when he compelled the French minister to cast his shield over the
very men for whom he had been whetting the sword.

* "The sorrow of the Protector's friends and of the majority of the nation
cannot be described. 'The consternation and astonishment of all people,’
wrote Fauconberg to Henry Cromwell, 'are inexpressible; their hearts seem as
if sunk within them'...'I am not able to speak or write,' said Thurloe; 'this
stroke is so sore, so unexpected, the providence of God in it so stupendous,
considering the person that has fallen, the time, the season wherein God took
him away, with other circumstances, I can do nothing but put my mouth in
the dust and say, It is the Lord. It is not to be said what affection the army
and people show to his late Highness; his name is already precious. Never was
there any man so prayed for.'"

1 Cardinal Mazarin, the powerful minister of Louis XIV., is said to have
changed countenance whenever the name of Cromwell was mentioned in his
presence.

The impressions of most people as regards our Puritan ancestors have been
formed from reading shallow histories, written by the infidel Hume or the
hired scribbler, Goldsmith; and as these impressions are usually made in
tender, unreflecting years, and are well suited to the carnal mind of youth,
they become grounded in the memory as certain fixed truths. We have been
taught at school to believe that Cromwell was a hypocrite and fanatic, because
so we have read in Pinnock's Goldsmith. Here most persons' knowledge of the
life and character of Cromwell begins and ends. Access to sounder sources of
information few possess, or indeed care about. All that has been written of
him by Owen, Baxter, Milton, Mrs. Hutchinson, &c., all the evidence
derivable from his letters and speeches, the minute account still extant of his
last illness and deathbed, and almost every other source from whence to form
a sound judgment of his character, is to most, even educated, persons
unknown, and it is handed down from father to son, as a most certain truth,
that as Charles I. was a martyr, and is gone to heaven, so Oliver Cromwell



was a hypocrite, and is gone to hell.

Without attempting to vindicate all the actions of Cromwell, yet one thing we
may safely assert, that to him, more than to any other man, does England owe
her present civil and religious liberty. That England is not a Popish country,
that the Sovereign is not absolute, that the Press is free, that Parliament
meets, that we can assemble ourselves peaceably together to worship God in
spirit and in truth, that the Bible may be circulated and read—in other words,
that England is not now a second Spain, Italy, or Portugal, is due, under God,
mainly to Oliver Cromwell. What is called by church historians the Great
Rebellion was, in fact, a rising of English liberty against a vast conspiracy to
make England a Popish country, and the monarch an absolute despot. Charles
I. had married a Popish princess, a daughter of France, and there was a deep-
laid plot to overthrow English liberty and English Protestantism. This
conspiracy, hatched by Jesuits abroad, and to be supported by all the power
of France, was, under God, defeated by the resistance of our Puritan
ancestors. But however stout their hearts, or strong their hands, they wanted
a guiding head. This Cromwell furnished them with. It was he who enlisted
under his banner such soldiers as the world never saw before or since. ""How
can we be otherwise than beaten?' said he to Hampden. "Your troops are
many of them old decayed serving-men and tapsters, and such kind of fellows;
and theirs are gentlemen's sons, younger sons, and persons of quality. But I
will remedy that. I will raise men who have the fear of God before their eyes,
and who will bring some conscience to what they do; and I promise you they
shall not be beaten." He was as good as his word, and enlisted in the eastern
counties the young freeholders in whose hearts he believed the fear of God
was. John Bunyan was one of these soldiers, and shouldered his musket at the
gates of Leicester. These were the men who, at their watch-fires, read their
little Bibles, or engaged in prayer alone or with each other, or sang their
hymns and psalms, or listened to the sermons of their preachers, or conferred
with each other on points of doctrine or experience. These were hailed with
joy wherever they went, for they protected the widow and the orphan,
scrupulously paid for all the food and forage which they required, and put
down with a strong hand oppression and violence.

With these views and feelings, which we have long entertained respecting
Oliver Cromwell, we acknowledge ourselves to have been much interested in



the work at the head of the present article.

Dr. Merle d'Aubigne is favourably known in this country as the author of the
best account of the Reformation in Germany and Switzerland which has yet
appeared. Deeply struck with the original letters and other documents
relating to Oliver Cromwell which Mr. Carlyle has published, and
experiencing thereby a thorough revolution in his own views concerning him,
he felt desirous to communicate similar impressions to others. He thus writes:

"I am well aware that the task I have undertaken is a difficult one. We have so
deeply imbibed, in early youth, the falsehoods set forth by Cromwell's enemies
that they have become in our eyes indisputable truths. I know it by my own
experience, by the lengthened resistance which I made to the light that has
recently sprung up and illuminated, as with a new day, the obscure image of
one of the greatest men of modern times. It was only after deep consideration
that I submitted to the evidence of irresistible facts."

We have seen no work which gives so complete an account of the Protector, or
which furnishes so much original and authentic evidence of his real character.
He does not vindicate all Cromwell's actions, but he has shown, and we think
satisfactorily, that what is called his ambition, and his mounting from step to
step, till at last he ruled England with absolute sway, was in him not a matter
of crafty and deliberate policy, but the force of unavoidable and
uncontrollable circumstances. The struggle between the Parliament and the
King was for life or death. If Charles prevailed, all civil liberty was at an end,
and with the loss of civil was involved the overthrow of all religious liberty.
Nor was there hope of peace, for Charles was so thoroughly faithless to his
word that no stipulations or promises, oaths or treaties, could bind him. This,
then, was Cromwell's unhappy position; we say unhappy, because he was
forced by it into actions which must have grieved and wounded his conscience.
When once he had drawn the sword, the question with him was this, '"Shall I
withdraw, or go on? If I withdraw, the cause is ruined. Not only I myself, but
thousands of the Lord's people must perish; tyranny will prevail, Popery
triumph, the gospel be extinguished, and the blood of the saints be shed like
water. If I go on, I may establish civil and religious liberty on a firm basis."
We who, in the days of general liberty, sit under the shade of our own vine
and fig tree, which were watered with the blood of our suffering forefathers,



are very imperfect judges of the motives, feelings, and actions of men like
Cromwell. Nor can we enter into his peculiar temptations and the perplexing
difficulties of his position. He was fighting, as he believed, for the cause of
God's saints. To abandon them would be to abandon the cause of God. Thus
was he led on from one step to another, till at last it came to this point, that
unless he took the reins of government, anarchy and confusion would reign in
the land, evil men would have full licence, property would perish, law would
cease, and the whole kingdom be overrun with crime and violence. Any
government is better than no government; and one government was alone
practicable after the death of the King—the government of the army. And if
this were indispensable, where was the arm that could wield that sword with
such skill, power, and moderation as his? It would have been far better for
him quietly to have lived and died on his farm at Huntingdon, to have strayed
by the banks of the sluggish Ouse in prayer and meditation, and been
gathered to his fathers without one drop of blood in his hand. But this he
could not do. Like a man who incautiously enters a broad and rapid river, he
had to swim for his life. The shore he had left he could no longer regain, but
must now breast the waves which carried him by main force along whither he
would not.

Unless we understand and bear in mind the circumstances of the times, and
his peculiar position, we cannot enter into the character of Cromwell, and are
most imperfect judges of his conduct and actions. The King was a faithless
tyrant, besotted by love to a Popish wife, who was in league with France, and
whose every movement was directed by the Jesuits. The Cavaliers, his
soldiers, were a profligate, debauched set, atheistic in sentiment and dissolute
in life; his counsellors were either semi-Papists, like Laud, or violent and
tyrannical, like Strafford. No promise could bind such a King. Restore him to
power, he would use it to crush all liberty. On the other side was every
principle and feeling dear to Cromwell's heart his country's ancient liberties,
the cause of vital godliness, the free conscience of the saints—at last his own
life, and with that the lives of thousands. Where was he to stop? Instead of
considering his misdeeds, consider his temptations, his peculiar position, the
circumstances of the period. Consider, too, the largeness of his mind, the far-
seeing views which he had, the universal deference paid to his opinions, and
the critical conjunctures wherein, if he had not acted, all would have been lost.
Consider, too, the use he made of his power when attained. How tolerant to all



parties, how moral and religious his court, how unassuming his demeanour!
Such a period as Cromwell's brief reign England never before saw, and has
never seen since. Never were vice and immorality so put down, never was the
gospel so widely preached, never did religion so prevail, and we may add,
never did England stand higher among the nations, never was she more
honoured, never more feared.

But we have dwelt so long upon the external circumstances of Cromwell's
character that we have left ourselves no space for our main object—the
consideration of him in a religious point of view. We must, therefore, defer
this view of our subject to a following Number, concluding, for the present,
with a letter which we think will surprise some who have no other idea of
Cromwell than a soldier or a usurper:

"To my beloved Cousin, Mrs. St. John, at Sir William Masham his house,
called Otes, in Essex:

"Present these.

"Dear Cousin,—I thankfully acknowledge your love in your kind
remembrance of me upon this opportunity. Alas! you do too highly prize my
lines and my company. I may be ashamed to own your expressions,
considering how unprofitable I am, and the mean improvement of my talent.

"Yet to honour my God, by declaring what he hath done for my soul, in this I
am confident, and I will be so. Truly, then, this I find, that he giveth springs in
a dry, barren wilderness, where no water is. I live—you know where—in
Meshec, which they say signifies 'Prolonging;’ in Kedar, which signifies
'‘Blackness:' yet the Lord forsaketh me not. Though he do prolong, yet he will,
I trust, bring me to his tabernacle, to his resting-place. My soul is with the
congregation of the first-born, my body rests in hope; and if here I may
honour my God, either by doing or by suffering, I shall be most glad. Truly no
poor creature hath more cause to put himself forth in the cause of his God
than L. I have had plentiful wages beforehand; and I am sure I shall never
earn the least mite. The Lord accept me in his Son, and give me to walk in the
light, and give us to walk in the light, as he is in the light! He it is that
enlighteneth our blackness, our darkness. I dare not say he hideth his face



from me. He giveth me to see light in his light. One beam in a dark place hath
much refreshment in it; blessed be his name for shining upon so dark a heart
as mine! You know what my manner of life hath been. O I lived in and loved
darkness, and hated light! I was a chief, the chief of sinners. This is true. I
hated godliness, yet God had mercy on me. O the riches of his mercy! Praise
him for me; pray for me, that he who hath begun a good work would perfect it
in the day of Christ.

""Salute all my friends in that family whereof you are yet a member. I am
much bound unto them for their love. I bless the Lord for them; and that my
son, by their procurement, is so well. Let him have your prayers, your
counsel; let me have them.

""Salute your husband and sister from me; he is not a man of his word? He
promised to write about Mr. Wrath, of Epping; but as yet I receive no letters.
Put him in mind to do what with conveniency may be done for the poor cousin
I did solicit him about.

"Once more farewell. The Lord be with you; so prayeth,
Your truly loving cousin,
"Ely, 13th October, 1638." "OLIVER CROMWELL.

(Continued March, 1853.)

To understand and rightly appreciate the character of Oliver Cromwell, we
must, in imagination, transport ourselves back to the peculiar period in which
he lived. Though the principles of truth are immutable, and the precepts of
the gospel unchangeable, and by these infallible standards men's actions must
be judged, yet unless we can enter into the peculiar circumstances of that
period of confusion and strife, we are most imperfect critics of the conduct of
the great Protector. In these days we enjoy liberty of conscience, and civil or
ecclesiastical tyranny is unknown. If we choose to write an article to show that
the theatre is an ungodly amusement, or that government of the church by
bishops is unscriptural, there is no Archbishop Laud to bring the Editor of the
"Gospel Standard" before the Star Chamber, to fine him £10,000, publicly
flog his naked back in Cheapside by the hand of the common executioner, put



him in the pillory, slit his nose, cut off his ears, and brand his cheeks with a
hot iron. If Cromwell's blood was stirred up to draw the sword against such
tyranny, we can hardly help forgiving, if we cannot fully justify him. In
viewing, then, his religious character, a few words on his peculiar position
may not be inappropriate.

It has been observed by a distinguished writer* that there were, from the very
outset, two reformations in England—that of the King, and that of the people.
The first began and terminated in the Establishment, and has therefore left
deeply imprinted on her her worldly, semi-papistic character. It was, for the
most part, a mere external, political reformation, commenced from worldly
motives and directed to selfish ends. The King (Henry VIII.) wanted a new
and young wife, the nobles panted for the abbey lands, and the people were
weary of priestly arrogance and Popish exactions. Gospel truth, spiritual
religion, vital godliness—what charms had these divine and heavenly realities
for a king bloated with pride and lust, for courtiers hungering after the fat
lands and wealthy manors which lay outstretched beneath the shade of
Woburn and Malmesbury Abbeys, or for the rude masses which had for
centuries been trodden down into the mire of superstition by the iron heel of
Popery?

* Guizot.

But side by side, or, to speak more correctly, underneath this outward
Reformation there was another of a wholly different origin, and of a totally
distinct nature, pursuing its silent course. This did not originate with a cruel,
licentious king, but with the King of kings; did not distribute broad acres
among courtiers, but the riches of Christ among needy souls; did not merely
drive from the cottage the monkish legend and the exacting priest, but sent in
their place the word of God and a minister of truth. This Reformation was not
a mere transference of the nominal headship of the church from a wicked
Pope to a wicked King, or a change from singing prayers in Latin to saying
prayers in English, or turning an altar into a table, or diverting tithes from a
Popish pocket into a Protestant one; but a Reformation of heart and life—a
regeneration of the soul, a spiritual work on the conscience, an implantation
of grace and godliness. The offspring and produce of the external, political
Reformation was the National Establishment; the child of the inward,



spiritual Reformation was Puritanism.

These two reformations being, therefore, radically and essentially distinct,
soon came into collision. He that was born after the flesh soon persecuted him
that was born after the Spirit. No sooner did Queen Elizabeth feel herself
firmly seated on the throne than she began to persecute the Puritans. Her
successor, James I., followed her example, and Charles 1. walked faithfully in
his father's footsteps. The bulk of our readers are probably aware of the
persecutions suffered by our Puritan ancestors, to which we have indeed
already alluded; but the following extracts from the work before us may serve
to give them a little idea of the shameful indignities and barbarous cruelties
inflicted upon them:

"Dr. Leighton, father of the celebrated archbishop of that name, for
publishing 'An Appeal to the Parliament, or Zion's Plea against Prelacy,' was
condemned to pay a fine of £10,000; to be set in the pillory at Westminster,
and publicly whipped: to lose his ears, have his nostrils slit, and his cheeks
branded with the letters S.S., 'Sower of Sedition'—a sentence that was
executed in all its severity.

"Prynne, a very remarkable, man, was a barrister of Lincoln's Inn. The first
crime that he committed, and for which he lost his ears, was his having
published a work entitled, 'Histriomastix, the Player's Scourge,' directed
against all stage-plays, masques, dances, and masquerades. The King and
Queen were fond of masques and dances, and Henrietta of France won loud
applause in the Court theatricals. Prynne was accordingly accused by Laud of
sedition. His second crime was a work against the hierarchy of the church. As
he had already lost his ears by the first sentence, the stumps on this occasion
were literally sawn off. 'I had thought,' said Lord Chief Justice Finch, feigning
astonishment, 'that Mr. Prynne had had no ears!' 'I hope your honours will
not be offended,' replied Prynne;—'pray God give you ears to hear.' Oliver's
ear heard, and his heart throbbed with emotion.

"As Dr. Bastwick ascended the scaffold on which he was to suffer mutilation,
his wife rushed up to him, and Kkissed the ears he was about to lose. Upon her
husband exhorting her not to be frightened, she made answer, 'Farewell, my

dearest, be of good comfort; I am nothing dismayed.' The surrounding crowd



manifested their sympathy by loud acclamations.

"On descending the scaffold he drew from his ear the sponge soaked with his
blood, and holding it up to the people, exclaimed, 'Blessed be my God who
hath counted me worthy, and of his mighty power hath enabled me to suffer
anything for his sake; and as I have now lost some of my blood, so am I ready
and willing to spill every drop that is in my veins in this cause for which I now
have suffered; which is, for maintaining the truth of God and the honour of
my King against Popish usurpations. Let God be glorified, and let the King
live for ever.'

"When Mr. Burton, a Puritan divine, was brought on the platform, and was
asked if the pillory were not uneasy for his neck and shoulders, he answered,
'How can Christ's yoke be uneasy? He bears the heavier end of it, and I the
lighter; and if mine were too heavy he would bear that too. Christ is a good
Master, and worth the suffering for! And if the world did but know his
goodness, and had tasted of his sweetness, all would come and be his servants.'

"Such were the acts of Charles I.—acts that filled Oliver's soul with horror
and anguish."

But how do these remarks bear, it may be asked, on the religious character of
Oliver Cromwell? Thus. Before he appeared in public life he had for several
years belonged to these despised and persecuted Puritans. This is in itself
some evidence of his religious sincerity. He professed their principles,
supported their ministers, and worshipped in their assemblies at a period
when Dr. Leighton was pilloried, publicly whipped, had his ears cut off, his
nose slit, his cheeks branded with a hot iron—cruelties and indignities worthy
of savages and cannibals! Why? Because he had written a book to show that
the government of the church by bishops was not scriptural. It certainly looks
like sincerity, when a man of family and property like Oliver Cromwell casts
in his lot at such a time amongst a persecuted and despised people. Had
Cromwell merely put on his religious profession when Puritanism was rising
and gradually obtaining the ascendant, his sincerity might be well called in
question; but it was when it was trodden under foot that he joined himself to
the sect everywhere spoken against.



There is, we believe, no distinct record of the time and way in which
conviction was wrought in his soul, beyond the letter which appeared in our
last Number; but from the following extract it would appear that it was soon
after his marriage, 1620, when he was about twenty-one years of age:

"The next ten years were passed in seclusion, years in which a man is formed
for life. Cromwell busied himself in farming, and in industrial and social
duties; living as his father before him had done. But he was also occupied with
other matters. Ere long he felt in his heart the prickings of God's law. It
disclosed to him his inward sin; with St. Paul, he was disposed to cry out, 'O
wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this death?'
and, like Luther, pacing the galleries of his convent at Erfurth, exclaiming,
'My sin! my sin! my sin!' Oliver, agitated and heart-wrung, uttering groans
and cries as of a wounded spirit, wandered pale and dejected along the
gloomy banks of the Ouse, beneath a clouded sky. He looked for consolation to
God, to his Bible, and to friends more enlightened than himself. His health,
and even his strong frame was shaken; and in his melancholy he would often
send at midnight for Dr. Simcott, physician in Huntingdon, supposing himself
to be dying. At length peace entered into his soul.

""An important work, as we have seen, was finished in Oliver during the nine
or ten years of obscurity and seclusion that intervened between his marriage
and his obtaining a seat in Parliament. Milton, who knew him well, says of
him, 'He had grown up in peace and privacy at home, silently cherishing in his
heart a confidence in God, and a magnanimity well adapted for the solemn
times that were approaching. Although of ripe years, he had not yet stepped
forward into public life, and nothing so much distinguished him from all
around as the cultivation of a pure religion and the integrity of his life.'"

But Cromwell could act as well as profess, and made manifest that the grace
of God which bringeth salvation purifies '"a peculiar people, zealous of good
works." It would seem that during his worldly days he had won large sums in
gambling. The money thus sinfully obtained he felt he could now no longer
retain:

""At the time when Popery was thus re-appearing at the court of England, the
gospel flourished in the house of Oliver, who was occupied with his flocks and



fields, with his children and the interests of his neighbours, and above all, in
putting into practice the commandments of God. Salvation was come to his
house, and his light shone before men. He possessed a great delicacy of
conscience, and of this we shall give one instance which occurred a little later.
After his conversion to God, he remembered what Zaccheus said to Jesus, as
he went into his house, 'Behold, Lord, if I have taken anything from any man
by false accusation, I restore him fourfold.' Cromwell had taken nothing in
that way; but, like other men of the world, he had won some money formerly
in gambling. This he returned, rightly considering it would be sinful to retain
it. The amounts were large for those days; one of them being £80, and the
other £120. His means were not ample; his family had increased, but such
things had no weight with him. His religion was not one of words, but of
works. As soon as his conscience spoke, he responded to its suggestions,
however great the sacrifice he was compelled to make. He remembered
Christ's remark, and acted on it during his whole life, 'Not every one that
saith unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into the kingdom of heaven; but he that
doeth the will of my Father which is in heaven."

On Cromwell's entrance into public life, and the gradual way in which his
great abilities displayed themselves, it is not our purpose here to dwell. Our
object is rather to gather up what evidences we can of his religious character.
Let the following interesting anecdote be accepted as some evidence that he
knew what secret prayer was:

"Sir John Goodricke used to relate a remarkable anecdote, which we should
probably assign to the siege of Knaresborough Castle, in 1644, and which was
told him when a boy, by a very old woman, who had formerly attended his
mother in the capacity of midwife. "When Cromwell came to lodge at our
house in Knaresborough,' said she, 'I was then but a young girl. Having heard
much talk about the man I looked at him with wonder. Being ordered to take
a pan of coals and air his bed, I could not, during the operation, forbear
peeping over my shoulder several times, to observe this extraordinary person,
who was seated at the far side of the room. Having aired the bed, I went out,
and, shutting the door after me, stopped and peeped through the key-hole,
when I saw him rise from his seat, advance to the bed, and fall on his knees, in
which attitude I left him for some time; when returning again, I found him
still at prayer; and this was his custom every night so long as he stayed at our
house; from which I concluded he must be a good man: and this opinion I



always maintained afterwards, though I heard him very much blamed and
exceedingly abused.'"

