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REST FOR YOUR SOQULS—JEREMIAH VL 16.
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LINES
Suggested by seeing a child asleep, with wild Flowers grasped in its
hand.

Blessed be God for flowers!
For the bright, gentle, holy, thoughts that breathe
From out their odorous beauty, like a wreathe

Of sunshine on life’s hours!

Lightly upon thine eye,
Hath fallen the noontide sleep, my joyous bird ;
And through thy parted lips the breath, scarce heard,
Comes like a summer sigh.

One rosy hand is thrown

Beneath thy rosier cheek, the other holds

A group of swect field flowers, whose bloom unfolds
A freshness like thy own.

Around the fragrant prize,

With eager grasp thy little fingers close ;

What are the dreams that haunt thy sweet repose,
‘What radiance greets thine eyes!

For thou art smiling still ;
Art thou yet wandering in the quiet woods,
Plucking th’ expanded cups, and bursting buds,
At thine unfettered will ?

Or does some prophet voice,
Murmuring amidst thy dreams, instinctive say—
“Prize well these flowers, for thou, beyond to-day,
Shalt in their spells rejoice I”

Yes! thou wiltlearn their power,
When cherished not as now, thou stand’st alone,
Compass'd by sweetly-saddening memories, thrown
Round thee by leaf or flower!

"Twill come! as seasons come,
The empire of the flowers, when they shall raise
Round thee once more the forms of other days,
Warta with the lighttf honts:

Shapes thou no more may’st see;
The household earth, the heart-enlisted prayer;
All thou hast loved, and lost, aud treasured there
Where thy best thoughts must be!

Aye, prize them well, my child ! %
The bright, young, blooming things that never die;
Pointing our hopes to happier worlds, that lie

Far o’cr this earthly wild !

Prize them, that when forgot

By all, their old, familiar tints shall bring .

Sweet thoughts of Aer whose dirge the deep winds sing,
And whose love earth holds not!

Prize them that through all hours, .
Thou hold’st sweet commune with their beauty here
And rich in this, through many a future year,
s Bless thou our God for Flowers !

s’ Gazette.
w
THE LATE LAMENTED LADY FLORA
HASTINGS.

BY CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH.

It was towards sunset on the evening of the 9th July,

A ':39, that, while crossing London Bridge, I descried

"™d ¢ the thousand masts of Thames' one with a sable

the sad purport of which I well knew. It was

t!le Leith steamer, ¢ Royal William," lying off St. Kathe-
ey wharf, destined to receive a freight, the recollec-
tion of which, thrilled my bosom with emotions insepara-
from the subject. A long drive brought me to the
OPposite extremity of the great city; and Isoon foand
Myge]f housed in the very spot whence, twelve months
ore, T had looked on the brilliant pageantry of the

Oronation procession; yea, standing, at the window
» ¢re I had proudly hung forth my banner—the ‘name

Victoria wrought in living rosebuds—over which, as

Y fingers pursued the delightful task, manya prayer
» been secretly breathed that the glory of a diw{ine
of?rkmanship might be manifested in the life, the reign,
bethe maiden Monarch, even as it was in the Inimitable

AUty of those exquisite flowers. The prayer is record-
tha"“ high; oh, God grant that I may yet live to render
ks for its accomplishment !

U no bright blossoms were around me now; the un-
e UPled hands hung listlessly down that had then so
Wi:]fmy laboured through the night ; and, oppressed
% thoughts of grief, I held a solitary vigil, ever and
exﬂn 1005ng forth, with a vague apprehension that the

Pected remoyal might be accomplished under the sha-

Yl f midnight. I watched until the pure full light of
ﬂos:mg .had succeeded the glare of lamps, and every
Conge,. " 0dow along the silent street suggested a strange
tTast between the darkened rooms within, and the
me‘:ry brightness of carly day without. Still no move-

t appeared, save the measured tread of the relieving
. 0 their march to the old palace gate. The pro-
i 90 Was to start at three; halfan hour had elapsed
. °@ 8t. James's clock had proclaimed the appointed
®s and I could no longer resist the impulse that
Dec:p-ted amovement towards the scene of sorrowful ex-
i tion. Tt was not difficult to induce a sympathising
ud to accompany me, and we crossed the court-yard,
Our steps along the Mall, and reached the place that