But admitting, as we think must be admitted, Cromwell's sincerity, we feel it
necessary to point out a most signal error, we might almost call it a delusion,
which casts a long and lurid shadow over the whole of his public life, and has
irreparably damaged his name. A persuasion was deeply imprinted on his
mind, and not his mind only, but on that of the Puritans generally in his day,
that their cause was so the cause of God, that in fighting earthly battles they
were fighting for the Lord, and that in killing their enemies by the sword they
were destroying the foes of Jesus. This strange persuasion they seem to have
imbibed from the letter of the Old Testament, instead of adhering to the spirit
of the New. The Puritan soldiers, encamped on Roundway Hill or drawn up in
battle at Cropredy Bridge, viewed themselves as standing in the same position
as the children of Israel when they drew out their hosts in Gibeah against the
Philistines. In their eyes, Charles and his Cavaliers were Amorites and
Amalekites, Essex and Cromwell Joshuas and Jephthahs. Oliver's
broadsword was "the sword of the Lord and of Gideon;'" Naseby field, the
valley of Ajalon; and the cutting off the King's head, the hewing Agag to
pieces in Gilgal. This was a fearful and fatal mistake—the fundamental error
which eventually ruined their cause, brought back a profligate prince, and
well-nigh shipwrecked civil and religious liberty. It was indeed a grievous
error, if we do not go so far as to call it a fanatical delusion, and did more
harm to the cause of vital godliness than any other circumstance from the
Reformation to the present day; but it was an error shared by some of the best
and greatest men of that period, and therefore not to be laid at the door of
Cromwell alone, as a damning and damnable crime. Had he originated this
persuasion as a means to carry out his own ambitious designs; or, contrary to
his better judgment, had he availed himself of it, when already existing, to
ride by it into power; had he worked by it, as an instrument of deception, and
attempted to sanctify evil deeds by colouring them over with religious hues,
we should need no other evidence of the insincerity and rottenness of his
profession. But no one can read his letters and speeches without being
convinced that in this point he was no hypocrite, but was himself fully
persuaded that in fighting with carnal weapons he was fighting the cause of
God. He might be deceived, but he was no deceiver; he might be deluded, but
he was no impostor. He never went into battle without prayer, nor came out of



it without praise. He spent much of the night in prayer before he stormed
Basing House. The Duke went to Waterloo from a ball at Brussels; Cromwell
went to Naseby from off his knees. The world calls one general a hero; the
other a hypocrite. Let the Scriptures decide which is the better preparation
for death. But right or wrong, this persuasion that God was with him was
confirmed to Cromwell by every successive victory; and the wonderful
manner in which he triumphed, in the face of the greatest difficulties, rooted it
more and more deeply in his mind. He thus wrote to the Parliament after he
had taken Bristol by assault, Sept. 14th, 1645:

"For the Hon. William Lenthall, Speaker of the Commons House of
Parliament: These.

"I have given you a true, but not a full account of this great business; wherein
he that runs may read, that this is none other than the work of God. He must
be a very Atheist that doth not acknowledge it.

"It may be thought that some praises are due to those gallant men, of whose
valour so much mention is made; their humble suit to you and all that have an
interest in this blessing is that in the remembrance of God's praises they be
forgotten. It's their joy that they are instruments of God's glory and their
country's good. It's their honour that God vouchsafes to use them. Sir, they
that have been employed in this service know that faith and prayer obtained
this city for you; I do not say ours only, but of the people of God with you and
all England over, who have wrestled with God for a blessing in this very thing.
Our desires are, that God may be glorified by the same spirit of faith by which
we ask all our sufficiency, and have received it. It is meet that he have all the
praise.

"Presbyterians, Independents, all have here the same spirit of faith and
prayer; the same presence and answer. They agree here, have no names of
difference; pity it is it should be otherwise anywhere! All that believe have the
real unity, which is most glorious; because inward, and spiritual in the body
[which is the true church], and to the Head [which is Jesus Christ]. For being
united in forms, commonly called Uniformity, every Christian will for peace'
sake study and do as far as conscience will permit. And for brethren, in things
of the mind, we look for no compulsion but that of light and reason. In other



things, God hath put the sword in the Parliament's hands, for the terror of
evil doers and the praise of them that do well. If any plead exemption from
that, he knows not the gospel; if any would wring that out of your hands or
steal it from you, under what pretence soever, I hope they shall do it without
effect. That God may maintain it in your hands, and direct you in the use
thereof, is the prayer of,

"Your humble servant, OLIVER CROMWELL*

* To a person who really desires to penetrate into and understand the ruling
principles of Cromwell's character and conduct, the above letter
communicates more sound information than pages of what is called history.
Hume says that if Cromwell's speeches and letters were collected into a
volume, they would form the most nonsensical book in the world. What will
not prejudice and ignorance combined say? the truth being that he was one of
the most sensible men that ever lived, and his speeches and letters, though the
style is somewhat loose and obscure, are as full of good sense as they are
sound in principle. To a philosophical infidel like Hume, John 17 or Gal. 3
would be nonsense. But what is such a man's judgment worth?

What a remarkable dispatch from a commander-in-chief! And what a
Parliament, to receive such a communication! Such a dispatch in our House of
Commons would be received with shouts of laughter and derision. But let men
say what they will, let them call it cant and whine—one thing is certain, that in
that day God was openly acknowledged, that honour was paid to his name,
that his glory was sought, and his favour desired.

Having seen how Cromwell writes to the Parliament, let us see how he writes
to a brother soldier:

"For his Excellency Sir Thomas Fairfax, General of the Parliament's Armies,
at Windsor: These.

"Sir,—It hath pleased God to raise me out of a dangerous sickness; and I do
most willingly acknowledge that the Lord hath, in this visitation, exercised the
bowels of a Father towards me. I received in myself the sentence of death, that
I might learn to trust in him that raiseth from the dead, and have no
confidence in the flesh. It's a blessed thing to die daily. For what is there in
this world to be accounted of? The best men according to the flesh, are things



lighter than vanity. I find this only good, to love the Lord and his poor
despised people; to do for them, and to be ready to suffer with them; and he
that is found worthy of this hath obtained great favour from the Lord; and he
that is established in this shall (being conformed to Christ and the rest of the
body, i.e., 'the Church’) participate in the glory of a resurrection which will
answer all.

"Sir, I must thankfully confess your favour in your last letter. I see I am not
forgotten; and truly to be kept in your remembrance is very great satisfaction
to me; for I can say in the simplicity of my heart, I put a high and true value
upon your love, which, when I forget, I shall cease to be a grateful and an
honest man.

"I most humbly beg my service may be presented to your lady, to whom I
wish all happiness and establishment in the truth. Sir, my prayers are for you
as becomes

"Your Excellency's most humble servant,
"London, 7th March, 1648." "OLIVER CROMWELL.

How are we to explain the above letter on the common assumption that
Cromwell was a hypocrite? This, be it remembered, is the easiest and most
sweeping of all charges. We have only to say, '"This man is a hypocrite," and it
sweeps away at a stroke all his profession. His experience, his prayers, his life,
his words and actions, are all swept away at once into the common sewer. But
this is the way of the world, not the leading and teaching of the Spirit, which
"proves all things, and holds fast that which is good."

But let us follow Cromwell into the bosom of his family. A man cannot well be
a hypocrite at home. The mask must indeed be closely fitted on not to drop off
at his own fireside. The stout-hearted Oliver was a most tender and
affectionate husband and parent; and some of his letters to his wife and
children breathe, intermixed with religious admonition, the language of
sincerest love. He thus writes to one of his daughters:

"For my beloved daughter, Bridget Ireton, at Cornbury, the General's
Quarters: These.



"Dear Daughter,—I write not to thy husband; partly to avoid trouble, for one
line of mine begets many of his, which I doubt makes him sit up too late;
partly because I am myself indisposed [i.e., not in the mood] at this, time,
having some other considerations.

"Your friends at Ely are well. Your sister Claypole is, I trust in mercy,
exercised with some perplexed thoughts. She sees her own vanity and carnal
mind, bewailing it; she seeks after (as I hope also) what will satisfy. And thus
to be a seeker is to be one of the best sect next to a finder; and such a one shall
every faithful humble seeker be at the end. Happy seeker, happy finder! Who
ever tasted that the Lord is gracious without some sense of self, vanity, and
badness? Who ever tasted that graciousness of his and could go less in desire
[i.e., become less desirous], less pressing after full enjoyment? Dear Heart,
press on; let not thy husband, let not anything cool thy affections after Christ.
I hope he [thy husband] will be an occasion to inflame them. That which is best
worthy of love in thy husband is that of the image of Christ he bears. Look on
that, and love it best, and all the rest for that. I pray for thee and him; do so
for me.

"My service and dear affections to the General and Generaless. I hear she is
very kind to thee; it adds to all other obligations. I am

"Thy dear Father,
" London, 25th October, 1646." "OLIVER CROMWELL.

The following letter was written to his son:

"For my beloved Son, Richard Cromwell, Esquire, at Hursley, in Hampshire:
These.

"Dick Cromwell,—I take your letters kindly; I like expressions when they
come plainly from the heart and are not strained nor affected.

"I am persuaded it's the Lord's mercy to place you where you are; I wish you
may own it and be thankful, fulfilling all relations to the glory of God. Seek
the Lord and his face continually; let this be the business of your life and
strength; and let all things be subservient and in order to this. You cannot



find nor behold the face of God but in Christ; therefore labour to know God
in Christ; which the Scripture makes to be the sum of all, even life eternal.
Because the true knowledge is not literal or speculative; no, but inward,
transforming the mind to it. It's uniting to, and participating of, the divine
nature: 'That by these ye might be partakers of the divine nature, having
escaped the corruption that is in the world through lust.'—(2 Pet. 1:4.) It's
such a knowledge as Paul speaks of (Phil. 3:8-10): 'Yea, doubtless, and I count
all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus my
Lord; for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and do count them but
dung, that I may win Christ, and be found in him, not having mine own
righteousness, which is of the law, but that which is through the faith of
Christ, the righteousness which is of God by faith; that I may know him and
the power of his resurrection, and the fellowship of his sufferings, being made
conformable unto his death.' How little of this knowledge is among us! My
weak prayers shall be for you.

"Carrick, 2nd April, 1650."

The two following letters were addressed to his wife, and were evidently
written from his heart. The first was written the day after the battle of
Dunbar:

"For my beloved Wife, Elizabeth Cromwell: These.

"My dearest,—I have not leisure to write much. But I could chide thee that in
many of thy letters thou writest to me, that I should not be unmindful of thee
and thy little ones. Truly, if I love you not too well, I think I err not on the
other hand much. Thou art dearer to me than any creature; let that suffice.

"The Lord had showed us an exceeding mercy; who can tell how it is! My
weak faith hath been upheld. I have been in my inward man marvellously
supported; though I assure thee I grow an old man, and feel infirmities of age
marvellously stealing upon me. Would my corruptions did as fast decrease!
Pray on my behalf in the latter respect. The particulars of our late success,
Harry Vane or Gilbert Pickering will impart to thee. My love to all dear
friends. I rest thine,

"Dunbar, 4th September, 1650." "OLIVER CROMWELL.



The second was written when he was at Edinburgh, soon after his recovery
from a dangerous illness:

"For my beloved Wife, Elizabeth Cromwell: These.

"My dearest,—I praise the Lord I am increased in strength in my outward
man; but that will not satisfy me except I get a heart to love and serve my
heavenly Father better; and get more of the light of his countenance, which is
better than life, and more power over my corruptions; in these hopes I wait,
and am not without expectation of a gracious return. Pray for me; truly I do
daily for thee, and the dear family; and God Almighty bless you with all his
spiritual blessings.

"Mind poor Betty [Elizabeth Claypole] of the Lord's great mercy. Oh! I desire
her not only to seek the Lord in her necessity, but in deed and in truth to turn
to the Lord; and to keep close to him; and to take heed of a departing heart,
and of being cozened with worldly vanities and worldly company, which I
doubt she is too subject to. I earnestly and frequently pray for her and for him
[her husband]. Truly they are dear to me, very dear; and I am in fear lest
Satan should deceive them; knowing how weak our hearts are, and how subtle
the adversary is. Let them seek him in truth, and they shall find him.

"My love to the dear little ones; I pray for grace for them. I thank them for
their letters; let me have them often. Truly I am not able as yet to write much.
I am weary; and rest.

"Thine, OLIVER CROMWELL.
"Edinburgh, 12th April, 1651."

Our object, it will be perceived, has been to let Cromwell speak for himself.
His own letters afford the best and most trustworthy evidence of his real
character. He thus writes to his son-in-law:

Dear Charles,—I write not often. At once I desire thee to know I most dearly
love thee; and indeed my heart is plain to thee, as thy heart can well desire; let
nothing shake thee in this. The wretched jealousies that are amongst us, and
the spirit of calumny, turn all into gall and wormwood. My heart is for the



people of God; that the Lord knows and will in due time manifest; yet thence
are my wounds, which, though it grieves me, yet through the grace of God
doth not discourage me totally. Many good men are repining at everything;
though indeed very many good are well satisfied and satisfying daily. The will
of the Lord will bring forth good in due time.

* * * * *

"Dear Charles, my dear love to thee, and to my dear Biddy, who is a joy to my
heart, for what I hear of the Lord in her. Bid her be cheerful, and rejoice in
the Lord once and again. If she knows the covenant (of grace) she cannot but
do so. For that transaction is without /er; sure and steadfast between the
Father and Mediator in his blood. Therefore, leaning upon the Son, or looking
to him, thirsting after him, and embracing him, we are his seed; and the
covenant is sure to all the seed. The compact is for the seed; God is bound in
faithfulness to Christ, and in him to us. The covenant is without us; a
transaction between God and Christ. Look up to it. God engageth in it to
pardon us; to write his law in our heart; to plant his fear so that we shall
never depart from him. We, under all our sins and infirmities, can daily offer
a perfect Christ; and thus we have peace and safety, and apprehension of love,
from a Father in covenant, who cannot deny himself. And truly in this is all
my salvation; and this helps me to bear my great burdens.

"If you have a mind to come over with your dear wife, take the best
opportunity for the good of the public and your own convenience. The Lord
bless you all. Pray for me that the Lord would direct and keep me his servant.
I bless the Lord I am not my own; but my condition to flesh and blood is very
hard. Pray for me: I do for you all. Commend me to all friends."

But we pass on to his death-bed, which has been greatly misrepresented. Dr.
d'Aubigne rejects the well-known story of his conversation with Dr. Goodwin:

"It is said by some writers that he once asked Dr. Goodwin, who attended at
his bedside, whether a man could fall from grace? Which the doctor
answering in the negative, the Protector replied, 'Then I am safe, for I am
sure that I was once in a state of grace.' We have seen moments of doubt and
fear trouble passingly the dying bed of the firmest and most pious Christians.



It might therefore be possible that the light which shone in Cromwell's heart
suffered a brief eclipse. Yet it is very remarkable that the faithful witness of
the Protector's death, who has reported with such care all his words and all
his prayers,* does not make the slightest allusion to this conversation with Dr.
Goodwin. It is, besides, in contradiction to all the discourses held by him on
his death-bed, and still more so, to the whole of his life. He was a Christian too
far advanced, too well grounded and enlightened, to put a question like that
which has been ascribed to him. We are therefore inclined to question the
authenticity of this anecdote."

* The Groom of the Bedchamber, in his Collection.

Though somewhat long, we cannot forbear giving some extracts from the
work before us relating to his dying hours:

"Cromwell's disorder grew worse. He was soon advised to keep his bed, and
as the ague-fits became more severe, he was removed to Whitehall. Prayers,
both public and private, were abundantly offered up on his behalf.

"The Protector's language on his sick-bed unveiled his thoughts and the
favourite occupations of his heart. According to the words of St. Paul, he set
his affections on things above, and not on things on the earth. Oliver was
content and willing to be gone. He expressed himself convinced that there
were better mansions, a better inheritance, a better crown, a better throne,
yea, every way better things in heaven provided for him.

"The sick man, tortured by fever, spoke much of the covenant between God
and his people. He saw, on the one side, the covenant of works; but on the
other, he hailed with rapture the saving covenant of grace. 'They were two,'
he exclaimed, as he tossed on his bed; 'two;—but put into one before the
foundation of the world!' He was then silent for a time, but resumed, 'it is holy
and true, it is holy and true, it is holy and true! Who made it holy and true?
The Mediator of the covenant.' After a brief silence, he spoke again, 'The
covenant is but one. Faith in the covenant is my only support. And if I believe
not—He abides faithful!'

"Speaking to some who were by him as he lay on his death-bed, Oliver said,



'"Whatsoever sins thou hast, dost, or shall commit, if you lay hold upon free
grace, you are safe. But if you put yourself under the covenant of works, you
bring yourself under the law, and so under the curse. Then you are gone.'

""As his wife and children stood weeping round his bed, he said to them,
'Children, live like Christians. Abide in him, that when he shall appear, we
may have confidence, and not be ashamed before him at his coming. If ye
know that he is righteous, ye know that every one that doth righteously is
born of him. Little children, let no man deceive you; he that doeth
righteousness is righteous, even as he is righteous. Love not this world. I say
unto you, it is not good that you should love this world. I leave you the
covenant to feed upon!'

"'Lord,' he exclaimed, 'That [perhaps thou?] knowest, if I desire to live, it is to
show forth thy praise and declare thy works.' Another time he was heard
moaning, 'Is there none that says, Who will deliver me from the peril? Man
can do nothing: God can do what he will.'

"Yet he could not escape from those anxieties which so frequently disturb
sincere minds in the hour of death. He knew that he was a sinner. He could
say with the Psalmist, 'My sin is before me;' and cry with Job, 'The terrors of
God set themselves in array against me.' Thrice over he repeated these words
of Scripture, 'It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God.' But
this trouble did not last long. Cromwell knew him 'who died once unto sin,’
and could exclaim with David, 'Blessed is he whose sin is covered.' He
resumed, 'All the promises of God are in him. Yes, and in him, Amen; to the
glory of God by us—by us in Jesus Christ. The Lord hath filled me with as
much assurance of his pardon and his love as my soul can hold. 1 think I am the
poorest wretch that lives; but I love God; or rather, am beloved of God. I am
a conqueror, and more than a conqueror, through Christ that strengtheneth
me.'"

The dying words of Cromwell deserve attentive consideration, especially the
two sentences which we have marked in italics. Had he been a fanatical
enthusiast, he would have been lifted up with self-confidence, or rested on
something visionary; had he been a hypocrite, he would most probably have
been in despair. But he was equally removed from both these extremes. He



was indeed, like most believers, exercised about the great change. Death did
not find him careless and unconcerned. The weight of those solemn words
which he thrice quoted lay upon his spirit. But he had support, and if he may
be believed, support of a right kind. " Faith in the covenant,” he said, "is my
only support.”’ His faith did not rest, as lying historians have asserted, on the
predictions of his recovery by his preachers, but on the only solid foundation
of a sinner's hope—the covenant of grace. And so far from being in despair,
he said, ""The Lord hath filled me with as much assurance of his pardon and his
love as my soul can hold." What striking words are these! And who spoke
them? A dying man, after a profession of nearly forty years. Why should we
cast them aside because Oliver Cromwell spoke them, unless we are prepared
to say that his whole life gave them the lie?

In the dead of the night he was heard to offer up the following prayer:

"Lord, though I am a miserable and wretched creature, I am in covenant with
thee through grace. And I may, I will come to thee for thy people. Thou has
made me, though very unworthy, a mean instrument to do them some good
and thee service; and many of them have set too high a value upon me, though
others wish and would be glad of my death; Lord, however thou do dispose of
me, continue and go on to do good for them. Pardon thy foolish people.
Forgive their sins, and do not forsake them, but love and bless them. Give
them consistency of judgment, one heart, and mutual love; and go on to
deliver them, and with the work of reformation; and make the name of Christ
glorious in the world. Teach those who look too much on thy instruments to
depend more upon thyself. Pardon such as desire to trample upon the dust of
a poor worm; for they are thy people too. And pardon the folly of this short
prayer. And give me rest for Jesus Christ's sake, to whom, with thee, and thy
Holy Spirit, be all honour and glory, now and for ever! Amen."

But his hours were now numbered:

""On the Thursday following, Underwood, the Groom of the Bedchamber, who
was in attendance on his Highness, heard him saying, with an oppressed voice,
'"Truly God is good; indeed he is; he will not'—here his voice failed him; what
he would have added was undoubtedly, 'leave me; he will not leave me.' He
spoke again from time to time in the midst of all his sufferings, with much



cheerfulness and fervour of spirit. 'I would be willing to live,' he said, 'to be
farther serviceable to God and his people; but my work is done. Yet God will
be with his people.'

"Ere long, he betrayed by his movements that agitation which often precedes
death; and when something was offered him to drink, with the remark that it
would make him sleep, he answered, 'It is not my design to drink or sleep; but
my design is to make what haste I can to be gone.'

"Towards morning he showed much inward consolation and peace, and
uttered many exceedingly self-abasing words, annihilating and judging
himself before God. 'It were too hard a task for any,' says the Groom of the
Bedchamber, who assisted him, 'especially for me, to reckon up all those
graces which did shine forth in him.""

But death had now set its mark upon him:

"It was the 3rd of September, 1658, the anniversary of his famous battles of
Dunbar and Worcester; a day always celebrated by rejoicings in honour of
these important victories. When the sun rose, Oliver was speechless, and
between three and four o'clock in the afternoon he expired. God shattered all
his strength on this festival of his glory and his triumphs."

Thus died one of the greatest men that the world ever saw—a true-hearted
Englishman, the champion of civil and religious liberty, the noble Puritan. His
name has indeed been covered with obloquy. Cringing courtiers and servile
bishops, rosy doctors and hungry curates, with the whole race of male and
female gentility who despise dissent as vulgar and hate liberty as encroaching
on their privileges, have for these last two hundred years abhorred the name
of Cromwell. But those to whom liberty is dear, and who abhor Popery and
despotism, will revere his memory; and if, on calmly weighing the evidence
laid before them, our spiritual readers can entertain a good hope of his having
been a partaker of grace, this will give him an additional title to their affection
and esteem.

return to index




The Life and Times of Lady Huntingdon.—(April,1853.)