Well remember as that where the stately old red
of Palace of Queen Charlotte looked over the length
hay Straight canal towards the Horse Guards. All is
la% gﬁd since those days—the canal, the park, the pa-

0 a’nt € court, the times—a mighty change hath passed

Can
bﬁck
£

It Was a lovely morning: freshness characterised
‘€ the clear blue sky above us, the verdant plantation
ligh, € U8, and the unfettered breeze so delicious after a
Pe of sorrowful watching. Groups of respectable
€ar, U8 were collected in front of the palace, serious,
Qg b and expectant; and this I could account for.
'Yiages with closed windows were from time to time
a a&:g and filing off towards Pimlico, there to take up
eommlg“'{d position, and for this too I could account: a
Wag w:;“?ﬂg officer of dragoon guards, fully equipped,
i k“lg his charger to and fro, while in the more
the - 8uard-house, soldiers were seen looking out upon
I kne ™ing’s light ; and this was not strange to me, for
I“BI € customs of a garrisoned place; but for one
h°dy fWas at a loss to assign a cause. A formidable
Wige Ol the metropolitan police took their station in such
h,{m;s to present to those assembled a front that cer-
tay albeSPOke a purpose of intimidation. Asmy eye
dx“mong the extended line of this fine body of men,
1 4y P With military precision, and evidently prepared
'*ly a:'lth instantaneous effect, I could not but men-
Yerrgy :" What prompted this idle precaution? Does any
Sreagy) hat mortal hand may dispel lurk around the
N he, 8 body of an innocent maiden, already pent close
my o Yarrow coffin ? It was an unseemly spectacle in
thingies; but the spirit of change has passed over all

thriyy Tan through the quiet assemblage ; they ga-

thered closer to the railing that encloses the palace ;
and all eyes were fixed upon the object that slowly
passed across the spacious court. It was a hearse, over-
topped with sable plumes, that with almost impercepti-
ble motion drew up before the centre door of the right
wing, and there remained stationary. The infirmity of
corrupt nature was strong upon me, and had thought
been allowed to pursue its obvious track, dark indeed as
the black plumage drooping before us would its angry
complexion soon have become; but a sudden and sweet
turn was given to the course of those troubled thoughts ;
for immediately on the hearse becoming an immoveable
object, the sun attained a height that enabled him to
shoot a most brilliant ray over the tree tops under which
I was standing; it fell in a direct line over the sable
bier; andsuch a dazzling glory as rested over it, while
every pane of glass lost itself in the flashing blaze of that
magnificent beam, I scarcely ever witnessed. The con-
trast was perfect : sin, sorrow, death, corruption below
—salvation, light, life, glory, immortality, and everlast-
ing joy above—my inmost heart responded to the signal.
The tears then swelling, were those of bitter indignation
mingled with sullen grief—the tears that presently over-
flowed were full of softened gladness, for well I knew
that though the body was enclosed in impenetrable dark-
ness, the soul was enfranchised in fields of unextin-
guishable light.

‘And was it so? Was the Lady Flora Hastings in-
deed a child of God ? Did her path of almost unequalled
sorrows really ‘lead to the world where sorrow is un-
known? Can you certainly tell us to think of her as a
departed sister in Jesus Christ #’

Yes, God be thanked, I cax: and never were the pa-
ges of a Christian Lady's Magazine more suitably occu-
pied than with the record that is now to be engraven on
these pages—facts, not collected from public documents,
or from the hearsay of multiplied reporters of what
others have told, but personally derived from a source
the most unquestionably correct. What I am about to
state in this brief memorial I know to be strictly, lite-
rally true; and if the tale draw tears of tender sympathy
in the past sufferings of our departed sister, let it also
open every lip in thanksgiving to God and to the Lamb,
who, by the operation of the Holy Spirit, so beautifully
fitted her for her present inheritance among the saints in
light.