Two marked features are stamped upon the internal history of the church of
Christ since the memorable day of Pentecost. The one is, the outpouring upon
her, from time to time, of the blessed Spirit, of which the Pentecostal effusion
was the first fruits and pledge; the other is, her sensible decline and decay
when these effusions of the Holy Spirit are suspended or withdrawn. Thus the
history of the church of Christ, as viewed by a spiritual eye, is, for the most
part, an alternate series of bloom and decay, fruitfulness and barrenness,
youth and old age. As in the seasons, spring follows winter, and autumn
summer; as in the tides, ebb succeeds to flow; as in the human frame, decline
treads on the heels of vigour; as in the starry heavens, the waxing gives way to
the waning moon; so in the visible church death follows life, feebleness
strength, decline and decay activity and vigour.

We may perhaps assign the times of Oliver Cromwell as the period when vital
godliness in this country rose to its highest point. We do not say that there was
not, in those days, much mere profession, some fanaticism, and not a little
hypocrisy. The same genial warmth which clothes the trees with leaves,
flowers, and fruit hatches the maggots in the dunghill. Religion, like a hardy
Alpine plant, thrives best in obscurity on the bleak mountain side. The flower
which is cradled in the storm and slowly nurtured by the melting snow of the
glacier, sickens and dies in the close warm atmosphere of the greenhouse.
Thus the very outward prosperity which, under the Protector, accompanied a
profession of religion was the cause of its decay. The sun of courtly favour,
like the sun of last July, burnt and blighted instead of ripening the crop.
When a profession of godliness was a passport to honour;* when a Parliament
was chosen for the supposed grace of the members; when praying soldiers
carved, with their swords, the way to victory; when Scripture phrases were in
every one's mouth, and to use Bunyan's expression, ''religion walked abroad
in her silver slippers;" vital godliness, it is evident, was in extreme peril of
being suffocated in the crowd of its own followers. We do not blame Oliver
Cromwell for putting down, by a strong hand, sin and ungodliness, and
advancing saints to posts of honour and usefulness. Indeed, consistently with
his exalted position and religious principles, he could do no otherwise. But sin,
Satan, and the carnal heart were not to be baffled even by the piercing mind,
iron will, and strong hand of the great Protector. Like the Diabolonians in



Bunyan's "Holy War," they gained admission into the city under feigned
names. There is no language which self-interest will not use, no mask which it
will not wear, to gain its sordid ends. Ambition, like Milton's fiend,

"O'er bog, or steep, through strait, rough, dense, or rare,
With head, hands, wings, or feet, pursues its way.
And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies."

* "Cromwell's court was free from vice," says Dr. Harris, "All there had an
air of sobriety and decency; nothing of riot or debauch was seen or heard of.
Whereas, formerly it was very difficult to live at court without a prejudice to
religion, it was now impossible to be a courtier without it. Whosoever looks
now to get preferment at court, religion must be brought with him, instead of
money, for a place."—D'Aubigne’s "Protector.”

We need not wonder, then, if in those days hypocrisy widely prevailed, and
that by it many were deceived;

For neither man nor angel can discern
Hypocrisy, the only evil that walks

Invisible, except to God alone,

By his permissive will through heaven and earth
And oft, though wisdom wake, suspicion sleeps
At wisdom's gate, and to simplicity

Resigns her charge, while goodness thinks no ill
Where no ill seems."

When therefore that wicked king, that profligate sensualist, that pensioner of
France, that disguised Papist but real infidel, Charles II., was restored to the
throne, wickedness, which the iron hand of Cromwell had repressed, burst
forth as a mighty torrent and flooded the land with the most filthy streams of
profligacy.

One of the most mysterious events of history, when first glanced at by a
spiritual eye, is the Restoration of 1660. Why the Lord should have permitted
so fair a scene to be so overclouded, and his name, cause, and truth to be so
overwhelmed, is indeed to our feeble view, at first sight, utterly



incomprehensible. The pulpits during the Commonwealth were, for the most
part, filled by men of truth, for Cromwell had sent commissioners through the
land, called "Triers," who deposed from the ministry, not only all erroneous
and ungodly ministers, but even all who could not give some account of a
personal, individual work of grace on their own souls. The churches and
chapels were crowded with hearers, and according to the united testimony of
the gracious writers of that period, there was a great outpouring of the Holy
Spirit and a large gathering in of living souls. But under all this goodly show
there must have been concealed, as a few years made manifest, an amazing
amount of secret ungodliness. The caged wolf does not lose his thirst for blood
because shut up in the den of a menagerie. The sensual, depraved heart of
man is not, cannot be regenerated by the outward restraints of morality or
religion. When, therefore, the return of Charles II. unbarred the dens in
which the firm hand of Cromwell had shut up the wolves and hyaenas, they
rushed forth to fill the land with blood and rapine. The derisive shouts of the
London mob round the corpse of Cromwell, as torn from the grave, it hanged
on the gallows at Tyburn, loudly proclaimed the joy of the vile populace that
sin was again broken loose. And many an echo did those inhuman shouts find
in the breasts of the higher classes, both clergy and laity, who rejoiced from
the very bottom of their hearts that the gloomy days, as they called them, of
Puritanism were come to an end. Nor were they slow to take vengeance on
those who had so long debarred them from so much profit and pleasure. The
Parliament of 1662, led on by Clarendon, raged with all the fury of the
Spanish Inquisition.* The Puritan preachers were ejected from the pulpits,
and if they attempted to gather a few people together to break to them the
bread of life, they were committed to prison, transported as slaves to the
American settlements, and for a third offence, or if they returned to their
country, were sentenced to death as common felons. Meanwhile infidelity and
profligacy were installed in high places and ran down the streets like water, at
a time when Bunyan was in Bedford prison, Owen pursued by soldiers,
hundreds dying of want and sickness in the gaols, and the poor children of
God timidly meeting together by night in woods and caves.

* Coleridge, after a long and laborious investigation of the persecutions of the
Puritans in the time of Charles II., including, we presume, those of the Scotch
Covenanters, expressed it as his decided opinion that they equalled, if not



outdid, the cruelties of the Spanish Inquisition.

Contrasting this wreck and ruin with that fair building which in Cromwell's
time seemed to shine forth as a temple of religion, one is tempted to say,
"What a triumph for Satan; what a blow for vital godliness!" If we admit it
was a triumph for Satan, it does not thence follow that it was a fatal blow to
the kingdom of Christ. Here, as in other instances, Satan's victories are
Satan's defeats; the church's reverses her triumphs. Satan rises that he may
fall; the church falls that she may rise. OQutward prosperity is the church's
worst atmosphere. It is like the malaria of the sunny Italian plains, which
carries death in its train, though it comes as a soft balmy breeze. The smiles of
Cromwell were more fatal to the health of godliness than the frowns of
Charles. A sifting, winnowing time was needed, and it came. Thus, as we have
pointed out in a former review, by the very persecutions which broke out at
the restoration of Charles II. was the church purified, and the power of vital
godliness preserved. This hot persecution was the sieve which riddled the
chaff from the wheat, the furnace which separated the dross from the gold,
the fire which tried every man's work of what sort it was. It is not the purpose
of God, at least in this dispensation, that the saints should occupy high places,
and obtain power and dominion. They are to be a suffering remnant, a
despised outcast people, as their Lord and Master was before them. In the
Commonwealth, therefore, the saints were in a false position; and if this
palmy state of things had long continued, religion, shot up into unnatural
growth, like an overtall youth, would have died of a lingering consumption.*

* To guard against any misunderstanding of our language we would observe
that we are not speaking here of religion as wrought by a divine power in the
heart of an individual child of God, which cannot die of consumption or any
disease, but of religion as prevailing generally in a nation, which is measured
by the number of its real partakers, and by its power in the heart of
individuals. In this sense religion may be said to ebb and flow, increase and
decay.

We thus see that, in the mysterious providence of God, mercy and wisdom are
secretly couched even in the darkest and most disgraceful period of the
English history since the Reformation; and thus we become, in a measure,
reconciled to the downfall of Puritanism, the persecution of the saints, the



temporary eclipse of liberty, and that gloomy period of cruelty and profligacy,
sensuality and despotism, the bare recollection of which makes the blood of
every true-hearted Englishman thrill in his veins. For the space of nearly
twenty-eight years, viz., from 1660 to 1688, was Puritanism thus trodden
under foot; but at length the crimes and follies of the second James, in his
blind and bigoted attempts to reinstate Popery, so outraged the feelings of the
whole nation, that it arose as one man, to hurl him from the throne. Then
followed the peaceful Revolution of 1688, the grand epoch, when our civil and
religious liberties, for which our Puritan ancestors had been struggling for
more than a century, were first established on a firm base. It was then, under
William III., who brought with him from Holland the principles of universal
toleration, that dissent for the first time in this country obtained a legal
footing, and persecution was finally put down.

But what followed when Israel, as of old, thus obtained rest? A gradual and
general decline and decay of vital godliness. That the Establishment was sunk
into the deepest darkness and death we need not wonder. She had cast out her
salt on that memorable Bartholomew's day, when two thousand of her clergy
were compelled, for conscience' sake, to forsake her walls. Having put out her
right eye, she gradually sank into deeper and denser blindness. Infidelity so
widely prevailed in her, both amongst clergy and laity, that some of the
bishops in Queen Anne's time (Atterbury, for instance) were generally
believed to be infidels in heart; and most of the works published on the
subject of religion were, like Bishop Butler's celebrated '"Analogy," directed
to prove Christianity true. The very necessity for such works on the external
evidences of Christianity as were then published by such men as Lord
Lyttleton, Soame Jenyns, Gilbert West, Doddridge, &c., proves that infidelity
was widely prevalent. And morality was no better. The periodicals of the day,
such as the "Spectator' and "Tatler," evidence a state of such general laxity
of principle and conduct among the educated classes as fills the mind with
astonishment. To stem this tide of licentiousness, the preachers of that time
had no better dam to throw up than dry, dead morality. Tillotson's Sermons
and "The Whole Duty of Man" give a good idea of the approved divinity of
that period—a mere dishing up of heathen morality. Christ's blood and
righteousness were kept wholly out of sight, with all the other truths of the
gospel; and a sincere, but imperfect obedience was pointed out as the only way
to heaven. The operations of the blessed Spirit were ridiculed as enthusiasm,



and those who pleaded for them were counted as the worst of fanatics. Whilst
the higher classes were thus sunk in carelessness and profanity, the lower
were abandoned to the grossest ignorance. There were scarcely any schools,
the Bible was little circulated (being at that time an expensive book), and less
read, and education of the working classes generally frowned upon. There
being at that time few manufactures, the population was scanty, and almost
wholly rural, under the absolute control of the squire and the parson, who,
with all their differences about the tithe, agreed in one thing, that religion
consisted chiefly in coming to church, and not breaking down hedges or
poaching for game; that if a man knew how to plough and sow, mow and reap,
he knew enough for this life; and that if he did not drink or swear, and kept
his church and sacrament, he was in a fair way to be happy in the next.

And where, all this time, were the children and successors of the noble army
of martyrs, the Puritans, who in the days of Charles II. had suffered so much
for truth and conscience? Sunk, sunk miserably low. The Dissenters in the
reigns of Queen Anne, George 1., and part of George II., were in a lower state
than they are now, which is saying a great deal. Mr. Barker, morning
preacher at Salter's Hall, and one of the best ministers among the dissenters,
thus complains of the state of things in the dissenting churches: '"Alas, the
distinguishing doctrines of the gospel—Christ crucified the only ground for
fallen man, salvation through his atoning blood, sanctification by his eternal
Spirit, are old-fashioned things, now seldom heard in our churches! A cold,
comfortless kind of preaching prevails almost everywhere, and reason, the
great law of reason, the eternal law of reason, is idolized and deified." When
"the great law of reason' enters a pulpit, the great law of revelation is sure to
leave it; and thus we need not go far to inquire what the hearers were who
could listen to and approve of such doctrine. When the law of reason had thus
levelled the battlements of Scripture truth, Arianism and Socinianism entered
in through the breach, and we may be sure that infidelity would not be slow to
follow. Thus the crown of truth fell from the head of most of the dissenting
churches, and a general sickness overcast the whole body. God has always
indeed, had a people on earth, a seed to serve him, and doubtless he had his
hidden ones in those days of general darkness, declension and decay; and,
without doubt, he had also, as in the darkest days of Israel of old, his
ministering prophets, his witnesses clothed in sackcloth, who preached the
gospel with the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven. But these were few in



number and widely scattered, and have left few enduring traces of their
memory or work. We feel, therefore, warranted in asserting that the face of
religion never, in this country, since the days of the blessed Reformation, wore
so gloomy and dark an aspect as in the first forty years of the last century.

Our object in this brief sketch has been to trace out the history of religion in
this country from the days of Cromwell to about the middle of the reign of
George II., when a remarkable revival took place, chiefly through the labours
of the celebrated George Whitefield. The book before us, with an abundance
of mere worldly gossip, contains many striking anecdotes of that remarkable
period. We purpose therefore, in our following number, to give some little
account of that signal awakening, which, mixed as it was with much human
infirmity, yet was, we cannot doubt, accompanied by a large gathering in of
ransomed souls.

(Continued May, 1853.)

The blessed Lord, before he ascended up on high, left with his disciples a
declaration, a precept, and a promise, all of which three are intimately
connected with each other. The declaration, which forms the firm basis both of
precept and promise, runs thus: ""All power is given unto me in heaven and
earth." Then follows the precept: ""Go ye, therefore, and teach all nations,
baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy
Ghost; teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded
you." And then is added that most blessed and encouraging promise: " And lo,
I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world." (Matt. 28:19, 20.)

However low, then, the church of Christ may seem to sink, these three things
stand firm as the eternal throne of the Most High: 1. That Jesus lives at God's
right hand, ruling and governing all things in heaven and earth. 2. That it is
his revealed will that the gospel should be preached. (Compare Mark 16:15.)
And, 3. That he has promised to accompany his disciples and servants with his
Spirit, presence, and grace to the end of the world.

We showed in our last Number the fallen and sunk condition of the church of
God in this country during the first forty years of the last century. But a



gleam of light is about to break forth, the dawning of a brighter day. And
where of all places does this faint glimmer first appear? In the darkest of all
corners, the firmest stronghold of prejudice and bigotry, the very seat of
Satan as king over the children of pride—in the orthodox, High Church, Tory
University of Oxford. About the year 1732 a few students became impressed
with a concern for their souls, and formed a little association to meet together
in order to pray, read the Scriptures, and converse about the solemn things of
eternity. It was about this period that George Whitefield was entered at the
University as servitor* at Pembroke College, and, being already under serious
impressions, was after some little time induced to join himself to their society.
This was not indeed the first time that he manifested a concern for his soul. In
the account which he has given of his own experience, he speaks of having had
convictions even in childhood. "Such," he says, '"'was the free grace of God to
me, that though corruption worked so strongly in my soul, and produced such
early and bitter fruits, yet I can recollect very early movings of the blessed
Spirit upon my heart. Once I remember, when some persons (as they
frequently did) made it their business to tease me, I immediately retired to my
room, and kneeling down, with many tears prayed over the 118th Psalm."
Much of this religion, whether natural or spiritual, clung to him as he grew
up, for he says of himself, that when still at school, for more than a
twelvemonth he had gone through a round of duties, "receiving the sacrament
monthly, fasting frequently, attending constantly at public worship, and
praying often more than twice a day in private." Whether these convictions
were the dawnings of divine life, or the mere workings of natural conscience,
we will not attempt to decide; but one thing is abundantly evident, that
neither during this period, nor when he first went to Oxford, did either he or
his companions know anything of the gospel of the grace of God. Their
favourite books were Scougal, Thomas 4 Kempis, and Law. Not knowing,
therefore, the way of salvation by the blood and righteousness of the Son of
God, and misled by these false guides, he sought it ignorantly by the works of
the law, praying and fasting with such austerity for weeks together that at
length he could not walk, from extreme weakness. But it is evident that the
blessed Spirit was at work upon his conscience. He thus speaks of his
experience at this period: "When I knelt down I felt great pressures both on
soul and body, and have often prayed under the weight of them until the sweat
came through me. God only knows how many nights I have lain upon my bed
groaning under what I felt. Whole days and weeks have I spent in lying



prostrate on the ground in silent and vocal prayer.'" Here was the Lord
training up a champion for the field of battle, teaching his hands to war and
his fingers to fight, and instructing him from soul experience afterwards to
batter down those strong towers of legality and self-righteousness in which his
own soul had been imprisoned, and which filled the length and breadth of the
land. His health sank under the load of soul-trouble and his severe fastings
and austerities, springing from the persuasion that it was his duty to shut
himself up in his study to fast and pray till he had entirely mortified his will,
and had become perfectly holy in body and soul. His tutor, who was much
attached to him, sent a physician to cure his body, but there was watching
over his bed a far better Physician, the great Physician of souls. He thus
describes his deliverance from the curse and bondage of the law:

"Notwithstanding my fit of sickness continued six or seven weeks, I trust I
shall have reason to bless God for it, through eternity; for about the end of the
seventh week, after having undergone innumerable buffetings of Satan, and
many months' inexpressible trials by night and day, under the spirit of
bondage, God was pleased at length to remove the heavy load, to enable me to
lay hold on his dear Son by a living faith, and by giving me the Spirit of
adoption to seal me, as I humbly hope, to the day of redemption. But O with
what joy, joy unspeakable, even joy that was full of and big with glory, was
my soul filled when the weight of sin went off, and an abiding sense of the
pardoning love of God and a full assurance of faith broke in upon my
disconsolate soul! Surely it was the day of my espousals, a day to be had in
everlasting remembrance. At first my joys were like a spring tide, and, as it
were, overflowed its banks. Go where I would, I could not avoid singing
psalms aloud. Afterwards they became more settled, and, blessed be God, save
a few casual intervals, have abided and increased in my soul ever since."

* The servitors, of whom only a few now remain, were a poor class of students
who had their commons gratis, and other advantages, whereby they passed
through the University at a very small personal expense.

When his health was sufficiently established to bear removal, he left the
University for his native place, Gloucester, where he gradually regained his
former health and vigour. His load of sin was gone, the Sun of Righteousness
shone upon his soul, and guided and taught by the Spirit of truth, he spent



most of his time in searching the Scriptures, secret prayer, meditation, and
communion with the Lord.

From his earliest years the thoughts of the ministry had occupied his mind.
Even when he was waiting with his apron and sleeves on at the Bell Inn,
Gloucester, he wrote three sermons; but when his soul was blessed with a
sense of pardoning mercy, he could not forbear speaking to others of the
solemn things of eternity. Having at that time no other sphere, he visited the
gaol every day, reading and praying with the prisoners, besides reading twice
or thrice a week to some poor people in the city. In this way was the Lord
secretly training him up for the work of the ministry, till his self-denying
labours reaching the ears of Dr. Benson, Bishop of Gloucester, he sent for
him; and though Whitefield at the time was but twenty-one years of age, he
offered to ordain him whenever he wished it, and also to give him a cure. This
offer Whitefield, after much serious consideration and earnest prayer,
accepted, and was ordained deacon on Sunday, June 20th, 1736, in the
Cathedral at Gloucester. He thus takes a review of the services of the day:

"I trust I answered every question from the bottom of my heart, and heartily
prayed that God might say, Amen. And when the bishop laid his hands upon
my head, if my vile heart do not deceive me, I offered up my whole spirit, soul,
and body to the service of God's sanctuary. Let come what will, life or death,
depth or height, I shall henceforward live like one who, this day, in the
presence of men and angels, took the holy sacrament upon the profession of
being inwardly moved by the Holy Ghost to take upon me that ministration in
the church. I call heaven and earth to witness that, when the bishop laid his
hands upon me, I gave myself up to be a martyr for him who hung upon the
cross for me. Known unto him are all future events and contingencies; I have
thrown myself blindfold, and I trust without reserve, into his almighty
hands."

We shall not here enter on the question how far Whitefield was right in
becoming a minister in the Church of England. No light had broken in upon
his mind to show him her unscriptural position and errors; but his soul being
all on fire to preach the gospel, and the door being thus opened in providence,
he embraced it as of the Lord. He thus describes his first sermon:



"Last Sunday, in the afternoon, I preached my first sermon in the church
where I was baptized, and also first received the sacrament of the Lord's
Supper. Curiosity drew a large congregation together. The sight, at first, a
little awed me; but I was comforted with a heartfelt sense of the divine
presence, and soon found the advantage of having been accustomed to public
speaking when a boy at school, and of exhorting and teaching the prisoners,
and the poor people at their private houses, whilst at the University. By these
means I was kept from being daunted over much. As I proceeded, I perceived
the fire kindled, till at last, though so young, and amidst a crowd of those who
knew me in my childish days, I trust I was enabled to speak with some degree
of gospel authority. Some few mocked; but most, for the present, seemed
struck; and I have since heard that a complaint had been made to the bishop
that I drove fifteen people mad the first sermon! The worthy prelate, as I am
informed, wished that the madness might not be forgotten before the next
Sunday."

We shall take this opportunity to describe a little of Whitefield's peculiar,
almost unparalleled, gifts as a preacher—gifts so remarkable that we cannot
doubt they were bestowed upon him for a peculiar purpose. His voice, which
is affirmed to have been so clear and powerful as to be audible at the distance
of a mile, appears, by general testimony, to have been in all other respects one
of the most effective ever possessed by man, capable of taking every varied
tone of emotion, and whether poured forth in thunder to rouse, or in softer
music to melt, making its way to the heart with irresistible force and effect. Its
tones, too, were singularly varied, and at the same time so truly natural,
expressing every tender feeling of the heart with such touching pathos, that
the dullest hearer was riveted as by an invincible charm as soon as he opened
his lips. His action, too, was singularly expressive and becoming, being easy,
natural, and unaffected, yet eminently striking, though sometimes bordering
almost on violence. His language also was peculiarly simple and full of fire,
broken frequently into short sentences, abounding in figures and illustrations,
interspersed with the warmest, tenderest appeals to the conscience, mingled
often with his own uncontrollable sobs and tears, and divested of all that
heavy lumber which weighs down preacher and hearer. Matter and manner
were alike new, and burst upon a sleepy generation as a brilliant meteor,
which in the midnight darkness draws to its path every eye.



Previous to his time sermons were for the most part longwinded, dull essays;
and even when they were sound in doctrine, which was very rare, were, like
the old Puritanical writings, more fitted for the closet than the pulpit, and
divided and subdivided till "nineteenthly” weighed down eyes and ears into
involuntary slumber. The holy fire which burned in Whitefield's soul burst its
way through all these artificial coverings, and the glowing warmth which
made his thoughts to breathe and his words to burn penetrated the hearts of
his hearers. A minister once asked Garrick, the celebrated actor, why persons
were so affected by a tragedy who fell asleep under a sermon? ""The reason
is," replied he, '"that we speak falsehood as if it were truth, and you speak
truth as if it were falsehood." Whitefield spoke truth as truth. The truth of
God was in his heart, and a flame of love burnt there which lighted up his
countenance with energy and his eyes with fire, poured itself forth in the most
ardent and expressive words, quivered in every note of his melodious voice,
and streamed forth in every wave of his hand. There is a peculiar charm in
real eloquence, riveting the mind and swaying the feelings of the heart till it
yields itself to the voice of the orator, as the strings of the harp to the fingers
of the musician. The very sound of his voice can make the heart alternately
burn with ardour and indignation, or melt it till the tears gush from the eyes.
All this is distinct from grace; and hundreds and thousands who melted at the
accents of Whitefield's voice lived and died in their sins. Like the prophet of
old, he was unto them "as a very lovely song of one that hath a pleasant voice,
and can play well on an instrument; but they heard his words and did them
not." (Ezek. 33:32.) Yet be it borne in mind, that these very natural gifts were
bestowed on Whitefield for a particular purpose. It was these which gave him
such congregations, and made his preaching admired by such men as David
Hume, the philosopher, Lord Chesterfield, the courtier, and Franklin, the
worldly politician, as much as by the poor colliers at Kingswood, when the
white gutters, made by their tears, streaked their black cheeks. Whitefield was
no actor cultivating his voice or studying his gestures; but these gifts were
naturally in him, and he used them as inartificially as a person possessed of an
exquisite ear and a beautiful voice pours forth melodious tones as the free
utterance of the music within.

But besides these natural gifts, there was a peculiar power—the power of
God, resting on his ministry. That a most signal blessing accompanied his
labours is beyond the shadow of a doubt. John Newton, who had frequently



heard him, in a funeral sermon preached at his death, from John 5:35, thus
speaks of him from personal knowledge:

"The Lord gave him a manner of preaching which was peculiarly his own. He
copied from none, and I never met any who could imitate him with success.
They who attempted generally made themselves disagreeable. His familiar
address, the power of his action, his marvellous talent in fixing the attention
even of the most careless, I need not describe to those who have heard him;
and to those who have not, the attempt would be vain. Other ministers could
preach the gospel as clearly, and in general say the same things; but I believe
no man living could say them in his way. Here I always thought him
unequalled, and I hardly expect to see his equal while I live. But that which
finished his character as a shining light, and is now his crown of rejoicing, was
the singular success which the Lord was pleased to give him in winning souls.
What numbers entered the kingdom of glory before him! and what numbers
are now lamenting his loss, who were awakened by his ministry! It seemed as
if he never preached in vain. Perhaps there is hardly a place, in all the
extensive compass of his labours, where some may not yet be found who
thankfully acknowledge him for their spiritual father. Nor was he an
awakening preacher only; wherever he came, if he preached but a single
discourse, he usually brought a season of refreshment and revival with him to
those who had already received the truth. Great as his immediate and
personal usefulness was, his occasional usefulness, if I may so call it, was,
perhaps, much greater. Many have cause to be thankful for him who never
saw or heard him. He introduced a way of close and lively application to the
conscience, for which, I believe, many of the most admired and eminent
preachers now living will not be ashamed or unwilling to acknowledge
themselves his debtors."

On this point we shall have another opportunity to enlarge; but we cannot
omit here his devotedness to the work of the ministry. Seven times did he cross
the Atlantic, at that time a long and perilous voyage. From the very first, too,
he had a most singular power of winning the affections of his hearers. His
sincerity, warmth, deep and genuine feeling, and, above all, the blessing of
God resting on the word, riveted to him the hearts of hundreds. His second
visit to Bristol is thus described:



"He was met, about a mile from the city, by multitudes on foot, and some in
coaches; and the people saluted and blessed him as he passed along the streets.
He preached, as usual, five times a week, attended by immense crowds of all
ranks. Collections were made for poor prisoners; societies were formed; and
great inducements were offered to persuade him to remain in his native land.
The congregations were overpowering. Some, as he himself remarks, 'hung
upon the rails, others climbed up the leads of the church; and altogether the
church was so hot with their breath that the steam would fall from the pillars
like drops of rain.' June 21st he preached his farewell sermon at Bristol, and
toward the end of the discourse, when he came to tell them, 'it might be that
they would see him no more,' the whole congregation was exceedingly
affected; high and low, young and old, burst into a flood of tears; and at the
close, multitudes followed him home weeping."

The same extraordinary popularity followed him to London, where he arrived
about the end of August, 1737:

""He preached generally nine times a week, and yet so numerous were his
assemblies, that thousands could not gain admittance to the largest churches
of the city; and, to prevent accidents from the pressure of the crowd,
constables were placed at the doors. The Lord's Supper was administered
often on Sunday morning, when, long before day, in the winter months, the
streets were seen filled with people carrying lights, and conversing on religion
as they proceeded to church."

* * * * *

""As the time approached when he was to leave England, the people showed
their esteem for him by many expressive tokens. They followed him so closely
and in such numbers, for advice, that he could scarcely command a moment
of retirement. They begged to receive from him religious books, and to have
their names written with his own hands, as memorials of him. The final
separation was to him almost unsupportable."

Making every allowance for his natural gifts, there must have been a peculiar
power resting on his ministry, to produce these effects.

His first visit to America, which soon followed, was not accompanied with



such a display of divine power as the succeeding, he being there but four
months, and his labours being chiefly confined to Georgia, then a new and
most unhealthy settlement. Being desirous of ordination as a priest, he
embarked for England on Sept. 8th, and was nine weeks on the voyage, tossed
about with bad weather, in a ship out of repair, and in want of provisions.

It was during his stay in England, before his second visit to America, that, the
pulpits being closed against him, he first preached in the open air:

"'I thought,' says he, 'it might be doing the service of my Lord, who had a
mountain for his pulpit and the heavens for his sounding-board; and who,
when his gospel was refused by the Jews, sent his servants into the highways
and hedges.' These motives impelled him to make the experiment, and feeling
his duty to be no longer doubtful, he proceeded to Kingswood for that
purpose. The colliers were without any church, and so notorious for their
wicked and brutal manner that, when provoked, they were a terror to all the
neighbourhood. On Saturday afternoon, the 17th of February, he preached at
Rose Green, his first field pulpit, to as many as the novelty of the scene
collected, which were about two hundred. Adverting to this, he exclaims,
'Blessed be God that the ice is now broken, and I have taken the field. Some
may censure me; but is there not a cause; pulpits are denied, and the poor
colliers ready to perish for lack of knowledge. Every time he went to
Kingswood the number of his hearers increased. Thousands of all ranks
flocked from Bristol and the neighbourhood; the congregation was sometimes
computed at twenty thousand. With what gladness and eagerness many of
these despised outcasts, who had never been in a church in their lives, received
the word, is beyond description. 'Having,' as he writes, 'no righteousness of
their own to renounce, they were glad to hear of a Jesus who was a Friend to
publicans, and came not to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance. The
first discovery of their being affected was to see the white gutters made by
their tears, which plentifully fell down their black cheeks, as they came out of
the coal pits. Hundreds and hundreds of them were soon brought under deep
convictions, which, as the event proved, happily ended in sound and thorough
conversion. The change was visible to all, though numbers chose to impute it
to anything rather than the finger of God. As the scene was quite new, and I
had just begun to be an extempore preacher, it often occasioned many inward
conflicts. Sometimes, when twenty thousand people were before me, I had not,



in my own apprehension, a word to say either to God or them. But I was never
totally deserted, and frequently (for to deny it would be lying against God) so
assisted, that I know, by happy experience, what our Lord meant by saying,
"Out of his belly shall flow rivers of living water." The open firmament above
me, the prospect of the adjacent fields, with the sight of thousands and
thousands, some in coaches, some on horseback, and some on the trees, and at
times call affected and drenched in tears together, to which sometimes was
added the solemnity of the approaching evening, was almost too much for and
quite overcame me.'"

With this extract we must close, for the present, our review of the celebrated
apostle of the last century, hoping to resume the subject in a future Number.

return to index

The Experience of George Whitefield. Written by Himself.*
(Continued, July, 1853.)

* We are sorry that this little work ('"The Experience of George Whitefield")
did not fall into our hand till after we had penned the account given in the
May Number of Whitefield's experience, as we might have much enriched it.
In the work from which we took our narrative, many of the most interesting
details are suppressed.

There can be little doubt that there was in Whitefield's day more life and
power in the church of God than we now witness, or perhaps have any distinct
idea of. Such coldness and deadness have fallen upon the churches that it
seems hard to realize the zeal, warmth, and earnestness which then prevailed.
The simplest, perhaps, and easiest way to do this will be for each of our
gracious readers to recall the days of his spiritual youth, ""when the candle of
the Lord shined upon his head, and by his light he walked through darkness;
when the secret of God was upon his tabernacle; when he washed his steps
with butter, and the rock poured him out rivers of oil." Let him recall his own
earnestness in prayer at that memorable period, his tenderness of conscience,
his zeal for the Lord, his deadness to the world, his love to God's people, his
times of hearing when well nigh every sermon seemed blessed to his soul. The
recollection of this never-to-be-forgotten season, the Spring of the soul, may



serve to bring before his mind the days of Whitefield—that spring-tide of the
church, when the flowers appeared on the earth, and the voice of the turtle
was heard in the land; when the leaf of profession was green and the blossom
of promise fragrant; before the fruit had become, as now, wizened from
declining sap, and the foliage sear and yellow from the autumnal frosts. One
remarkable instance of the power of God attending Whitefield's ministry is
recorded in his life—that after preaching, on one occasion, in Moorfields, he
received, according to his own testimony, "at a moderate computation, a
thousand notes from persons under conviction." Making every deduction for
natural excitement, giving the fullest allowance for temporary convictions, it
affords an unparalleled example of power attending one sermon. Where, at
least in our day, is the minister whose labours are accompanied with such
striking effects? We may have men clearer in doctrine, but where can we find
that life and power, that ardent zeal, that burning eloquence, that devotedness
to the work, those astonishing labours, that self-denying life, that singleness of
eye to the glory of God, that unwearied perseverance, or that flame of holy
love which seemed to consume the very lamp in which it shone with such
surpassing brightness? And for this life and power in the soul of a minister,
what can be the substitute? Shall it be learning? That, in comparison, is but a
flickering flame, a mere phosphorus light composed out of dead men's brains,
too faint to illuminate, too cold to kindle. Shall it be sound views of doctrine?
Amidst the heaps of error which are spread on every side, and amidst
hundreds of erroneous men who lie in wait to deceive, sound views of truth
are most valuable, nay, indispensable. But there may be the soundest creed in
the head with death in the heart and sin in the life. Sound views without divine
life resemble a sound, well-tuned ring of bells, which charm the ear more than
the jangling and the cracked, but are still mere tinkling metal. Shall it be
gifts?—a flow of words as unceasing as a babbling brook, a voice as musical as
the evening nightingale, action as elegant as ever graced the stage, pathos as
touching as ever bedewed female cheeks with tears, animation as vehement as
ever stirred the audiences of Peter the Hermit, and eloquence as ardent as
ever led men on to mount the breach or charge a battalion? Alas! what are
they all, destitute of life? United with life—a combination very rare, though
perhaps to a great extent existing in Whitefield—they are indeed to the sword
what the back is to the edge, giving it weight and strength; but without life
they are a lump of iron, which never pierces to the "dividing asunder of soul
and spirit, and of the joints and marrow," or is "a discerner of the thoughts



and intents of the heart."

"We take up our memoir of Whitefield with his departure for America a
second time, on the 14th of August, 1739. He arrived at Philadelphia after a
passage of nine weeks, and at once commenced those unwearied labours, the
mere recital of which fills us with surprise and astonishment. In one week he
preached sixteen times and rode one hundred and seventy miles. At
Charleston he preached twice a day for a fortnight. His last sermon at Boston
was preached to twenty thousand persons. And be it borne in mind, that his
was preaching. It was no indolent lolling over the pulpit cushion, talking in a
low voice to about fifty people in the cool of the evening, but animated bursts
of eloquence to crowded congregations under the burning heat of an
American summer—a period of the year when the thermometer is frequently
above one hundred degrees, and persons drop down dead in the streets
stricken by the beams of the sun:

"Sometimes he was almost ready to expire with heat and fatigue. Thrice a day
he was lifted up upon his horse, unable to mount otherwise; then rode and
preached, and came in and laid himself along upon two or three chairs. He did
not doubt but such a course would soon take him to his desired rest. Yet he
had many delightful hours with Messrs. Tennents, Blair, &c. 'Night,' says he,
'was, as it were, turned into day, when we rode singing through the woods.'"

His stay in America lasted about fifteen months, during which space of time
he several times traversed the length of the United States, from Charleston in
the South to Boston in the North, a distance of above a thousand miles, and
through a country at that time thinly inhabited, through wild forests, wide
and dismal swamps, and by roads impassable by wheel carriages.

The same power which accompanied his ministry in England followed him in
America wheresoever he turned his steps. The slave States of the south and
the free States of the North, the indolent planters of South Carolina, and the
sturdy, iron sinewed Puritans of New England, alike hung upon the accents of
his melodious voice, and alike confessed by their tears that it had power to
move the hardest heart. But besides these usual effects of his surpassing
eloquence, there is every reason to believe that the power of God accompanied
the word effectually to the hearts of many, quickening them into spiritual life.



The following testimonies from ministers and others who heard him preach
abundantly confirm the belief that the Lord was with him, and that it was not
alone his natural gifts which riveted to him so many ears and moved so many
hearts:

"One minister writes, Oct. 1st, 1740: 'Your kind letter by Mr. Whitefield, and
your other, are both now before me. You raised our expectations of him very
much, as did his journals more, and Mr. P., of New York, concurred with
them; but we own, now that we have seen and heard him, that our
expectations are all answered and exceeded, not only in his zealous and
fervent abounding labours, but in his command of the hearts and affections of
his hearers. He has been received here as an angel of God and servant of Jesus
Christ. I hope this visit to us will be of very great use and benefit to ministers
and people.'"

""Another, in a letter, Oct. 22nd, 1740, expresses himself thus: '"Though it is
always a singular pleasure to me to hear from you, yet your two letters by Mr.
Whitefield had a new circumstance of pleasure from the dear hand that
presented them. I perceive you were impatient to know what sort of entering
in he had among us. We, ministers, rulers, and people generally, received him
as an angel of God. We are abundantly convinced that you spoke the words of
truth and soberness in your sermon relating to him. Such a power and
presence of God with a preacher, and in religious assemblies, I never saw
before; but I would not limit the Holy One of Israel. The prejudices of many
are quite conquered, and the expectations of others vastly outdone, as they
freely own. A considerable number are awakened, and many Christians seem
to be greatly quickened.' The same gentleman writes, Dec. 2nd, 1740: 'The
man greatly beloved, I suppose, may be with you before now. That his visit
here will be esteemed a distinguishing mercy of heaven by many I am well
satisfied. Every day gives me fresh proofs of Christ speaking in him. A small
set of gentlemen amongst us, when we saw the affections of the people so
moved under his preaching, would attribute it only to the force of sound and
gestures; but the impressions on many are so lasting, and have been so
transforming, as to carry plain signatures of a divine hand going along with
him.'"

""Another observes: 'l coveted a great deal more private conversation with



him than I had opportunity for, by reason of the throngs of people almost
perpetually with him. But he appears to be full of the love of God, and fired
with an extraordinary zeal for the cause of Christ, and applies himself with
the most indefatigable diligence that ever was seen among us, in promoting
the good of souls. His head, his heart, his hands seem to be full of his Master's
business. His discourses, especially when he goes into the expository way, are
very instructive; every eye is fixed upon him, and every ear chained to his lips;
most are very much affected; many awakened and convinced; and a general
seriousness excited. His address, more especially to the passions, is wonderful,
and beyond what I have ever seen. I think I can truly say that his preaching
has quickened me, and I believe it has many others besides, as well as the
people. Several of my flock, especially the younger sort, have been brought
under convictions by his preaching; and there is this remarkable amongst
them, of the good effect of his preaching, that the word preached now by us
seems more precious to them, and comes with more power upon them. My
prayer for him is, that his precious life may be lengthened out, and that he
may be an instrument of reviving dying religion in all places whithersoever he
comes.'"

But all his success and all his popularity in America did not make him forget
his own country. Tidings had probably reached his ears that his presence was
needed in England, for a dark cloud had gathered over the fields in which he
had sown the seed of life. On January 16th, 1741, he set his foot on the ship
which was to bear him across the stormy Atlantic once more to his native
shores, and on March 11th arrived at Falmouth. But in England a great
disappointment awaited him, and the clouds wore a darker aspect than he had
anticipated. Yet behind these clouds was the sun hidden, though it was needful
for a storm to arise to purify the atmosphere, which had become loaded with
the earthly vapours of free-will and human merit. He had perhaps been elated
by his amazing popularity in America, and it was needful for him to be
humbled. Wherever the Lord sows wheat, Satan sows tares, and this
Whitefield found to his sorrow. But we shall leave him to tell his tale in his
own words:

"In my zeal, during my journey through America, I had written two well-
meant, though injudicious letters, against England's two great favourites, 'The
Whole Duty of Man,' and Archbishop Tillotson, who, I said, knew no more of



religion than Mohammed. The Moravians had made inroads upon the
societies. Mr. John Wesley, some way or other, had been prevailed upon to
preach and print in favour of perfection, universal redemption, and very
strongly against election; a doctrine which I thought, and do now believe, was
taught me of God, therefore could not possibly recede from it. Thinking it my
duty so to do, I had written an answer at the Orphan House, which, though
revised and much approved of by some good and judicious divines, I think
had some too strong expressions about absolute reprobation, which the
apostle leaves rather to be inferred than expressed. The world was angry at
me for the former, and numbers of my own spiritual children for the latter.
One that got some hundreds of pounds by my sermons, being led away by the
Moravians, refused to print for me any more; and others wrote to me that
God would destroy me in a fortnight, and that my fall was as great as Peter's.
Instead of having thousands to attend me, scarce one of my spiritual children
came to see me from morning to night. Once, at Kennington Common, I had
not above a hundred to hear me. At the same time I was much embarrassed in
my outward circumstances. A thousand pounds I owed for the Orphan House;
two hundred and fifty pound bills, drawn upon Mr. Seaward, now dead, were
returned upon me. I was also threatened to be arrested for two hundred
pounds more. My travelling expenses also to be defrayed. A family of a
hundred to be daily maintained, four thousand miles off, in the dearest place
in the king's dominions. Ten thousand times would I rather have died than
part with my old friends. It would have melted any heart to have heard Mr.
Charles Wesley and me weeping, after prayer, that, if possible, the breach
night be prevented."

"Never had I preached in Moorfields on a week day. But, in the strength of
God, I began on Good Friday, and continued twice a day, walking backward
and forward from Leadenhall, for some time, preaching under one of the
trees, and had the mortification of seeing numbers of my spiritual children
who, but a twelvemonth ago, could have plucked out their eyes for me,
running by me whilst preaching, disdaining so much as to look at me, and
some of them putting their fingers in their ears, that they might not hear one
word I said."

The tie was now dissolved between Whitefield and Wesley. Nothing but his
exceeding humility could have kept them together before; but he had such low



thoughts of himself that Wesley's superior holiness, as he believed it to be,
blinded his eyes to his errors. But they were now too flagrant to be covered
up. When John Wesley began to call imputed righteousness "imputed
nonsense," and to denounce election as a doctrine of devils, the soul of
Whitefield burnt within him, and he could walk with the enemy of truth no
more.

And such will ever be the case. The children of light for a time may walk with
the children of darkness, as Hagar and Ishmael dwelt in the tent of Abraham;
but sooner or later the execution of the sentence comes: '""Cast out the
bondwoman and her son; for the son of the bondwoman shall not be heir with
the son of the free woman."