The Lady Flora Hastings was, from a very early age,
deeply impressed with the importance of vital religion ;
and so far as opportunity allowed it, she availed herself
of the helps afforded in seeking far better things than
rank and affluence could bestow. Witness, among
others, the touching testimony given when, with dying
hand, she delivered to her fond brother a little Bible, the
gift of her mother, requesting him to restore it to that
beloved parent with the assurance that, from the age of
seven years, when she received it from her, it had been
her best treasure; and, she added, her sole support un-
der all her recent afflictions. Naturally retiring, timid,
sensitive, modest, even to a painful degree, she wrapped
up in her own bosom many a thought that would have
gladdened pious friends to hear her utter; and the ha-
bit of deep abstraction, while thus meditating, sometimes
occasioned among those who knew her not aright, a most
injurious surmise—they called it pride! Her meek and
quiet spirit was as far removed from worldly pride as
any child of Adam’s can be.

Brought up in intimate association with the highest
in the land, Lady Flora formed a strong attachment to
her royal mistress, the mother of her future Queen, in
whose house she held an honourable appointment ; and
this attachment deepened in proportion as its value be-
came enhanced to its object. Many sorrows pierced
that royal lady, and among the more recent was the early
death of Lady Mary Stopford; an event that called for
redoubled attentions on the part of Lady Flora, who
loved with filial affection one who neyer failed to mani-
fest a maternal tenderness for her, In this we haye a
clue to the solution of many Questions, as to why did
Lady Flora, while alive to spiritua] impressions, continue
a partaker in pleasures wherein those who live are by
Scripture declared to be dead ? Tq her they brought no
enjoyment : far rather would she have devoted herself to
the Lord's service in a secluded path of usefulness; but
He who giveth no account of his matters saw good to
leave his dear child where a furnace was being heated
for the trial of her faith, and the consummation of her
eternal bliss.

Lady Flora’s happiest hours were passed in medita-
tion on God’s word, in prayer, and in efforts to promote
every good work brought under her notice.  Some beau-
tiful productions of her pen Ihave seen which show the
heavenward tending of her thoughts, and a clearness of
apprehension concerning the love of God in Christ to her
soul, such as the natural heart never conceived. Still
the excess of her retiring modesty shrank from every
semblance of display; and while striving to perform
her difficult duties in the path wherein she found her-
self, she walked before God in lowliness of heart, and
knew no delight apart from communicating with him.

Such was Lady Flora Hastings; and such she had
long been at the time when the storm fell upon her. I
know every particular of that fearful storm, and in re-
lating them I seek not to perpetuate the memory of
wrongs which were fully and unreservedly forgiven by
their gentle victim; still less would I fling reproach
where every British Christian is bound by God's com-
mand to yield honour; but the fierceness of the fiery
trial, under which the quiet sufferer sank, does so ex-
ceedingly magnify the grace of God which upheld her
throughout, and overspread her wounded spirit with Jjoy
and peace in believing, that all shall be told—truly told,
upon the unimpeachable authority already alluded to.

Lady Flora Hastings had always been of a strong con-
stitution, and vigorous as any other young person in her
rank of life.  Of late she had felt the progress of some
disease affecting the liver, but not so as to occasion great
uneasiness.  She placed herself at length under the me-
dical treatment of Sir James Clarke, her Majesty’s phy-
sician, and was by him ordered strong tonics with a very
generous diet. A slight external swelling had become
perceptible, of which, if any one noticed it, Sir James
could satisfactorily state the cause, and explain the ap-
pearance. On one occasion, never to be forgotten, he
entered theapartment of his patient, and without circum-
locution addressed her in these words,—¢It is supposed
you are with child.’

Astounded, shocked at an announcement, the gross-
ness of which could only be paralleled by its frightful in-
juriousness, the noble lady warmly repelled the charge,
adding that her accuser would not have ventured to ad-
dress such language to a woman in the streets. The
assertion was however reiterated ;: and she was told that

the ladies of the court would not be satisfied without a
medical examination. Leaving this shaft to rankle in
the bosom of the victim, the messenger departed ; and a
communication was forthwith made to the Duchess of
Kent, in the name of the Sovereign, forbidding the ap-
pearance of Lady Flora Hastings in public until the step
alluded to should have been taken. The Duchess
warmly vindicated her Young friend, and protested that
no such degradation should be inflicted on her; but
this objection was overruled by the Lady Flora herself.
Immediately on being Joft alone, she had betaken
herself to most fervent prayer; and while humbled be-
fore God, had reviewed the position in which her own
reputation was placed, together with the solemn duty
which she owed to a noble brother, to a family of beloved
sisters, to a widowed mother, to whom such an aspersion

on her child would be a death-blow, and to the memory’

of a father whose gallant deeds had given him a claim of
no common magnitude op England, and on England’s
monarch; and above all to the honour of that name
which many knew that she devoutly professed. Like a
frightened dove she looked around for shelter, but found
none ; her mother’s bosom was the earthly resting place
she would have flown to; byt far away in her native
north that dear mother abode, unconscious of her child’s
piercing distress: hc.r brother was nigh, but she trem-
bled to arouse the spirit of 5 Hastings with suchan ap-
peal : her sisters—she wag the elder, and to her they
looked for the continuance of all that they had hitherto
revered in her.  No, she had no refuge, poor trembler!
no refuge below: so_she cast her burthen on the Lord,
and with a magnanimity, before which every vaunt of fe-
male heroism shrinks Nito nothingness, this maintainer
of a family’s honour die wed herself ready for the de-
grading, disgusting; infases .. vuirage which she was in-
formed must be submitteato on the following day.

Mothers! I would appeal to you; but what mother’s
heart could brook the bareidea, as she looks on her own
gentle, modest girl, shrinking even from the eye of man,
and pictures such a procewling, enforced far from her
sheltering arm, among strangers and enemies; ay, and
with that very person appointd to officiate, whose coarse
address had so wantonly harrewed the feelings, while it
aimed a mortal stab at the faii fame of the maiden ! No,
I will make no appeal; but there is an awful declaration
in God's own word—may those who have exposed them-
selves to its menace, by timely repentance, avert the im-
pending blow! Ye shall not afflict any widow or father-
less child.  If thou afflict tham in any wise, and they
cry at all unto me, I will surely hear their cry; and my
wrath shall wax hot, and I will kill you with the sword,
and your wives shall be widows, and your children fa-
therless.’

Lady Flora passed, as she afterwards declared, the
whole of the interesting time in prayer to her covenant
God. The terrible hour approached; and who do my
readers think was chosen by her to be present as a female
companion? Did she ask to lay her agonised head on
the kind bosom of her maternal friend, the royal Duch-
ess ? Did she seck the comforting and soothing presence
of her dear brother's wife—of a married sister of her
own—or of any among the hundreds of noble British
Matrons who would at a word have flown to supply the
place of the absent mother? No, this consistent lady,
receiving strength from on high to offer up self in every
shape on the altar of duty, selected as a witness one of
the two ladies of the Queen’s court, who were already
identified as the originators of this inhuman calumny—
one of the ladies who had expressly demanded what no
female can think of without shrinking with horror—she
chose Lady Portman; and Lady Portman was an eye-
wifness of the insulting degradation to which they had
among them doomed the innocent Lady Flora.