To enumerate all the labours of this distinguished apostle would far exceed
our pages; we must therefore content ourselves with a selection. One of the
most striking passages, perhaps, of his life was his preaching down the booths
in Moorfields, then a wide open place, with trees and grass, a London park in
miniature. It was a remarkable instance of boldness and zeal; for to those who
have seen a London mob, we need hardly say he carried, as it were, his life in
his hand. This singular circumstance is thus recorded in the history of his life:

"It had been the custom, for many years past, in the holiday seasons, to erect
booths in Moorfields, for mountebanks, players, puppet-shows, &c., which
were attended, from morning till night, by innumerable multitudes of the
lower sort of people. He formed a resolution to preach the gospel among them,
and executed it. On Whit-Monday, at 6 o'clock in the morning, attended by a
large congregation of praying people, he began. Thousands who were waiting
there, gaping for their usual diversions, all flocked round him. His text was,
John 3:14. 'They gazed, they listened, they wept, and many seemed to be stung
with deep conviction for their past sins.' All was hushed and solemn. 'Being
thus encouraged, (says he,) I ventured out again at noon, when the fields were
quite full, and could scarce help smiling, to see thousands, when a merry-
Andrew was trumpeting to them, upon observing me mount a stand on the
other side of the field, deserting him, till not so much as one was left behind,
but all flocked to hear the gospel. But this, together with a complaint that they
had taken near twenty or thirty pounds less that day than usual, so enraged
the owners of the booths, that, when I came to preach a third time, in the



evening, in the midst of the sermon a merry-Andrew got up upon a man's
shoulders, and, advancing near the pulpit, attempted to slash me with a long,
heavy whip, several times. Soon afterwards they got a recruiting sergeant,
with his drum, &c., to pass through the congregation. But I desired the people
to make way for the king's officer, which was quietly done. Finding these
efforts to fail, a large body, quite on the opposite side, assembled together, and
having a great pole for their standard, advanced with sound of drum, in a
very threatening manner, till they came near the skirts of the congregation.
Uncommon courage was given both to preacher and hearers. I prayed for
support and deliverance, and was heard; for just as they approached us, with
looks full of resentment, I know not by what accident, they quarrelled among
themselves, threw down their staff, and went their way, leaving, however,
many of their company behind, who, before we had done, I trust, were
brought over to join the besieged party. I think I continued praying,
preaching, and singing, (for the noise was too great, at times, to preach,) about
three hours. We then retired to the Tabernacle, where thousands flocked; we
were determined to pray down the booths; but, blessed be God, more
substantial work was done. At a moderate computation, I received, I believe, a
thousand notes from persons under conviction; and soon after, upwards of
three hundred were received into the society in one day. Some I married that
had lived together without marriage; one man had exchanged his wife for
another, and given fourteen shillings in exchange. Numbers that seemed, as it
were, to have been bred up for Tyburn were, at that time, plucked as
firebrands out of the burning.

"I cannot help adding that several little boys and girls, who were fond of
sitting round me on the pulpit while I preached, and handing to me people's
notes, though they were often pelted with eggs, dirt, &c., thrown at me, never
once gave way; but, on the contrary, every time I was struck, turned up their
little weeping eyes, and seemed to wish they could receive the blows for me.
God make them, in their growing years, great and living martyrs for Him,
who, out of the mouths of babes and sucklings, perfects praise!"

Wherever he went he was the same man, having but one object in view, and
wholly devoted to it. This singleness of eye, oneness of purpose, and
devotedness of heart won to him the admiration and esteem of many who gave
little proof of a divine work in their souls. Before his third visit to America, as



the captain of one ship refused to take him, lest he should "spoil the sailors,"
he had to go as far as Plymouth to procure a passage. There he had to wait
five weeks for the convoy, it being war time, and this interval he employed, as
usual, in preaching the word. It was probably at this time that Tanner was
called under his preaching; and there was a remarkable effect of his ministry
recorded by himself. There was at that time a ferry from the town of Dock,
now Devonport, to Plymouth, the two places being separated by an arm of the
sea; and the ferrymen were by this time so attached to him that they would
take nothing of the multitudes that crossed to hear him preach, saying, "God
forbid we should sell the word of God." What a power and influence must
have accompanied his preaching and shone forth in his life to produce such
effects on poor ignorant ferrymen. It is from such circumstances that a man's
real character and estimation is to be gathered. What mere ranting preacher,
or what mere eloquent orator, could have induced these poor ferrymen to
sacrifice their pence and not make a harvest of the opportunity? But no. As
the Galilean fishermen received the Master when the scribes and Pharisees
rejected him, so the poor Plymouth ferrymen received the servant when the
bishops and clergy railed at and ridiculed him.

But our limits warn us not to linger upon every striking circumstance of this
great and good man's life. We must, however, find space for his end. He died,
we may say, in harness:

"On Saturday, September 29th, 1770, Mr. Whitefield rode from Portsmouth
to Exeter (fifteen miles) in the morning, and preached there to a very great
multitude in the fields. It is remarkable that, before he went out to preach that
day, Mr. Clarkson, senior, observing him more uneasy than usual, said to
him, 'Sir, you are more fit to go to bed than to preach.' To which Mr.
Whitefield answered, '"True, Sir;' but turning aside, he clasped his hands
together, and looking up said: 'Lord Jesus, I am weary in thy work, but not of
thy work. If I have not yet finished my course, let me go and speak for thee
once more in the fields, seal thy truth, and come home and die.' His last
sermon was from 2 Cor. 13:5: 'Examine yourselves, whether ye be in the faith;
prove your own selves. Know ye not your own selves, how that Jesus Christ is
in you, except ye be reprobates?"

""After a little conversation he went to rest, and slept till two in the morning,



when he awoke me, and asked for a little cider; he drank about a wineglass
full. I asked him how he felt, for he seemed to pant for breath. He said to me,
'My asthma is coming on me again; I must have two or three days' rest. Two
or three days' riding, without preaching, would set me up again.' Soon
afterwards, he asked one to put the window up a little higher, (though it was
half up all night,) 'for,' said he, 'l cannot breathe; but I hope I shall be better
bye-and-bye. A good pulpit sweat today may give me relief; I shall be better
after preaching.' I said to him, 'l wish you would not preach so often.' He
replied, 'l had rather wear out than rust out.' I then told him, I was afraid he
took cold in preaching yesterday. He said, he believed he had; and then sat up
in bed, and prayed that God would be pleased to bless his preaching where he
had been, and also to bless his preaching that day, that more souls might be
brought to Christ."

"In a little time he brought up a considerable quantity of phlegm. I then
began to have some small hopes. Mr. Parsons said he thought Mr. Whitefield
breathed more freely than he did, and would recover. I said, 'No, Sir, he is
certainly dying.' I was continually employed in taking the phlegm out of his
mouth with a handkerchief, and bathing his temples with drops, rubbing his
wrists, &c., to give him relief, if possible, but in vain; his hands and feet were
as cold as clay. When the doctor came in, and saw him in the chair leaning
upon my breast, he felt his pulse, and said, 'He is a dead man.' Mr. Parsons
said, 'I do not believe it; you must do something, doctor!' He said, 'l cannot;
he is now near his last breath.' And indeed so it was; for he fetched but one
gasp, and stretched out his feet, and breathed no more. This was exactly at six
o'clock."

He thus died, Sept. 30th, 1770, without saying anything remarkable. But of
this there was no need: a dying testimony in his case was not required. Yet we
have a striking account of his last sermon, which was indeed his dying
testimony, for the arrows of death were then in him:

"It was usual for Mr. Whitefield to be attended by Mr. Smith, who preached
when he was unable, on account of sudden attacks of asthma. At the time
referred to, after Mr. Smith had delivered a short discourse, Mr. Whitefield
seemed desirous of speaking, but, from the weak state in which he then was, it
was thought almost impossible. He rose from the seat in the pulpit and stood



erect, and his appearance alone was a powerful sermon. The thinness of his
visage, the paleness of his countenance, the evident struggling of the heavenly
spark in a decayed body for utterance, were all deeply interesting: the spirit
was willing, but the flesh was dying. In this situation he remained several
minutes, unable to speak; he then said, 'l will wait for the gracious assistance
of God, for he will, I am certain, assist me once more to speak in his name.' He
then delivered, perhaps, one of his best sermons, for the light generally burns
most splendidly when about to expire. The subject was a contrast of the
present with the future. A part of this sermon I read to a popular and learned
clergyman in New York, who could not refrain from weeping when I repeated
the following: 'l go, I go to rest prepared; my sun has arisen, and, by aid from
heaven, given light to manys; it is now about to set for—no, it cannot be; 'tis to
rise to the zenith of immortal glory. I have outlived many on earth, but they
cannot outlive me in heaven; many shall live when this body is no more, but
then—O thought divine!—I shall be in a world where time, age, pain, and
sorrow are unknown. My body fails, my spirit expands. How willingly would I
live for ever to preach Christ! but I die to be with him. How brief,
comparatively brief, has been my life compared with the vast labours which I
see before me yet to be accomplished! but if I leave now, while so few care
about heavenly things, the God of peace will surely visit you.' These and many
other things he said, which, though simple, were rendered important by
circumstances; for death had let fly his arrow, and the shaft was deep enfixed
when utterance was given to them; his countenance, his tremulous voice, his
debilitated frame, all gave convincing evidence that the eye which saw him
should shortly see him no more for ever. One day and a half after this he was
numbered amongst the dead."

Thus lived and thus died England's great apostle, leaving a name venerated by
thousands, and still held in affectionate remembrance.

To say that he was on all points sound, that there was no dross with his gold,
no water mingled with his wine, would be indeed untrue. His ardour and zeal
led him frequently to stretch the line beyond even his own views of divine
truth. Thus his great theme was the Lord Jesus; but he preached him more as
the Saviour of sinners generally than as the Head of the church, the Saviour of
elect sinners. The new birth was also with him a darling theme: but he urged
it upon the consciences of dead sinners almost as if they could do something



towards it. Thus he would invite, as it is called, sinners to Jesus, meaning by
"sinners'' not as Hart speaks,

""A sinner is a sacred thing,
The Holy Ghost has made him so."

but sinners as such, whether sensible or insensible sinners, whether convinced
of sin or still careless and carnal. There is a curious instance of this recorded
in his address to a comic actor named Shuter, who at that time was playing
the character of '""Ramble' to crowded audiences. Poor Shuter some times
went to hear him preach, and on one occasion, at Bath, when Whitefield was,
as usual, inviting sinners to Christ, fixing his eyes upon Shuter, he thus
addressed him, "And thou, poor Ramble, who hast so long rambled from
Christ, when wilt thou finish thy ramblings, and ramble home to Jesus?"

In considering the general character of Whitefield's preaching, we must bear
in mind that a ministry suitable for one period of the church may by no means
be adapted for another. The work of Whitefield was that of an evangelist. He
was no pastor of a church, and had no settled congregation, and scarcely a
fixed residence; but, burning with an unquenchable zeal, travelled from place
to place, addressing multitudes who were living without hope and without
God in the world. To reach their consciences was his aim and object. To set
before them their perishing state as sinners, to proclaim in their ears free
grace through the blood and righteousness of Christ as revealed in the gospel,
to insist upon the necessity and unfold the nature of the new birth, whereby
they became partakers of this salvation—these were the leading features of his
preaching; and as he himself had a deep and daily experience of sin and
salvation, in urging these points he poured out his very soul, and with a power
and eloquence almost without example. The best description that we know of
the general drift of his preaching is the account which Tanner gives of the
sermon that he preached at Plymouth, and which God owned and blessed to
the quickening of his soul. When he had described, in the most touching
manner, the sufferings of the Lord Jesus Christ, fixing his eyes suddenly on
Tanner, he cried, ""Sinner, thou art the man who crucified the Son of God!"
With such power did these words come to his soul, and his sins were so set in
array before him, that Tanner, all but dropped down on the spot. This is but a
specimen of his peculiar manner; but such preaching would not suit our day,



as it did not suit the day which arose shortly after his death. Whitefield
threshed the corn, but he left wheat and chaff on the barn floor, a mingled
heap. He could wield the flail as few men ever handled it, but he could not, or
did not, touch the sieve. To do this, God raised up Huntington, who by his
preaching and more by his writings, winnowed the corn which Whitefield had
threshed. What Whitefield was to the flail, Huntington was to the sieve.
Between them, therefore, there is no comparison to be instituted. The flail
might say to the sieve, as it hangs on the nail, '""What a poor thing art thou!
There is a sheaf for thee; come, try and get the corn out of it." But by-and-bye
the flail is hung on the nail, and then the sieve might retort, '"Mr. Flail, what a
poor thing art thou! Thou canst not sift thine own corn. What good is all this
heap here? I must come down to finish thy slovenly work." Well might the
labourer say to both, '""Come, let us have no quarrelling; you, Flail, can do
your work, and no one better; and you, Sieve, can do your work, and no one
better; but it is my hand which uses you both; and unless I take you down, you
may hang on the nail till you, Flail, drop off by the dry rot, and you, Sieve, are
eaten up by rust." What Whitefield was, he was by the grace of God; what
Huntington was, he was by the grace of God. Whitefield had not the deep
experience, clear, doctrinal views, knowledge of and insight into Scripture,
keen discernment, and able pen of Huntington; nor had Huntington the
shining eloquence, burning zeal, and popular gifts of Whitefield; yet each
were servants of God, and blessed in their day and generation. But they had
their separate work. How different was Paul from Elijah! How unlike are the
address of Stephen to the Jewish Council and the First Epistle of John! These
differences spring, however, from the blessed Spirit, and are but diversities of
his sovereign gifts: ""Now there are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit.
And there are differences of administrations, but it is the same God which
worketh all in all." So with Whitefield and Huntington. Huntington could not
have preached to the Bristol colliers, nor Whitefield to the congregations of
Providence. We are not insensible to Whitefield's defects, even errors; but we
view him as a man raised up to do a special work.

We could not consistently close our review of his life and ministry without
adverting to his faults. But it is an invidious task to point out defects. There
are spots in the sun, flaws in a diamond, and specks in a mirror; but the sun is
still the glorious orb of day, the diamond is still the most brilliant of jewels,
and the mirror of the astronomer's telescope still penetrates the depths of



ether and brings to light the wonders of the heavens. So is Whitefield still the
prince of preachers, and his defects are lost in the brightness of his character
as a Christian and as a minister.

return to index

How many Lies are there in the Church Catechism?
By a Seceder.—(August, 1853.)

Religion, in some shape or other, is indispensable to the very existence of
civilized society. Rude, wandering tribes, like the Australian negro or the
North American Red Indian, may subsist without any public mode of worship
or any outward acknowledgment of a Supreme Being, though even these poor
outcasts have some dim notion of "The Great Spirit;" but man, in a state of
society, can no more live without some recognized form of religion than he can
exist without laws or government, property or marriage. Society has to be
held together from within as well as from without. Law and government, the
rights of property and the divine institution of marriage, as clamps and
girders, bind together society from without; religion, as mortar, binds
together society from within. When society is broken to pieces, it is either by
atheism springing a mine from within, or by anarchy battering down the walls
from without. The first French Revolution gave fearful proof of this. It
commenced in atheism and ended in anarchy, till, after rivers of blood had
been shed, tyranny stepped in to chain up the tigers and hyaenas which were
ravaging the land; and one of its first acts was to restore the worship of a
Supreme Being. So Socialism, that Satanic plot against God and man, loudly
proclaims its abhorrence of property, of marriage, and of religion—the three
grand elements of civilized society, without which our fair country would be a
wide scene of robbery, carnage, lust, and blasphemy.

But let us not be misunderstood. When we speak of religion in this wide,
general sense, we mean by the term not that true religion which is the special
fruit of the Spirit. There is a natural religion as well as a spiritual religion.
Natural conscience is the seat of the former; a spiritual conscience the seat of
the latter. One is of the flesh, the other of the Spirit; one for time, the other for
eternity; one for the world, the other for the elect; one to animate and bind
men together as component members of society, the other to animate and bind



the children of God together as component members of the mystical body of
Christ. True religion is what the world does not want, nor does true religion
want the world. The two are as separate as Christ and Belial. But some
religion the world must have; and as it will not have and cannot have the true,
it will and must have the false. True religion is spiritual and experimental,
heavenly and divine, the gift and work of God, the birthright and privilege of
the election of grace, the peculiar possession of the heirs of God and joint-
heirs with Christ. This the world has not, for it is God's enemy not his friend,
walking in the broad way which leads to perdition, not in the narrow way
which leads to eternal life.

But a religion without God is a nonentity; and since Christ has come into the
world, and Christianity, as it is termed, is generally established, a religion
without Christ becomes a contradiction. As, too, the Scriptures have been
translated into different languages and are widely spread and much read, a
national creed must to a certain extent embrace what is taught in the
Scriptures, or men will instinctively see that the religion professed is not that
which the word of God has revealed and brought to light. But religion having
thus become general cannot subsist without an order of men to teach it and
practise its ceremonies. Hence come clergy, forming a recognized priestly
caste; and as these must, to avoid confusion, be governed, all large corporate
bodies requiring a controlling power, thence come bishops and archbishops,
ecclesiastical courts, archdeacons, and the whole apparatus of clerical
government. The ceremonies and ordinances cannot be carried on without
buildings set apart for the purpose; thence churches and cathedrals. As
prayer is a part of all religious worship, and carnal men cannot, for want of
the Spirit, pray spiritually, they must have forms of devotion made ready to
their hand thence come prayer-books and liturgies. As there must be mutual
points of agreement to hold men together, there must be written formulas of
doctrine; thence come articles, creeds, and confessions of faith. And finally,
not to prolong to weariness this part of our subject, as there are children to be
instructed, and this cannot be safely left to oral teaching, for fear of ignorance
in some and error in others, the very form of instruction must be drawn up in
so many words; thence come catechisms. Persons are puzzled sometimes to
know why there is this and that thing in an established religion—why we have
churches and clergy, tithes and prayer-books, Universities and catechisms,
and the whole apparatus of an Establishment, from the Queen, the head,



down to the sexton, the tail. They do not see that all these things have sprung,
as it were, out of a moral necessity, and are based upon the very constitution
of man; that this great and widespread tree of a national religion has its deep
roots in the natural conscience; and that all these branches necessarily and
naturally grow out of the broad and lofty stem.

But admitting the necessity of some acknowledged form of Christianity, and
allowing certain benefits to spring out of a National Establishment, the
question arises, Whether we might not have the benefits without the evils, and
whether the Church of England does not do us, as a nation, more harm than
good. Religion, as a bond of society, would not perish were there no endowed
Establishment to maintain it. Look, for instance, at the United States, where
there is no established church. In no country is there more regard paid to the
outward observances of religion; nay, so much so, that it is hard to tell which
is more ardently worshipped—the dollar or the form of godliness.

Humanly speaking, one of the greatest barriers in this country to every
improvement is the National Church. As regards, for instance, the great
question of the present day—the education of the people, she thwarts in every
possible manner a sound and general system of instruction by seeking to
thrust upon every school her obnoxious Catechism; by demanding that every
schoolmaster should be a bona-fide member of her pale; and by setting up a
paramount claim to educate every child in her system and creed. She thus
thwarts and defeats every attempt towards a better and more general scheme
of education, and would sooner, like a Chinese mother, that her children
should not walk at all, or be cripples for life, than that their infant feet should
not be squeezed into her narrow shoes. Where able, too, she carries on a vast
amount of persecution and of unfair influence. The poor, especially in country
places, she sometimes buys over by presents of money, coal, and clothing, and
sometimes persecutes by excluding them from a share in those favours which
should be given indiscriminately. ""To keep their church" is, in her eyes, the
greatest virtue of the poor, and to attend the meeting the greatest crime. Nor
are her power and influence limited to the poor. Those who are by their
position independent of her favours, she awes by her lordly frowns; so that
there are scarce any to be found above those engaged in trade and
manufactures who dare to be anything but Churchmen, on account of the
"vulgarity" of dissent in her aristocratical eyes. All this, we know, in the



wisdom of God, is for the good of the church of Christ, which is to be despised
and persecuted, as was her divine Lord and Master; but this no more
diminishes the sin and guilt of the proud aristocratical Establishment than,
because Christ was to be rejected of the Jews, they committed less sin in
rejecting him.

Such as have never been within her pale, or have not been trained up at the
great public schools and Universities of the Church of England, have little or
no idea of the deep-rooted, we may say, fanatical attachment which burns in
the breast of her children—a love as blind, but as deep and ardent, as fired
the breast of Paul for the traditions of the Pharisees when he sat at the feet of
Gamaliel or held the clothes of the witnesses who stoned to death the martyr
Stephen. Those who have been cradled in dissent, their eyes not being blinded
by this idolatrous enthusiasm, see, and see truly, her errors and corruptions,
her worldly character and domineering spirit. Calmly and coolly comparing
her with the scriptural marks of the church of God, they perceive in her
scarce one feature of the bride of Christ; and instead of her being a chaste
virgin espoused to the Lord the Lamb, they behold her gathering lovers to her
embrace as shamelessly and as indiscriminately as Aholab and Aholibah.

Were we to judge merely from what floats on the surface, we might think the
National Church was tottering to its fall. The very world is now crying out
against the sordid avarice and shameless rapacity of her bishops, and against
the miserable evasions and subterfuges which they employ in order to
appropriate to themselves large sums beyond their assigned incomes.
Puseyism, that twin-sister to abhorred Popery, on one side is eating as a
gangrene into the very vitals of Church of Englandism; and Infidelity, on the
other, is rapidly infecting the literature of the country and fearfully spreading
amongst the masses. But underneath this apparent weakness she conceals an
amazing vitality and strength. Like some aged asthmatics, who seem always
dying, but gasp and cough on till ninety, burying two or three crops of hale,
hearty youths, the Church of England has been wheezing and panting and
seemingly all but expiring again and again, and yet appears to be getting
stronger and stronger every year. Churches are rising by hundreds in every
district, and the Universities can hardly supply students fast enough to
minister in them. Who can solve this enigma, that whilst, for many just
reasons, the Church of England is daily falling into well-merited contempt,



her power is increasing? Without using harsh, unbecoming expressions, we
think that the streets of our great towns will afford a solution. There is a
miserable class of females who are justly contemned by the virtuous of both
sexes, but whose numbers show that their nets are not spread in vain for the
vicious. The Scripture compares a false church to a harlot. It is the easy virtue
of the National Church which makes her so generally acceptable. So indulgent
a mistress suits well the racing lord and fox-hunting squire; and her
benignant smiles, if they do sometimes cost the farmer five shillings an acre,
or his opulent landlord £50 for a new organ, yet they cheer them with hope of
heaven when they die, if they are but constant in their attentions to her as long
as they live.