Another titled physician of the same name was asso-
ciated with Sir James Clarke, who strongly protested
against carrying the test beyond yerbal inquiry, and who
was deeply affected and agitated throughout the scene
which followed. This was the death-blow: all the
bursts of public sympathy, respect, and warm approval
that greeted Lady Flora from that day forward, were
agony to her delicate mind; she sccretly connected
them, as perhaps no other did, with the barbarous indig-
nity she had suffered, to enable the Queen’s doctor to
certify to her Majesty, 'that the Lady Flora Hastings
was not, nor ever had been, enciente? And so the well-
meant acclamations that burst from manly hearts and
honest lips served evermore to open afresh the wound
her modesty had sustained. A most heart-rending
proof was given towards the close of the tragedy, how
deeply this had wrankled within, though in words she
never had alluded toit until then. For two days before
her departure, Lady Flora anfiered under a degree of
mental wandering, not amounting to delirium, but ap-
proaching it: while in this gtate she saw the medical
men who anxiously attendeq her dying bed enter the
room; and in a hurried, alarmed manner, exclaimed,
‘Here come the doctors to see whether I am a married
lady.’

She is married now, ang the heavenly Bridegroom re-
joices over the rescued soul,  There never was a tale so
calculated to burn out the plyghes of modest shame with
the far deeper blushes of indignation. There never was
such a blot on the,hcmldic honours of England’s nobi-
lity since England’s nobles emblazoned a crest, as must
ever cleave to the escutcheong of those who perpetrated
this fearful deed. Who they were it belongs not for me
to decide: Lady Flora forgaye them all, on the occasion
of her receiving the sacrament from the Bishop of Lon-
don. She authorised that eycellent prelate to declare
how fully and freely she forgave them, even as God for
Christ’s sake had forgiven hep: and we, too, must look
compassionately on the offenders, while we loathe the
offence. Most pitiable, indeed, are they! From her
happy mind every cloud wag dispelled; she had glorified
God in the fires, and on o retrospection she yielded him
redoubled thanksgiving for the humbling, purifying effect
of the furnace. She obseryeq that, had it been the di-
vine pleasure to prolong her Jife, she had hoped, by an
open unreserved devotion of herself to his service, to ho-
nour her hcavcnly_ Father before men; adding, ‘His
will be done: it is better to depart, and to be with
Christ” When life was fast ebbing away, she stretched
out her hand, saying, ¢ Lord, T am coming;’ but the la-
test breath that left her lips was fashioned into the ten-
der word—*Mother.’

Well, the bereaved mother has strewn flowers over
her darling's bier, and has scen her lain in the lowly rest-
ing-place of a spot rendered doubly sacred by having
been a shelter to the Covenanters of other days—and
the mother blesses God for the privilege of having
reared such a child.  She follows that child’s sweet ex-

ing appeal exposed he

r; and seeks a refuge at the foot
of the cross whereto het daughter clung. And if a
thought of sorrowing pride will wander to the bastion of
St. John, under the shadow of which her gallant husband
moulders in the far-off island of Malta, while the heart
asks, “Is this the recompense for all his toils and
achievements "’ a calming recollection will raise her
eye from the things and creatures of an hour, to that
eternal throne where the King of kings dispenses equal
Justice, by giving to each believer the reward of Christ’s
perfect obedience, and where her Flora is now singing
the praises of Him who loved her, and redeemed her to
God by hisblood.  She never pleaded either merit or
suffering of her own; she openly acknowledged, in all
the afflictions that terminated in the body’s death, a gra-
cious dispensation to keep her humble under the gene-
rous temptation to self-applause that lurked in the unre-
served approval of her countrymen. Such was indeed
her horror of even appearing to take pleasure in those
demonstrations, that when on the race-ground at Ascot,
whither her official duty compelled her to accompany
her royal lady, the acclamations of the people made the
air resound, and “ One cheer more for Lady Flora” was
repeated again and again by the vast assemblage, she de-
scribed its effect, implying too as it did a cutting rebuke
where she never wished rebuke to fall, as having brought
on the last alarming symptoms of her fatal illness.