The attachment, then, of worldly people to a worldly religion is no great
mystery; it is no riddle for a Samson to put forth, or requiring a Solomon to
solve. There is a greater mystery, a harder enigma than this—how gracious
men, servants of the living God, believers in and followers of the Lord Jesus,
can remain contentedly in her embrace. Toplady, Romaine, Berridge,
Hawker—what burning and shining lights were these! Yet were they
members and ministers of the National Church, and never seem to have been
troubled with doubts or scruples as to her scriptural character and position.
They lived and died honoured of God, and their names are embalmed in the
hearts of his children. But they are gone, and have left neither son nor heir;
for where is there a minister now in the Church of England who is worthy, we
will not say to stand in their pulpits, but even to open for them the pulpit
door? There are a few who preach the same doctrines; but where is the
savour, and power, and, above all, the blessing of God which clothed the
ministry of those eminent servants of the Most High? Nor indeed is it to be
expected. God has worked, and still, in a spiritual sense, does work miracles;
but it is not his ordinary course of action. A man may be found alive under a
snow-wreath, or in a tomb; but we do not expect to find many there, or that
those thus found should be very warm or very lively. Surrounded with ice and
the cold damps of the sepulchre, we need hardly wonder that there are so few
living ministers in the Church of England, and that those few manifest so little
vitality or strength. The system is so deadening that, were it possible to
extinguish the life of God, there could be no living men in her. Some, once
known to ourselves, did appear at one time to possess life, but the event, we
fear, has proved that it was not the life of God. Sin, we know, dulls and



deadens the conscience, and few sins do this more effectually than what we
may call religious sins. Many men, it is to be apprehended, have gone into the
ministry of the Establishment with tender consciences, doubting and fearing
whether they were acting right in the step they were taking. When the
occasional services have come before them for performance, their lips,
perhaps, have faltered as they thanked God for regenerating the sprinkled
infant, or taking to himself some miserable drunkard. But by degrees their
conscience becomes less sensitive; the words are pronounced, more glibly and
boldly; inward checks are less and less felt; and arguments arise, or are
suggested by others, to keep quiet that intruding voice which speaks so very
uncomfortably. The young curate is presented to a living; a wife is taken; and,
in due time, olive branches of greater and less dimensions spread themselves
round the vicarage table. Hedge after hedge, wall after wall are built round
him as he advances onward into middle life. By degrees he drops his
Calvinistic creed, and becomes a more acceptable preacher to the gentry and
rich tradespeople. He imbibes a little Puseyism, and talks of '"our venerable
church" and its "admirable liturgy," is made a rural dean or an archdeacon,
and settles down into a thoroughly worldly man, an enemy of God and
godliness, a determined hater of all dissent, and, where he can, a persecutor of
the saints.

But take another case. Let us reverse the process. In steel engraving, the iron
plate is, at one stage of the process, hardened into steel, and at another the
steel plate is softened into iron. We have seen how the iron is hardened into
steel; let us now see how the steel is softened into iron. Take the case of a man
who has entered the ministry of the Establishment, as most do, for a piece of
bread, without any breath of divine life in his soul. Let the Lord, sooner or
later, commence a work of grace in his heart, and lay judgment to the line and
righteousness to the plummet in his conscience. Let him be brought, through
convictions of sin and distress of mind, to the Lord Jesus Christ, and have a
manifestation of God's mercy and love to his soul. Let him now worship God
in spirit and in truth, and walk before him in godly fear, will not, must not, his
eyes be in a measure opened to see and his heart be made to feel what he is
surrounded by? Lazarus dead in the sepulchre saw not its darkness, felt not
its coldness, smelt not its odour; but Lazarus, living, came forth out of them
all. But Lazarus was bound hand and foot with the grave-clothes, and his face
was bound about with a napKkin, till the liberating word came, '"'Loose him,



and let him go." So we trust there are a few living men, whose hands and feet
are bound round with the gown, and their faces swathed about with the
surplice, but to whom, in the Lord's own time, the liberating word will come,
"Loose him, and let him go."

A man in the Establishment with the grace and fear of God in his heart is in a
very trying position. He may not have strength to come out, and yet has a
burdened conscience while continuing in. We would desire to sympathize with
such; and our desire is, that they would seek counsel of the Lord, and neither
on the one hand harden their consciences by doing them continual violence,
nor on the other take any step without beforehand well counting the cost. To
give them right counsel is most difficult, and well-nigh impracticable.
Suppose, for instance, we say, ''Stay in," we should seem to counsel them to
continue in wrong doing; and suppose we say, '""Come out," unless we can give
them grace and faith we might lead them to take a step in the flesh. The Lord
alone, the wonderful Counsellor, can either show them how to act or enable
them to do what his gracious Spirit prompts. Unless rightly brought out, they
will have little comfort themselves, and be of little benefit to the Church of
God.

Among the many objectionable things in the Prayer Book, there are few, if
any, worse than what is called the Catechism. As a compilation of Christian
doctrine, it is one of the poorest, most meagre skeletons that could well be put
together, and, compared with the Articles, Burial Service, and some of the
Collects, a disgrace to the Prayer Book. The author of "The Christian Year"
speaks of the "soothing influence" of the Prayer Book. Most soothing indeed it
is, and it has soothed tens of thousands into the sleep of death. The laudanum
of the Catechism is dosed out drop by drop in every parish school; and most
soothing it would be to the poor little things who are compelled to take it, were
they able to swallow it; but its greatest advantage is, that they cannot
understand it. It is with them a mere exercise of verbal memory, and they
gabble over their abracadabra as school boys repeat by rote their Latin
grammar, or the little cathedral choristers chant the Nicene Creed.

The author of the work before us has drawn his sword very valiantly against
this misshapen idol; for, like most heathen idols, which seem worshipped with
fervour proportionate to their ugliness, the Catechism is the great idol of the



patron and patronesses of parish schools. His language is perhaps a little too
strong in places, but he no doubt felt that to root up and hack to pieces such
an idol required some vigorous and repeated blows.

The following extracts will give some idea of the work:
"Q.—I ask, then, what is the seventeenth lie?

""A.—They 'promise and vow that I should believe all the articles of the
Christian faith.'

""A.—Faith is the gift of God, Scripture abundantly and everywhere
EXPRESSLY says. (Eph. 2:8; Pet. 1:1; Rom. 12:3; &c. &c. &c.)

"A.—Yes, and it had need be too; for faith saves: 'Believe in the Lord Jesus
Christ, and thou shalt be saved.' Works cannot, in whole or in part, save. The
giving of faith, therefore, is the brightest diadem in Christ's kingly crown, as
regards the salvation of any of the children of men. For these ignorant
godfathers and godmothers, with a blind priest to huddle and muffle up thus
so important, so very important a doctrine and feature of Christianity, I
should wish to be put for a thousand lies. Truly 'the blind do lead the blind,
and they both fall into the ditch.' To muffle, to put blinders on, to huddle up,
and confusedly to muzzle and becloud faith which saves is thus worse than a
thousand lies. It trifles with, it sells for lies; it beclouds the souls of men as to
what faith is, where it comes from; who is the giver. It puts men and children
into a fog and mist of error, and endeavours thus secretly to confirm them in
it, as to what faith is. And, instead of pointing out faith as the Kingly Gift of
Christ, the King of kings and Lord of lords, it puts it thus on a parcel of
ignorant pope-made godmothers and godfathers, ('woe worth them!') with a
blind priest to teach them this erroneous Church Catechism; and then for a
dead political Parliamentary prelate, 'dead in sins,' to confirm the people in
such awful lies!

"I cannot but be warm on this point, for when I was enabled to see the grand
error of the Church of England in this its Catechism and elsewhere, muffling,
putting blinders on, and muzzling this capital doctrine of the Bible; had I ten
thousand tongues, I would have cried out against the Church of England thus,
elsewhere and in this wretched Catechism, committing thus the crime of high



treason against God as regards faith."
"Q.—Which is the twenty-ninth lie?

"A.—'And I heartily thank our heavenly Father that he hath called me to this
state of salvation, through Jesus Christ our Saviour.'

Q.—There are eight or nine lies in that sentence, I think I can clearly see.
""A.—You must go through them.

Q.—1. Thanking God for lies is one. 2. Palming the lies on God the Father is
the second. 3. Heartily thanking is the third for there is no heart in it; it is all a
whim of the Pope. 4. Saying 'our' heavenly Father is the fourth; for if 'our’
refers to any one rightly, it refers to Satan, the father of such lies and liars. 5.
Saying 'he' (God) had called to this sad state is the fifth lie. 6. Calling it 'this
state of salvation' is the sixth lie. 7. And saying it was 'through Jesus Christ' is
the seventh lie. And 8. 'Our Saviour,' alluding to such rebels, thus neck-deep
in lies, is the eighth lie. That makes thirty-six lies.

""A.—Yes, thirty-six lies.
"Q.—Which is the thirty-seventh lie?

"A.—'And I pray unto God to give me his grace, that I may continue in the
same unto my life's end.'

"Q.—I think there are six or seven lies again.

"1. To pray unto God amid such froth, lies, and stuff is an abomination, or lie.
2. To ask God to give his grace as a seal to such abominations is horrible, or a
lie. 3. For the child to continue in the lies is a lie. 4. To ask God to cause the
child to continue in the identical, or 'same’ lies, is a fourth abomination, or lie;
for, glaring lies need repentance, not stubbornness in them. 5. And 'to my
life's end' is awful; for, if this is the case, the child must be in hell, as far as I
can see."



"Q.—Which is the forty-second lie?

""A.—'Rehearse the articles of thy belief.' (Here this misnamed Apostles’
Creed is repeated.) "What dost thou chiefly learn in these articles of thy
belief?'

"Q.—Now comes again the grand error.
"A.—'First, I learn to believe.'
"Q.—Stop.

"A.—Well, this is clear enough.

"Q.—It is all of a piece.

""A.—Well, instead of saying that faith is a divine 'Gift,' 'wrought by the
exceeding greatness of divine power,' as the Scriptures everywhere set faith
forth, as being that which sensibly, through God's enabling, 'gives the soul
access into grace,' wherein the redeemed and saved stand 'feelingly before
God,' and thus 'rejoice in hope,' vitally, 'of the Glory of God.' The apostles
thus properly prayed to the right quarter: 'Lord, increase our faith.' And in
the Acts of the Apostles, setting forth thus faith as God's special gift, and as
triumphantly saving: 'As many as were ordained to eternal life believed.'"

It will be seen from the above extracts that the writer has used great plainness
of speech; and that if not set off with much adornment of style or language, it
has the advantage of being fully intelligible by the poor, to whom it is chiefly
addressed.

return to index
Epistles of Faith. By the late Mr. Huntington.—(September, 1853.)

It was the firm belief of Dr. Gill and Mr. Huntington that Popery would once
more lift up its head and become the dominant religion in this country. Both
of them were, we know, men of great mental capacity, deep insight into the
Scriptures, of which they were most diligent and unwearied students, and
endowed, Mr. Huntington in an extraordinary degree, with the gifts and



graces of the Spirit of God.

But though they both decidedly maintained that Popery would prevail, yet
they as firmly believed its reign would be short. Considering that the witnesses
(Rev. 11:7) would be slain at that period, and taking the '"three days and a
half" to signify, in prophetical language, so many years, they limited the
dominion of Popery in this country to the space of three years and a half.

The concurrence of two such eminent servants of God on these points is the
more remarkable when we take into consideration that in their day Popery
was at the lowest ebb. In the time of Dr. Gill, Romanism seemed to be almost a
breathless corpse; and Mr. Huntington lived in the days of the first French
Revolution, when the Roman Catholic worship was proscribed in France, and
afterwards when Rome was formally annexed to the French Empire and the
Pope was a prisoner in the hands of Bonaparte. To judge according to
appearances, there seemed at that time no prospect of Popery reviving from
its prostrate, humiliated condition. The cloud which we have seen to gather
was then but as a man's hand in the far horizon. Nor was the channel then
apparent through which Popery was to enter. External violence, such as a
French invasion, was expected to be the means of its conquest rather than
internal treachery. But we have lived to see, what might after all have been
justly anticipated, that the citadel which could not be taken by storm might be
captured by treason. On one point we have long differed from Mr.
Huntington. He viewed the Church of England as the great outward bulwark
against Popery. We believe just the contrary—that it is its main fortress. John
Knox, speaking of the old monasteries and cathedrals in Scotland, used to say,
"Cut down the trees, and the rooks will fly away." In England the trees were
left standing, or at least only a few outer branches were cut away; and what is
the consequence? That the nests are all ready for the Popish rooks when they
have driven out the Puseyistic jackdaws. What more can they want? There
are the churches and cathedrals all ready for the mass when they have been
duly sprinkled with holy water; there are palaces ready for the bishops and
the parsonages for the priests, requiring no alteration beyond pulling down
the nursery; there are the tithes to support them, the titles to honour them,
the organs and choristers to chant to them, and the bells to ring to them. In
fact, they will only come back to their own, for all these were their inventions.



There is such a just and deep-seated antipathy to Popery in this countrys, it is
so opposed to all those principles of civil and religious liberty which beat in
every truly English heart, that it was well nigh impossible for it to come in in
its real shape. Popery, as it appears in really Popish lands, such as Spain,
Portugal, or Italy, would not be tolerated in Protestant England, at least
would not have been some years back. It could, therefore, only come in under
a disguise. It could not enter through the front gate, therefore slipped in
through the back one; crept down the area steps of the Church of England,
and sneaked in through the kitchen door of Puseyism. This plan was tried two
hundred years ago. King Charles 1. and Archbishop Laud held what is now
called Puseyism, and laboured hard to force it on the nation. But the stout
hearts and stout hands of our Puritan ancestors, by the favour of God,
overthrew their designs, and cut the sinews both of tyranny and Popery in the
most decisive and effectual manner.

One remarkable characteristic, however, of Popery is its undying energy and
tenacity of purpose. Penetrated to the very core with corruption both in
doctrine and practice, it yet does not die of mortal disease. So far from being
weakened by age, it gets stronger as it grows older, and is pushing its
conquests in all directions. Sixty years ago, it was death throughout France to
be a Roman Catholic priest. '"Priests to the lamp-post'"* was the cry of the
mob in Paris and all the great towns. The priests throughout that large empire
control, if they do not constitute, the governing power. In the beginning of the
present century Popery was scarcely heard of in England. There were a few
old Roman Catholic families in whose private chapels mass was administered
chiefly by priests educated abroad; and there were a few scores of French
refugee priests who had fled to our hospitable shores from proscription and
death. But this mere passive Popery, like a sleeping body, neither stirred nor
spoke. It was as torpid as a snake in its hole, or a toad in a cucumber frame
during the month of December.

* At that period there were, properly speaking, no lamp posts in Paris, but the
streets were lighted by a large lamp, or lantern, suspended across the centre of
the street from a rope. The sanguinary mob of Paris found out that this mode
of suspension formed a ready means of hanging on the spot, without judge or
jury, a priest or an "aristocrat," or any one to whom the said sovereign mob
had conceived a dislike. At the cry of '""Pretres a la lanterne," ("'priests to the



lamp,") the wretched man was seized, the lamp lowered from one side of the
street, a noose fastened round his neck, and the lamp drawn up again, by the
side of which dangled, in dying agonies, the victim of mob law. On one
occasion, as some priests were conveyed to prison in a coach, a man mounted
on the steps with a knife in his hand, and stabbed every one either to the heart
or wherever he could best reach, so that the blood flowed through the carriage
into the street.

But what a change have we lived to see! The snake has crawled out and is
laying its eggs in every corner. Popery has come forth disguised as Puseyism;
and there are hundreds of parishes where the doctrine inculcated from the
pulpits by young, active, energetic ministers is essentially and radically
Popish. Mr. Huntington's view that the Church of England was the outer
court which protected the inner was justified by the circumstances of his time.
Fifty years ago the Church of England was mainly divided into two sections,
one the old High Church "Orthodox" party, as they called themselves; the
other, the Low Church or "Evangelical" party. These were quite opposed in
doctrine, but were on one point fully agreed—opposition to Popery, though on
different grounds, the Orthodox chiefly for political reasons, the Evangelical
for religious. As types of the two parties we might take Lord Eldon and Mr.
Wilberforce, the former the grand supporter of the Orthodox, the latter of the
Evangelical party, and each their leader and mouthpiece. But both these
parties are well nigh extinct. A new body has sprung up, said to number of
positive adherents four thousand clergy, and probably including, besides the
main army, an almost equal number of allies, who, though they may hover, as
if undecided, on the outskirts of the camp, are really with them in heart.

People wonder sometimes at the progress of Puseyism. But when we look at it
a little more closely, there is nothing extraordinary in its growth and progress,
at least among the clergy. It is worth observation that it is chiefly the young
clergy who are most deeply tainted with its principles, and that this
circumstance is the main cause of its extension. There is thus a gradual
introduction of it through the length and breadth of the land. The process is
very gradual, and scarcely observable, but not less real. Here is a quiet
country village, where the old rector dies—a harmless man, whom religion
never troubled, and who never troubled himself about religion; or a new
church is built in a populous district. Soon a young man makes his



appearance with a frock coat down to his heels and a waistcoat buttoned up to
the chin, over which peeps a white stock. Who is this? The new rector or the
young curate who is come to take possession of the church, and become the
pastor of the parish flock. But why notice his dress? What is there in a man's
clothes? A good deal, or we should not allude to it. This is the Puseyistic
livery, an imitation of the dress of the Popish priest, accustoming the eye and
gradually paving the way for the full-blown Popish canonicals. There is no
noise nor commotion in the parish beyond a little staring at the new minister.
Few care to inquire what doctrine he will preach. Now, if there were a
Catholic chapel built and a regular priest sent from Stoneyhurst, the
Protestant feeling would be roused, the whole parish thrown into alarm and
up in arms; but the new rector comes in without any suspicion being created,
and yet is at heart a rank Romanist. He has the ears of the whole place, and
without suspicion can advance one Romish doctrine after another till he
gradually leavens the parish. And even if the people begin to perceive what is
going on, they have no remedy. Of what use is it to appeal to the bishop or the
patron, who are both probably Puseyites too? There is indeed one remedy—to
leave; but the author of the mischief is still there, who, fortified by the
bishop's favour and the laws of the land, can almost preach what he pleases
and do as he pleases. Were he a Calvinist, the bishop would try to turn him
out; but he may go to the very verge of Romanism, and stand high in his
diocesan's favour. Could Rome devise anything better than this to promote
her ends? It is doing for her what she could not do herself; and, if Satan and
the Pope could lay their heads together, each of them would say that this was
the very best thing that could be done for their mutual interest.

But why should this youth be a Puseyite? A great deal, of course, is due to the
example and influence of others, especially the air that he has been breathing
lately at the University, which is as much loaded with Puseyism as Manchester
is with smoke, or the Scotch mountains with mist. But this would not be of
much avail were not the whole bent of the system to exalt the priest. That is
the grand secret of its success among the young clergy. All men love power
and influence. It feeds their pride and ambition. Now every Romish doctrine
gives power to the priest. That he is a mediator between the sinful laity and
God is the spirit of all their doctrines. To whom must sin be confessed? To the
priest. Who gives absolution? The priest. Who offers sacrifice for the living
and the dead? The priest. Who administers every ordinance? The priest. He



has the keys of hell and death, unlocks purgatory, and opens paradise. The
Lord Jesus is virtually dethroned, and the priest put into his place. Now this is
genuine Popery. How can we wonder, then, that a number of youths, as
ignorant of vital godliness and spiritual religion as the wild Arab, should
embrace a system which, with a magical touch of the bishop's hand,
transforms nobodies into somebodies; which takes a raw lad, who in the army
would be but a marching ensign, or in the law a briefless barrister, and
transplants him into a parish as a privileged dispenser of the favours of
heaven? The very man who a few months back hacked and hammered
through a University examination, pale as a sheet and dripping to his very
fingers' ends, now mounts the pulpit as the only teacher of religion to the
people, the only channel of grace, to turn away from whom is to despise God,
and in whose assembly not to worship is to commit the deadly sin of schism.
Looking at the darkness of the mind of man, and at the bewitching influence
of Satan, the great juggler, who does not see that a system which puts a man
from the bottom to the top of the tree at one step must be acceptable to the
natural heart? A man's good sense may revolt against such absurd
intolerance; but every real Churchman is a Puseyite in heart.

Now this is the door through which Popery will come in, if it should ever
prevail in this country. In fact, it is in already as much as a thief is in the
house whose finger is lifting up the kitchen window. The first step is to preach
under a disguise Popish doctrines, and then, when these are generally
received, to introduce Popish practices.

The Romish system is a complete chain, the links of which are so connected
that the introduction of the first necessitates the drawing on of the second.
This is true as regards both her doctrines and her practices; and this makes us
view with suspicion the least approximation to one or the other.

One of the worst, if not the worst of Popish practices is that of CONFESSION.
This is indeed one of the depths of Satan. ""Confess your faults one to
another," says James. What faults? Why, where brethren have wronged or
misunderstood each other, let them mutually acknowledge their error. On this
text has Satan built up the doctrine and practice of confession to a priest of
every sin that the penitent can remember. To assist his memory and drag sin
to light, the priest is instructed to ask questions of the most searching, and in



many cases of the most revolting nature. In Popish countries it is the greatest
crime, in some instances punishable with death, to take the sacrament without
going first to confession and obtaining absolution from the priest. All young
persons must '""make," as the term is, "their first communion' when they are
about fifteen or sixteen. The questions which the priests are not only
authorized but directed to put to young females are so revolting, we may say
hideous, that we dare not allude to them. Now think of our daughters, at the
age of sixteen or seventeen, kneeling before a lecherous priest questioning
them on topics which their mothers dare not hint at. Shall Protestant England
ever submit to see her modest daughters thus profaned under the mockery of
religion? But what if the penitent be ignorant of the priest's meaning. Why, he
must make her understand him by using plainer language. Or what if, from
modesty, she remain silent? She must answer ever question under penalty of
mortal sin and being denied absolution and the Lord's supper—a prey to a
guilty conscience and a disgrace to her friends. The confessional is Rome's
chief instrument of power. Here family secrets are wormed out; here every
circumstance is traced out which can affect the church. It is Rome's secret
police, giving her access to every hearth, and, like a spider, weaving a web
round every home. To turn and twist a text of Scripture like that of James
into this mighty engine, to seek to destroy female modesty by confession of sin,
and to hold in the hands of Rome the domestic secrets of every family, is
double-distilled devilism. Now, there are hundreds of Puseyistic clergy in this
country who, with the least encouragement from the public, would set up the
confessional in their churches. With the setting up of the confessional would
come all the intolerable evils which we have alluded to, for there can be no
half confession of sin before a man authorized to search your conscience; and
then where is domestic confidence or female purity, when English wives are
questioned about their husband's affairs, and English daughters on subjects
fit only for a brothel?

Mr. Huntington, in the work before us, has unmasked Popery with a masterly
hand. We hope, in a following Number, to furnish a fuller account of the work
before us, which is a cheap republication of his correspondence with Miss
Morton, a Roman Catholic lady who was chiefly by his instrumentality
converted from the errors of Popery; but the following extract will, to those
who never read his admirable letters, give a good idea of his cogent and
scriptural style:



"The religion of Jesus Christ consists in being a partaker of that faith, which
is of the operation of the Spirit of God, of evangelical repentance towards
God, and of being born of God; this makes us new creatures in Christ. In
Christ Jesus 'circumcision and uncircumcision availeth nothing, but a new
creature; and faith which worketh by love.' (Gal. 6:15, and 5:6.)

"This religion is of Christ, and Christ is the substance of this religion; it came
from Christ, and will lead to, and end in Christ; he will own it, and honour it,
when all others will appear like 'a garment that is moth-eaten.' A religion of
human contrivance is all outside; it stands in 'bodily exercise, which profiteth
little;' (1 Tim. 4:8; ) in 'will worship;' (Col. 2:23;) in 'voluntary humility;'
(Col. 2:18;) in 'divers washings,' (Heb. 9:10; ) in 'abstaining from meats;' (1
Tim. 4:3; ) in 'sham fasts;' (Isa. 58:5;) in 'making a fair show in the flesh;'
(Gal. 6:12;) in bowing to idols, wafers, and relics, in 'worshipping angels;'
(Col. 2:18;) saints and sinners. Their confidence stands in 'lying wonders;' (2
Thess. 2:9;) in 'devils' miracles;' (Rev. 16:14;) in 'dead men's bones;' (Matt.
23:27;) in 'old wives' fables;' (1 Tim. 4:7;) in 'observance of days;' (Gal. 4:10;)
in 'priestcraft;' (Eph. 4:14;) and 'fleshly wisdom.' (2 Cor. 1:12.) And all this
by 'philosophy and vain deceit, after the traditions of men, after the
rudiments of the world, and not after Christ.' (Col. 2:8.)

"Such devotees perform their devotions as punishments for their sins, which
makes it eye-service, performed in the shackles of a slave, in servile fear, after
the doctrines and commandments of men. Such devotion is perfect bondage;
there can be no joy nor happiness till it be over, and the poor slave slips his
feet out of the stocks. Groping in the tombs, bowing to skeletons, and cringing
to bones, make professors look more like moles and bats than the 'wings of a
dove, covered with silver and her feathers with gold.' (Ps. 68:13.)"

Our next extract is from a letter of Miss Morton to Mr. Huntington, in answer
to some of his inquiries concerning confession and other Roman Catholic
practices:

"My soul abhors the remembrance of 'auricular confession.' I am a living
witness of this abomination. David 'confessed his transgressions to the Lord,
and he forgave him the iniquity of his sin.' I really never felt, when a Catholic,



any satisfaction in confessing my sins to the priest, but I have found it in
pouring out my broken petitions before God by myself in private. Surely this
is a most vile and sinful practice.

"I shall open to you the whole mystery without reserve, as you have
questioned me so close on the subject. 'Reward her,' says God, 'even as she
rewarded you; and double unto her double according to her works.' (Rev.
18:6.) It is a shame for a woman to approach these confessionals; if they were
never wise in the scenes of iniquity before, the priest will be sure to instruct
them, by asking such filthy and indecent questions that a modest woman
would blush to think of. I declare to you that I was confined three days to my
bed from my first confession; and thought then I never could have gone to
confession a second time, being so abashed and confounded by the
abominations that he had put in my head. I was truly terrified at a sinful
thought, more from the idea of telling it to the priest than a fear of offending
the Almighty God. O what a penance was this! At the same time, when it was
over, my cursed pride was nursed, and I was congratulated as being an angel,
without a sin on my conscience.

* * * * *

"But if it is mental purity you mean, judge ye of their minds, who, contrary to
all the laws of God, of modesty, and decency, are constantly exposed to the
filthy and lewd interrogations of such carnal priests; notwithstanding God has
fixed a bar of modesty on every female mind, this is perpetually broken
through, by putting questions to them on such subjects as the Scriptures
declare ought not so much as 'to be named amongst the Gentiles.' (1 Cor.
5:1.)"

(Continued October, 1853.)

Popery may well be called "the masterpiece of Satan." Its singular adaptation
to man's fallen nature, its flexibility, its deceptiveness, its subjecting to its
dominion and casting into its peculiar mould every mind which submits to its
influence, its pride, prejudice, and bigotry, its persecuting, demoniacal enmity
against the saints of the Most High, its perversion of the word of God, its lying



miracles, its gaudy pomp and show, its hardening, searing effect on men's
consciences, the license it gives to sin, and its undying hatred to the gospel—all
these features stamp Popery as the masterpiece of that Enemy of God and
man, who combines the subtlest intellect with the most infernal malice. As a
divine influence accompanies the gospel when it is made "the power of God
unto salvation,' so a Satanic influence accompanies the doctrines and
practices of Popery. Of this we see daily instances in those who are justly
called perverts. Men of the highest, acutest, and most logical intellect, believe
the living legends of Romish saints, invented in the dark ages, and put their
pretended miracles on a par with those in the Scriptures.* Men, who
previously shrank from the least approach to falsehood, no sooner embrace
Romanism, than they outvie even Papists themselves in Jesuitical
equivocations; and those who once stood forth free men, no sooner crouch at
the feet of a priest than they sink into the most abject bondage, not daring to
read, or inquire, or examine on which side truth or error lies. All these
circumstances show that a peculiar influence accompanies Romanism, which
will account both for its daily spread and amazing power.

* There is now a lying fable current in France, and accredited by the Pope,
about the Virgin Mary appearing at Salette, near Grenoble, to two children,
and giving them a certain message. The invention of this fable has been traced
up to an innkeeper, who wanted to bring customers to his inn, and sell, as
miraculous, bottles of water from the well near which the Virgin was said to
appear. This lying tale has just been imported into this country, and
indulgences have been issued by the Pope for the pardon of the sins of those
who worship this divine "Virgin of Salette."

All error, like common slander, is either based on truth, is mixed with truth,
or passes current for truth. It would not otherwise get into circulation. Who
would take base coin unless it resembled the true? The way to get a lie
believed is to mix a dash of truth with it. A naked lie soon dies of cold and
starvation; but a lie clothed with the garment of truth finds many a house to
take it in, and almost becomes one of the family before it is exposed and
turned out of doors. So with the doctrines and practices of Popery. They are
so based on truth, mingled with truth, or dressed up in the garb of truth, that
their deceptiveness does not at first sight appear.



Take, for instance, the institution which is making great progress in this
country—that of monasteries and convents. On what truth is this institution
based? On separation from the world, its ensnaring pleasures and
employments, and entire devotedness of body, soul, and spirit to God. What
can seem better at the first glance? If the salvation of his soul is and ever must
be to the awakened sinner the main concern of life; but if, from the weakness
of the flesh, he is overcome by the temptations of the world; if prayer,
meditation, searching the Scriptures, Christian conversation, nurture the life
of God; if solitude, fasting, hard labour, seclusion, be means of subduing the
rebellious lusts of the flesh—if these premises be true, who can well deny the
conclusion, that a monastery is the very place where every grace and fruit of
the Spirit may best flourish, and sin be most effectually repressed and
subdued? It was on these principles, apparently so scriptural and true, yet
really involving radical error, that monasteries and nunneries were founded.
See how truth and error are mixed together in these principles. To be separate
from the world is good; it is a divine precept and truly Christian practice. But
to come out of the world in spirit and to come out of the world in person are
two different things. The apostle has settled this point, 1 Cor. 5:10; "for then
must ye needs go out of the world," which a Christian is not called on to do,
but to continue in it in person and calling, though in heart and spirit separate
from it. God looks to the heart. One man may go out of the world into a
monastery and have his heart full of it, as indeed it must be without the grace
of God; another may continue in the world and yet by grace be utterly, in
heart and spirit, separate from it. But these blind guides know no other way of
coming out of the world than shutting a man up in a monastery, like the
prisoner in a penitentiary, and no other way of crucifying the flesh than spare
diet and cat-o'-nine-tails.

It is foreign to our present purpose to trace out the rise and progress of
monastic institutions. A few words, however, may not be amiss on this point.

It was some time in the middle of the third Century that, during the Decian
persecution, (A.D. 252) men called Hermits* arose in Egypt. These men, of
whom one called Paul{ was the most distinguished, fled from the persecution
to the stony deserts of Upper Egypt, where they dwelt alone in caves,
spending, or rather professing to spend, their time in prayer, meditation,
maceration of the body, and what they called communion with God.



* The word is properly ""Eremites," which means literally, ""inhabitants of the
desert."

+ Paul the Hermit, a very different character from his namesake, Paul the
Apostle, lived in a lonely cave in Upper Egypt, more like a wild beast than a
man, for about ninety years, where, according to the lying legends of the day,
he wrought miracles, defeated Satan, subdued every sin, and rose to a sort of
semi-angelic statetthe ne plus ultra of Roman Catholic sanctity.

As error, superstition, and self-righteousness gradually increased, so did the
number of these hermits, or anchorites,* as they were sometimes called, of
both sexes, until a monk, named Antony, in the fourth Century persuaded
some of them to form themselves into a community, and to live together under
certain fixed rules. This was the origin of monasteries, which spread with
amazing rapidity, first over the East by the disciples of Antony, into Italy by
Athanasius, and into Gaul and the West of Europe by Martin, Bishop of
Tours, towards the close of the fourth Century.

* The word "anchorite," or more properly "anchorete," signifies one who
withdraws himself, that is, into the desert, out of the world.

We should not waste words upon this subject were not England threatened
with an inundation of monks and nuns.

"Eremites and friars,
White, and black, and grey, with all their trumpery."

These lazy drones were well broomed out at the time of the Reformation, and
their hives overthrown. Such an exposure was then made of their flagitious
practices and crimes that they were driven away amidst the hisses of the
nation. But of late years their number has fearfully increased, especially
nunneries, and there is every symptom of their rapid and continual
multiplication. Almost all our Catholic aristocracy educate their daughters at
these nunneries, and a practice is prevailing of immuring the younger sisters
whom it is inconvenient to portion in marriage in these wretched institutions,
where they, for the most part, drag out a miserable existence.



The monastic orders have always been the strongholds of Popery; and just
now, when Rome is pushing her forces in all directions, she establishes,
wherever she can, monasteries and convents, as so many advanced posts and
fortresses in which to concentrate her strength. Humanly speaking, nothing
can or will stop Rome in her projects to re-conquer these isles but the force of
public opinion. Laws and enactments cannot do it, nor can Government or the
Houses of Parliament. Rome can easily elude or baffle all their opposition. But
enlightened public opinion, which now really governs this country, and, to a
certain extent, influences the whole of the continent, Rome cannot withstand.
This public opinion can, however, only be formed and extended by means of
the press. Hence the value of all those publications which unmask and expose
Popery. It was Luther's writings which, under the blessing of God, gave it
such a deadly wound in Germany and brought on the Reformation. His
powerful preaching was heard by comparatively few, but his pungent
writings, full of the keenest wit and simple manly eloquence, penetrated the
length and breadth of the land.

We want this bold, energetic, and enlightened spirit now. As a nation we seem
half drugged from the wine cup of the Babylonish harlot. The most glaring
instances of bigotry, tyranny, and superstition, which in any other sect would
rouse the whole nation from one end of the land to the other, are passed by
almost unregarded. Were any other denomination to immure young women in
convents, detain them there, willingly or unwillingly, prisoners for life, deny
all access to them from relatives and friends, except in the presence of a spy of
their own party, appropriate all their property, confine them in close
dungeons if disobedient to certain arbitrary rules, and throw a veil of
impenetrable darkness over all their proceedings,—were any other religious
body to do all this, what an outcry would fill the length and breadth of the
land. The police would break in the doors, the mob would be ready to tear
down the walls, the magistrates would meet, the Houses of Parliament would
interfere, and such a storm of public indignation would rise that all would be
swept before it. But Rome, trusting to her ancient name, and relying on her
thousands of zealous and steadfast adherents here and abroad, may dare
anything and do anything,—insult the Queen, laugh at Parliament, entrap
heiresses into convents,* besiege dying beds to sweep into her coffers the only
support of the widow and fatherless, burn Bibles, and persecute, where she



can, those who read them; and when she has done the most infernal deeds,
neither repent nor confess them, but glory in them, as done for the honour
and interest of the only true Catholic and Apostolic Church.

* The Hon. Mrs. Petre has just sold property to the amount of £250,000. As
she is a nun in an English nunnery, the whole of this immense sum falls to the
convent. It is in this way that funds are obtained to spread Popery in this
country.

But look at the basis on which all monastic institutions rest. It is avowedly to
devote body and soul to the service of God. But how can this be done without
grace? What blindness and folly to think that going into a convent can win the
favour of God, procure the pardon of sin, cast out Satan, overcome the world,
or subdue the evils of the heart.* Let them fast, watch, mumble prayers,
macerate their bodies, wear hair shirts, scourge their backs, keep their
midnight vigils, their early matins, and their late vespers; let them wear their
miserable apparel till filth and vermin rot it off their flesh; let them kneel and
confess and receive absolution again and again; and let them wear out a
miserable life in their gloomy cell,—will all this servile drudgery bring them
to heaven? Can all these human contrivances mortify or subdue one sin? The
rage and power of indwelling lust will break through all these self-devised
inventions, as the foot of the traveller breaks through the gossamer threads of
the autumn meadow. Where in all this wretched monkery is grace, the blood
of the Lamb, faith, hope, or love, and the teachings of the Holy Ghost? If this
be the way of getting to heaven, Christ has died in vain, and works of human
merit are the ladder of salvation. The whole principle is wrong, root and
branch, taken under its most favourable aspect, and assuming that in this
country the convents are free from immorality. But knowing what human
nature is, and what man can and will do when temptation and opportunity
combine, and a shroud of darkness covers all deeds, we need not wonder that
a convent now may become what they undoubtedly were at the time of the
Reformation—Ilittle better than a brothel.

* That part of the experience of Joseph Perry in our present Number, to
which we have called our readers' attention, is very much to the point on this
subject.



Public opinion should, therefore, be enlisted against the existence and increase
of nunneries in this country; and this is the main reason why we have
travelled out of our usual domain to dwell on the subject, and why we
recommend the work at the head of the present article.

Miss Morton was a young woman whose father attended the ministry of Mr.
Romaine, and she was therefore, of course, brought up a Protestant; but being
a governess, and finding her deficiency in the French language, she went to
Boulogne to attain it, and boarded there in a convent. It was there she was
converted, or rather perverted to Popery; but returning to England, she was
induced chiefly by curiosity to hear Mr. Huntington, whose ministry fell with
great weight on her mind. She therefore wrote to him a long letter, which he
answered in an epistle of equal or greater length. A further correspondence
ensued, which was eventually published in the "Epistles of Faith." The edition
which we have thought desirable to notice is a cheap reprint, and will amply
repay reading. Mr. Huntington's letters are weighty and his arguments clear
and powerful. He seems to have had a clear and remarkable insight into the
nature and spirit of Popery, and has attacked it with scriptural weapons,
mingling the whole with that peculiar vein of wit and humour which makes
his writings so pungent and lively. The letters of Miss Morton are, of course,
inferior to his; but there is in them a good deal of curious and authentic
information about nunneries as they existed at that period, and they are
probably little altered now. The following extract will give a good idea of Mr.
Huntington's keen and powerful pen:—

""As for the 'holy Catholic Church,' I read of no such church in the Bible, nor
you either; it is a name that the disciples of Christ have nothing to do with.
The grace of faith, the word of faith, and Christ the object of faith, must all be
in a man's heart, if ever he be saved. The word 'Catholic' is stuffed into the
Common Prayer Book, but what have the saints of God to do with that?"

"God never tells me to approach him with any creeds, nor with any forms of
prayer of human composition. A man must 'know his own sore, and his own
grief,' (2 Chron. 6:29.) and pray by the 'Spirit, if he prevails with God.' The
holy Catholic Church that you contend for is national, which the church of
God is not, nor ever was; for though Israel were all called God's people, yet
the promises were applied to none but the remnant of his heritage. All the



world, if they choose, may belong to your church. Christ's kingdom is not of
this world; he takes them out of it, as he did the elect Jews, one of a city, and
two of a tribe.

"The whole world is said to wander after the beast, but not the elect of God,
for they are not of it, but are chosen out of it; as it is written, "My kingdom is
not of this world; I pray not for the world, but for them which thou hast given
me out of it;' but your Catholic Church consists of whole nations; thieves,
robbers, murderers, persecutors, haters of God, whoremongers, mockers of
God, burners of the Bible, and makers of idols,—all are members of the
Catholic Church. Pray what became of the church of God for 4,000 years
before the dragon gave the Pope his power, and his seat, and great authority?'
(Rev. 13:2.)

"Is charging the word of God with errors, a sign of a holy church, when
Christ says his word 'is all right to him that understandeth, and shall never
fail or pass away?' Is blotting out the second commandment and many other
parts of the Scriptures, and introducing their own fables instead thereof, a
sign of the true church, when God threatens that man with all the curses in his
book that does it, and with no part in it that takes a word from it? (Rev. 22:18,
19; Deut. 4:2; 12:32.) If he be threatened that adds a word, or diminishes a
word, what damnation shall they be thought worthy of that burn the whole?
Were not the King of Judah, his servants, and all Israel sent into captivity for
burning Jeremiah's roll? Are not these the men that 'take away the key of
knowledge?' that enter not into heaven themselves, and hinder others? Is it
not 'life eternal to know God, and Jesus Christ whom he hath sent?' And can
we know him without the Bible? Does not 'faith come by hearing, and hearing
by the word of God?' Are burning the saints, hanging of them, drawing them
to pieces with horses, devouring them with wild beasts, blowing them up with
gunpowder, and cursing them with bell, book, and candle, any characteristics
of the church of Christ? Are a bloody inquisition, racking upon the wheel,
persecuting with fire and sword, extorting confessions that no understanding
can comprehend, and which they themselves can never explain,—I say, are
these the weapons that Christ furnished his disciples with, to convert souls to
the faith of the gospel?

"If the whole word of God declares that there is but one Mediator, one



Advocate, one Intercessor, and that God sent Corah, Dathan, and Abiram,
and all their company into the pit alive for wanting to multiply mediators, and
rebukes Aaron, and smites Miriam with leprosy for interfering with the one
Mediator; what shall we say of them who have brought in saints of God's
making, and saints of their own canonising, angels, men, and women, as
intercessors, mediators, and advocates? God has set up his son Jesus Christ
upon his holy hill of Zion; but who set up all these?

"When Christ says, 'Except ye eat the flesh and drink the blood of the Son of
man, ye have no life in you,' (John 6:53,) does it imply that the Son of God is
to be turned into a wafer? And when Christ says, 'It is the Spirit that
quickeneth; the flesh profiteth nothing; the words that I speak unto you, they
are spirit, and they are life,' (John 6:63,) does the Saviour mean that the
mumbling over a few words by a blind priest shall turn or transubstantiate a
wafer into what Christ calls 'Spirit and life?' It is the Holy Ghost that
quickeneth: 'The words that I speak, they are spirit, and they are life.' Shall a
juggling priest turn a wafer into immortality and eternal life? If Christ's
expressions of 'eating his flesh and drinking his blood' are spirit and life, does
he mean that so gross a substance should be turned into divinity? If the
Saviour's meat and drink be an entertainment for the bowels, instead of the
mind and conscience, a body thus fed should never die. 'This is the bread that
came down from heaven, that a man may eat thereof and not die.' (John 6:50.)
But by eating his flesh and drinking his blood, pardon, peace, and eternal life
are meant, which are procured by his death, and conveyed to the soul by his
Spirit; and that is the entertainment that you want at this time; and the soul
that is thus blessed and fed shall never die the second death; nor shall a final
separation ever take place between God and such a happy soul.

""Are such relics as the tail of an ass, the splinters of a cross, the milk of a
woman, a bit of a stick at the bosom, the bones of dead saints, and the tricks of
living ones,—I say, are these the ornaments of Christ's church? Does not God
command us not to 'seek the living among the dead?' Did not our Saviour cast
the legion of devils out of the crazy Gadarene, that he should grope among the
tombs no more? and did he ever do it till the devil was in him? Did not the
angels rebuke the pious women for peeping into the Saviour's tomb, telling
them that he was risen, that they might be 'begotten again to a lively hope, by
the resurrection of Christ from the dead,' and not settle their hopes in a



grave?"

return to index

Spiritual Pride; its Deceitful Nature and Evil Fruits. By President Edwards.—
(November,1853.)