What torments did that finely-constituted mind un-
dergo! One of the little instances that touches me most,
was that of her having attempted to calculate in how
many months ‘ her time would be up'—that is to say, how
long a space must elapse before the infamous slander

would be for ever crushed, by her having remained in
the daily view of her calumniators, beyond the latest
point for justiiying their foul aspersions. Until that pe-

When, with an overflowing heart, I hastened from
St. James’ Park, and resumed my station at the win-
dow ix time to sce the slow procession pass by along the
sun-shiny but perfectly silent and deserted street, where
one so dissimilar in appearance had wound its gorgeous
way through acclaiming thousands just one year be-
fore,—when I looked on the touching speetacle of mor-
tality, that yeung and gentle victim, borne from the
scene of he crucl conflict towards the sepulchre of her
fathers, unnoticed by a single toll from any bell, and
precluded  from those of respectful love and sym-
pathy with which, at any other hour the people of
England whould have honoured her obsequies—and
when towards evening I went to fix a farewell gaze upon
the vessel that contained her mortal remains, as it lay
on theunruffled surface of England’s royal river ; T could
only deprecate, on my country’s behalf, the wrathful
| visitation of Him in whom, while the fatherless findeth
merey, the oppressors of the fatherless are warned to
look for swift and terrible judgment. May her prayers
and ours be answered in the repentance and conversion
of all who did her wrong !

THE ATONEMENT.

The doctrine of the atonement is not a mere speculative doc-
trine, one which we may embrace or not, as we please, and the
rejection of which is to be classed among involuntary errors : if it
be true, and if we believe it to be true (for God made the applica-
tion of it to ourselves to depend upon our own faith,) then we
shall rise again to everlasting life; but if there be no such doc-
trine, then we have no promise, and we can have no certain hope
that we shall rise again atall. Let aman. reject the Seriptures
altogether, let him deny that in Adam all die, and then he may

riod should come, she was chained to the court, by the
resolution she had so fixedly formed to disprove even
thus what none—no not even its assertors—had ever
really believed : and when she found deliverance from
the strife of tongues, and from every other trouble that
was at hand, she put the scal of her consistency, by
enjoining that her innocent remains should be mangled
to the uttermost, and the result of such investigation
made most public. So short, so terrible a combat, so
speedy and perfect a victory, few of God's children
have known in modern days. She realised, in a very
little space, the fulness of meaning contained in those
emphatic words—‘In the world ye shall have tribula-
tion ; but be of good cheer—1I have overcome the world.’
She, too, overcame it, by the exercise of that living
faith which enabled her, in the Lord’s strength, to do
all things. In the bitterest inflictions that human cruel-
ty could practice, she recognised the directing hand of
fatherly chastisement ; and never was she heard to
breathe one resentful word against those who through
maliciousness, volunteered to be the scourge. They
were the subjects of her intercessory prayers, the ob-
jects of her tender compassion. Full well she knew,
and so did they, that the chief and only provocation
given on her part had been found in the profession of
Christian faith, the example of Christian practice,
which, despite the difficultics of her situation, could
not but be manifest, like Paul's, ‘toallin the palace.’ Like
Paul, too, she was there in bonds which she could not
break, and that retirement for which her heart panted
could not be attained but at the sacrifice of personal and
family character. The Lord, who knows how to deliver
the godly out of temptation, sent down from above and
took her out of many waters. The religious world
might disclaim her, because she could not yet openly
have come out and be separate from what she knew to
be in enmity against God; the irreligious world might
hate her, because they discerned in her many fruits of
the Spirit abhorrent to the carnal mind; but it was a
small matter to her to be judged of them, or of man’'s
Jjudgment. She was cleaving with full purpose of heart
to one who never yet broke the bruised reed, nor quench-
ed the smoking flax : and he claimed his child, and took
her out of the iron furnace, and has wiped away for
ever all tears from her eyes,