Persecution has, in all ages, been a fruitful instrument in promoting the
spread of the gospel. The forcible and often quoted expression of Tertullian,
"The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the church,'" has been verified again
and again, from the times of Nero, when Christians, wrapped up in pitched
garments, were burnt alive to illuminate the Emperor's gardens at Rome, to
the bonfires of Smithfield, kindled by bloody Mary. Never was Satan more
thoroughly outshot by his own bow than when he egged on his children to
drown the church in her own blood; for the very means adopted, at his
instigation, by ungodly kings and rulers to crush the kingdom of God have
ever contributed most powerfully to its extension. It was so in the days of the
apostles: ""And at that time there was a great persecution against the church
which was at Jerusalem; and they were all scattered abroad throughout the
regions of Judea and Samaria, except the apostles." "Therefore they that were
scattered abroad went everywhere preaching the word." (Acts 8:1, 4.) The
blind Pharisees thought if they could extinguish the church at Jerusalem, they
would effectually nip in the bud this new-fangled doctrine of Jesus of
Nazareth. But they acted like a man trying to beat down with his stick a ripe
thistle; their blows at the stem dispersed the seed all over the fields. From the
ashes of Stephen there sprang a Paul. The kings of the earth might set
themselves, and the rulers take counsel together against the Lord and against
his Anointed, saying, Let us break their bands asunder, and cast away their
cords from us. But he that sitteth in the heavens laughed; the Lord had them
in derision; for he had fixed, and would declare the firm decree, I have set my
King, King Jesus, upon his holy hill of Zion.

What laid the foundation of that mighty Republic whose territory now
stretches from the Atlantic to the Pacific Ocean, and whose flag waves in
every sea of both hemispheres? Persecution: and shame be it for us to confess,
English persecution; nay, what is worse, Protestant persecution. It was the



cruel, unintermitting, and ungodly persecutions of the Puritans by the rulers
of the Church of England, spread over well-nigh a century of priestly
dominion, which drove to the wild shores of the Western Continent the
"Pilgrim Fathers," whose memory will remain embosomed in the hearts of
our American brethren whilst the earth endures.

As it was from these self-exiled Puritans that Jonathan Edwards, the
celebrated author of the work before us, derived his birth, and as it is a
portion of modern history probably little known to our readers, it may not be
wholly out of place, by way of introduction to the treatise at the head of this
article, to give a faint sketch of the rise of that colony which, under the name
of New England, has become so widely and justly celebrated.

We have already hinted that it was persecution which peopled the North
American wilds; and we have now to add, that it was the prison and the halter
in the hands of English bishops and archbishops which drove out of England
those true-hearted believers who preferred to worship God in Spirit and in
truth in the gloomy forests of New England, rather than belie their
consciences in their native homes. Of these ruthless episcopal persecutors, the
foremost in virulence was Archbishop Whitgift, who was raised to the see of
Canterbury by Queen Elizabeth, A.D. 1583, for the express purpose of
crushing what her imperious Majesty abhorred more than Popery itself—
Nonconformity in all points to the Church of England. Obedient to the
commands of his royal mistress, who, though she was wont to call him "her
little black husband,'" was so far from being an obedient wife that she
declared she could make or mar, frock or unfrock* him and his brother
prelates at her pleasure, the Calvinistic archbishop, with the same pen which
had drawn up the famous Lambeth definitions of election and reprobation¥}
published three new articles, which all the clergy were called upon to
subscribe. Our space will only permit us to give part of the second, which was
the one mainly objected to by the Puritan clergy: "II. That the Book of
Common Prayer and of Ordering Bishops, Priests, and Deacons, containeth
nothing contrary to the word of God." More than 200 of the clergy refused to
subscribe to this article, in consequence of which they were summarily
deprived of their livings. Burghley, the Queen's Prime Minister, though on
political grounds hostile enough to the Puritans, the Lords of the Privy
Council, (somewhat similar in position to the modern Cabinet Ministers,) and



the House of Commons, were all against the arbitrary measures of the
archbishop; but, undeterred by their opposition, and well knowing the
despotic character of the Queen, he fell on his knees before her, begging her
""to support the sinking church." Fired at the attempt to encroach, as she
considered, on her prerogative as the Head of the Church, the Queen
reprimanded the House of Commons for their audacity, and bade them
"meddle no further in these matters." The House of Commons, timid in those
days as a flock of sheep, crouched at the feet of their Royal mistress, and
abandoned the Puritans to their persecutors. Then commenced that long
series of suspensions, deprivations, banishments, imprisonments, and judicial
murders, whereby our Puritan forefathers were persecuted and harassed for
well-nigh a hundred years.

* Her well-known letter to the Bishop of Ely, shows how this imperious dame,
true daughter of Henry VIII., could write as Head of the Church to her servile
bishops:

"Proud Prelate, I understand you are backward in complying with your
agreement; but I would have you know, that I who made you what you are
can unmake you, and if you do not forthwith fulfil your engagements I will
unfrock you.

Yours as you demean yourself, "ELIZABETH."

1 The celebrated Lambeth articles are nine in number. The following are
among them:

1. "God hath, from eternity, predestinated certain persons to life; and hath
reprobated certain persons unto death."

2. "The moving, or efficient cause of predestination unto life, is not the
foresight of faith or of perseverance, or of good works, or of anything that is
in the persons predestinated; but the alone will of God's good pleasure."

5. "The true lively and justifying faith, and the Spirit of God justifying, is not
extinguished, does not utterly fail, doth not vanish away, in the elect either
finally or totally."

8. '""No man is able to come to Christ unless it be given him, and unless the
Father draw him; and all men are not drawn by the Father, that they may
come to his love."

9. "It is not in the will or power of every man to be saved."



But the chief weight of the storm fell on that section of the Puritans who, from
their first founder, were called Brownists. A few words will explain why the
main fury of the tempest fell on them. Robert Brown was a Church of
England clergyman, who, separating from the Establishment, first preached
the doctrine of the independence of gospel churches, meaning by that tenet
that every church, based upon gospel principles, was in its constitution,
government, pastor, deacons, and ordinances, wholly independent of all other
churches. He therefore denied that the Church of England was a true church,
and would not allow that her ministers were regularly ordained. Her
discipline he viewed as Popish and antichristian, and her sacraments and
ordinances null and invalid. Nor would he allow his people to join with her in
prayer, hearing, or any part of public worship.

He thus, both in principle and practice, struck at the root of all existing
churches at home and abroad, and as much condemned the Lutheran Church
in Germany, the Reformed in Switzerland, and the Presbyterian Kirk of
Scotland, as the National Establishment of England. But as these views were
more particularly levelled at the Church of England, they drew forth the
peculiar and unbounded wrath of its heads. Brown himself, though nearly
related to Lord Treasurer Burghley, was so persecuted that he was at
different times shut up in 32 prisons, in some of which, according to his own
statement, he could not see his hand at noonday.* But the iron mace of
persecution fell heavily also on the heads of his followers. In the year 1592, 56
of the Brownists were seized on a Lord's Day in London at their place of
worship, and cast two by two into the several City prisons.t Of these, some
died of sickness, the prisons in those days being horrid dens of filth and
disease, others were banished, and three or four hanged.; Two men were
hanged at Bury St. Edmunds, June, 1593, for dispersing Brownist
publications. In 1593, Mr. John Penry, a minister, was hanged for a so-called
seditious paper, found in his closet in an unfinished state; and in the same
year Henry Barrow, and John Greenwood, a minister, were hanged at
Tyburn, and William Dennis at Thetford, Norfolk, for the crime of being
Brownists.

* Archbishop Whitgift and Robert Brown, persecutor and persecuted, are
alike melancholy instances of the utter worthlessness of knowledge without



grace. The author of the Lambeth articles was a persecutor of the saints; and
Brown, who had suffered so much for his principles, at last recanted them all.
He deserted his congregation which he had formed at Middleburg, in Holland,
returned to England, was reconciled to the Establishment, was preferred to a
living in Northamptonshire, which he held for 40 years, hardly ever preaching
all the while, though living on the tithes which he had so strongly condemned,
and at last died in his 81st year in Northampton jail, whither he had been
committed by a magistrate for striking a constable with whom he had
quarrelled about the payment of a rate.

+ The following petition, drawn up by one of these sufferers, gives a touching
as well as striking account of the cruelties practised upon them:

"These bloody men will allow us neither meat, drink, fire, nor lodging, nor
suffer any whose hearts the Lord would stir up for our relief to have any
access to them, purposing belike to imprison them to death, as they have done
17 or 18 others in the same noisome jails, within these six years. Some of this
company had not one penny about them when they were sent into close
prison, nor anything, being abroad, (which is the case of most of them, if not
of all,) to procure themselves and their poor families any maintenance, save
only by their handy labours and trades. Whereby it is come to pass, that these
enemies of God do not only starve and undo a number of men in the prisons,
but even a lamentable company of poor orphans and servants abroad. Their
unbridled slanders, their lawless privy searches, their violent breaking open
and rifling our houses, their lamentable and barbarous usage of women and
young children in these hostile assaults, their uncontrolled thievery, robbing,
and taking away whatsoever they think meet from us in this case, their
unappeased and merciless pursuit of us from our houses, trades, wives,
children, especially from the holy society of the saints, and the church of God,
we are enforced to omit, lest we should be over-tedious. We crave for all of us
but the liberty either to die openly, or to live openly in the land of our nativity.
If we deserve death, it beseemeth the majesty of justice not to see us closely
murdered, yea, starved to death with hunger and cold, and stifled in
loathsome dungeons; if we be guiltless, we crave but the benefit of our
innocence, (viz.) that we may have peace to serve our God and our prince in
the place of the sepulchres of our fathers."



1 We cry out, and that justly, against the imprisonment by the Grand Duke of
Tuscany of the Madiai, for reading the Scriptures, and more recently of Miss
Cunninghame for giving a Bible, and a copy of the "Pilgrim's Progress" to an
Italian peasant; but is he worse than the Calvinistic bishops and archbishops
of the Protestant Church of England, from the days of Queen Elizabeth down
to the Revolution of 1688?

Worn out by these cruel and unceasing persecutions, many of the Brownists
determined to quit their native land, and retire to some foreign shore, where
they might worship God in peace and quietness according to their own views
of divine truth and the dictates of their own conscience, without being thrust
into noisome dungeons or dying as malefactors on the gallows at the nod of an
archbishop. Holland was at that time the only country in Europe where
toleration was established by the laws of the land. Thither, therefore, a
company, under the pastoral care of Mr. John Smith, some time in the year
1603, fled across the sea, and settled in Amsterdam. In the spring of 1608, a
second congregation went over to Holland, under the pastoral care of Mr.
John Robinson, of whose church Mr. Brewster was the elder. This little body
eventually settled at Leyden; but after a lapse of about 12 years, they began to
be weary of living in a foreign land, where they must gradually lose their
English character, and be absorbed into the Dutch people. This made them
cast their eyes across the Atlantic Ocean, that they might have a home for
themselves in these new settlements which were gradually springing up in
North America. A portion of that northern continent had been previously
separated from Virginia, under the name of New England, and to that the
Brownists in Leyden turned their eyes, that they might build themselves there
a lodge in the wilderness. After considerable difficulty and opposition from
the bigoted James 1., they succeeded in obtaining a patent for the foundation
of a new colony. Two ships were hired, the '"Speedwell" and the ever-
memorable '""Mayflower," to take the pilgrim band across the Atlantic waves.
A solemn day of fasting and prayer was kept at Leyden; and thence they all
went to Delft, where the little band was to embark. Mr. Robinson, their
pastor, was to join them subsequently with the bulk of the congregation; and
having continued together with them all night, and kneeling down on the
sands, he committed them, in fervent prayer, to the blessing of God. Mr.
Brewster, their elder was now their spiritual head; and embarking with them
on board the "Speedwell," the Pilgrim Fathers were borne across the Channel



to Southampton, whence on the Sth of August, A.D., 1620, the two ships sailed.
The master of the "Speedwell," through treachery or cowardice, before they
reached the Land's End twice put back, and the '""Mayflower' was compelled
to do the same; the issue being that the '""Speedwell" was entirely laid aside,
and the little band of 101 pilgrims sailed out of Plymouth Sound in the solitary
"Mayflower,"* Sept. 6, at the very worst time of the year, when they would on
their voyage meet all the fury of the equinoctial gales, and encounter at their
landing all the rigours of an American winter. Two months were they on their
perilous voyage, and on Nov. 9 sighted land at Cape Cod, a considerable
distancet to the north of their intended settlement. But even here the
providence of God watched over them, for had they landed lower down, they
would probably have been cut off by the wild Indians, who were very
numerous further south, but a plague had recently swept them almost wholly
away from the locality where they first pitched their tents. Upon their
sufferings and hardships from the rigour of the winter and want of houses and
necessaries, which, engendering disease, cut off half their number in four or
five months, we shall not dwell. Suffice it to say, they maintained their ground,
and were in due time joined by band after band of brothers in persecution,
whom the rigorous measures of Archbishop Laud and the High Commission
Court drove out of England. But this proud prelate was as uneasy at their
flight as at their stay; and therefore, when eight ships in the Thames were
about to sail for New England, an Order in Council was obtained to prohibit
their departure. And who were on board these vessels? Unhappily for the
archbishop's own head and his Royal master's, Sir Arthur Hazelrig, John
Hampden, and Oliver Cromwell. During the Commonwealth there were few
accessions to their numbers; but with the return of Charles I1. and the
infamous Bartholomew Act, whereby 2,000 clergy were compelled for
conscience' sake to leave the Establishment in one day, the tide of emigration
again swelled and bore on its bosom to the American shore many hundreds,
and indeed thousands of persecuted Puritans, who ventured every hardship to
be allowed the privilege of worshipping God in peace and quietness.

* The "Mayflower was a ship of about 180 tons, not much larger than one of
the collier brigs which bring coals from Newcastle to London.

+ Their patent allowed them to settle between the 40th and 48th degrees of
latitude; but Cape Cod is in latitude 42, and therefore two degrees, or about



140 miles north of their highest northern limit. This was owing to the
treachery of their pilot, bribed by the Dutch, who had an eye to the southern
coast, and had just founded a settlement on the spot subsequently called New
York.

Thus were the broad foundations of New England laid, not by the scum of
society, by felons and convicts, nor by greedy goldseekers, but by godly men
and women, deeply imbued with those principles of civil and religious liberty
which have made New England the very backbone of American freedom, and
influenced her laws and institutions to their inmost depth. Everything that is
truly valuable in that great republic she owes to New England. Sadly indeed
have the northern states degenerated from those times when the strictest,
most rigid morality, the complete, almost judaical, sanctification of the Lord's
Day,* the universal attendance on public worship, the bringing up of children
in the nurture and admonition of the Lord, the thorough cutting of all worldly
pleasures and amusements, the unintermitting supervision of the young, and
the strictest control over everything vicious and ungodly, was the universal
practice and glory of New England. But the principles of civil and religious
liberty, first carried across the Atlantic Ocean by the Puritan refugees from
English persecution, have so deeply leavened the American mind and
institutions that she owes to them well-nigh all she possesses worthy of
admiration.

* In New England all work was suspended on Saturday evening at sunset.
Every knife and shoe was cleaned, and every coat brushed, and all the
children called in from their play before the sun went down. At sunset the
next evening their Sabbath similarly terminated.

At Windsor, in the present state of Vermont, in the year 1703, and
surrounded by the immediate descendants of the first colonists, was that great
and good man, Jonathan Edwards, born. His parents were godly persons, his
father being a minister and a man of considerable learning and education. He
seems to have been called while young in life, and, perhaps in part for that
reason, his conversion was not so striking and clear as is often the case where
spiritual religion has not been inculcated from childhood as the one thing
needful, and where all immorality has not been restrained. But we believe no
person, of any spiritual judgment, can read the following ex tract of his



experience without believing and acknowledging the grace of God in him:

"I have sometimes had a sense of the excellent fulness of Christ and his
meetness and suitableness as a Saviour, whereby he has appeared to me far
above all, the chief of ten thousands. His blood and atonement have appeared
sweet, and his righteousness sweet; which was always accompanied with
ardency of spirit, and inward strugglings and breathings, and groanings that
cannot be uttered, to be emptied of myself, and swallowed up in Christ.

"Once, as I rode out into the woods for my health, in 1737, having alighted
from my horse in a retired place, as my manner commonly has been, to walk
for divine contemplation and prayer, I had a view that for me was
extraordinary, of the glory of the Son of God, as Mediator between God and
man, and his wonderful, great, full, pure, and sweet grace and love, and meek
and gentle condescension. This grace, that appeared so calm and sweet,
appeared also great above the heavens. The person of Christ appeared
ineffably excellent, with an excellency great enough to swallow up all thought
and conception, which continued, as near as I can judge, about an hour, which
kept me, the greater part of the time, in a flood of tears and weeping aloud. I
felt an ardency of soul to be, what I know not otherwise how to express,
emptied and annihilated; to lie in the dust, and to be full of Christ alone; to
love him with a holy and pure love; to trust in him, to live upon him, to serve
and follow him, and to be perfectly sanctified and made pure with a divine
and heavenly purity. I have, several other times, had views very much of the
same nature, and which have had the same effects.

"I have, many times, had a sense of the glory of the Third Person in the
Trinity, in his office of Sanctifier; in his holy operations, communicating
divine light and life to the soul. God, in the communications of his Holy Spirit,
has appeared as an infinite Fountain of divine glory and sweetness, being full
and sufficient to fill and satisfy the soul, pouring forth itself in sweet
communications, like the sun in its glory, sweetly and pleasantly diffusing
light and life. And I have sometimes had an affecting sense of the excellency of
the word of God as a word of life; as the light of life; a sweet, excellent, life-
giving word, accompanied with a thirsting after that word, that it might dwell
richly in my heart.



"Often since I lived in this town I have had very affecting views of my own
sinfulness and vileness; very frequently to such a degree as to hold me in a
kind of loud weeping, sometimes for a considerable time together; so that I
have often been forced to shut myself up. I have had a vastly greater sense of
my own wickedness, and the badness of my heart, than ever I had before my
conversion. It has often appeared to me, that if God should mark iniquity
against me, I should appear the very worst of all mankind, of all that have
been, since the beginning of the world to this time, and that I should have by
far the lowest place in hell. When others that have come to talk with me about
their soul-concerns have expressed the sense they have had of their own
wickedness, by saying that it seemed to them that they were as bad as the devil
himself, I thought their expressions seemed exceeding faint and feeble, to
represent my wickedness.

"My wickedness, as I am in myself, has long appeared to me perfectly
ineffable, and swallowing up all thought and imagination, like an infinite
deluge or mountains over my head. I know not how to express better what my
sins appear to me to be, than by heaping infinite upon infinite, and
multiplying infinite by infinite. Very often, for these many years, these
expressions are in my mind and in my mouth, 'Infinite upon infinite—infinite
upon infinite!' When I look into my heart and take a view of my wickedness, it
looks like an abyss, infinitely deeper than hell. And it appears to me that, were
it not for free grace, exalted and raised up to the infinite height of all the
fulness and glory of the great Jehovah, and the arm of his power, and grace
stretched forth in all the majesty of his power, and in all the glory of his
sovereignty, I should appear sunk down in my sins below hell itself; far
beyond the sight of everything but the eye of sovereign grace, that can pierce
even down to such a depth. And yet it seems to me that my conviction of sin is
exceedingly small and faint; it is enough to amaze me that I have no more
sense of my sin. I know, certainly, that I have very little sense of my sinfulness.
When I have had turns of weeping and crying for my sins, I thought I knew at
the time that my repentance was nothing to my sin."

It was a practice in the church over which Jonathan Edwards was pastor, to
admit unregenerate persons, with certain limitations, to the Lord's Supper.
This practice he resisted as unscriptural, which gave such offence to the
congregation that, in the issue, he was not only compelled to resign his



pastoral charge, but to leave the town, Northampton, where he had many
years lived.

The little work at the head of this article, on "Spiritual Pride," he was well
adapted to write. Profession being almost universal in New England, he was,
as it were, in the very hotbed of spiritual pride; and, possessing a deep
knowledge of his own heart, a mind of singular logical acuteness and depth,
and a clear, expressive style, he was enabled, not only to dissect to the very
heart's core this deep-seated malady of the professing Church, but also to lay
it bare to the observation of others.

We shall attempt, if the Lord will, in our next number, to enter on this
subject, and to lay before our readers some specimens of his masterly
dissection of that prevailing sin, which has fixed its seat in many a bosom that
is little conscious of harbouring a foe so hateful to God, so destructive to the
peace of the church, and so impoverishing to the soul.

(Concluded December, 1853.)

Of all sins pride seems most deeply imbedded in the very heart of man.
Unbelief, sensuality, covetousness, rebellion, presumption, contempt of God's
holy will and word, hatred and enmity against the saints of the Most High,
deceit and falsehood, cruelty and wrath, violence and murder, these, and a
forest of other sins have indeed struck deep roots into the black and rank soil
of our fallen nature; and, interlacing their lofty stems and gigantic arms, have
wholly shut out the light of heaven from man's benighted soul; but these and
their associate evils do not seem so thoroughly interwoven into the very
constitution of the human heart, nor so to be its very life blood as pride. The
lust of the flesh is strong, but there are respites from its workings; unbelief is
powerful, but there are times when it seems to lie dormant; covetousness is
ensnaring, but there is not always a bargain to be made, or an advantage to be
clutched. These sins differ also in strength in different individuals. Some seem
not much tempted with the grosser passions of our fallen nature; others are
naturally liberal and benevolent, and whatever other idol they may serve, they
bend not their knee to the golden calf. Strong natural conscientiousness
preserves many from those debasing sins which draw down general



reprehension; and a quiet, gentle, peaceable disposition renders others
strangers not only to the violent outbreaks, but even to the inward gusts of
temper and anger. But where lust may have no power, covetousness no
dominion, and anger no sway, there, down, down in the inmost depths,
heaving and boiling like the lava in the crater of a volcano, works that master
sin, that sin of sins—pride. As Rome calls herself the Mother and Mistress of