In the eyes of those who knew her not, it may have
seemed that the course pursued by Lady Flora Hastings,
under the dreadful circumstances of her unprecedented
persecution, was dictated by the pride of birth, of sta-
tion, or of female character, apart from any higher or
holier, principle. It was not so; her disposition was
such that any measure of undeserved reproach would
have been preferable in her sight to the endurance of a
far less terrible ordeal, whether in its private or public
nature. From notoriety in any shape she always shrunk ;
and sucH a notoriety as the evil machinations of others
forced upon her, was torture inexpressiblo—it killed her.
Yet she felt herself placed in the gap, called upon to
fight a battle, the result of which the matrons and the
maidens of England may have cause to bless even
through far distant years. Had court profligacy been
permitted to triumph, in driving forth with reproach a
character of female purity and honour from the precincts
of the court, on the strength of an infamous fabrica-
tion, how rapidly might the plague-spot, first manifest-
ing itself in .high quarters, have overspread the land!
Evil communications corrupting good manners, would
have tainted society downwards, from the palace to the
cottage, and have issued in such fearful consequences as
when, during the universal licentiousness that demora-
lized England under our second Charles, the enemy of
our faith and nation gq practised and prospered as to ac-
quire in the succeeding reign power to excite a sangui-
nary civil war in the attack on and defence of our liber-
ties and our Protestantism. The plot against Lady
Flora Hastings, and, in her person, against female cha-
racter in general, had nothing English in its aspect.
It wears a look utterly foreign; it savours rankly, alike
of the subtilty of the Jesuit and the arbitrary inquisito-
rial cruelty of the Dominican. They who demanded
that this innocent lady should submit to the torturing
‘question’ might fairly calculate, from their knowledge
of her shrinking delicacy, that she would prefer to its
infliction the ignominy with which they longed to brand
her spotless fame, more particularly as they also knew
that she would enjoy the strong support of conscious in-
tegrity, under the vain branding of their guilty tongues.
They were deceived ; they had a character to deal with,
upon the depths of which they could not enter. Lady
Flora Hastings was, itis true, a most modest, delicate,
sensitive British maiden; but then Lady Flora Hastings
was also a Christian patriot, and of the component
parts of such a character what could they know?  They
have seen it in its glorious fruits, and may God give
them all whosoever they be, grace, to read, mark, learn,
and inwardly digest the solemn lesson that they have

ample, by forgiving the low insults to which her touch-

received !

not see the necessity or the fitness of Christ’s atonement. But
will he be a gainer by this miserable unbelief? He may not believe
that death is the lot of allmen in econsequence of one man’s sin,
but, for some cause or other, knows that he himself shall die;
and how docs he know, without the light of Christianity, that
from that death he shall ever rise again ? 'Will abstract reasoning
lead him to this conclusion? Let him look to the sages of Greece
and Rome, and he will see them, as wise perhaps, or wiser than
himself; lost in the occan of perplexity, or wrecked on the shoals
of athesim. Does he think that his own virtues will raise his body
from the grave; and that these are sufficient to insure the happi-
ness of heaven? This is, in fact, the creed of thdse unhappy
persons who reject the atonement of Christ. They may not like
to speak of the sufficiency of human merit, or of claiming hea-
ven as aright; butif they do not look for redemption from sin
and its punishment through the righteousness and the death of
Christ, they must trust to themselves ; they must think, that
what they have done will atone for what they have done amiss;
and let every one look into his own heart, and see whether this is
a belief which will open to him the happiness of heaven. There
may be difficulties in the doctrine of the atonement ; the very
notion of it is fraught with mystery : but God has revealed enough
to make faith an anchor of our souls, both sure and stedfast.
That Christ, having the divine nature added to the human, should
be perfectly free from sinis not difficult to be believed—that,
having taken our human nature, he should be subjeect to
death is also a point which we might expect—that his divine
nature should enable him to rise again from the dead is agreeable
to our notions of divinity : so that in these three prepositions,
viewed separately and distinctly, human reason would find nothing
which it might not readily adopt. That God should accept the
death of Christ as an atonement for the death of all men is un-
doubtedly an article of faith ; it is one which, if God had not re-
vealed it, we could never have discovered ; the pride of reason
may reject it, and the eoldness of philosophy may reduce it to a
name ; but we have not so learned Christ; we know that it is ap-
pointed unto all men once to die, and after death the judgment ;
and who is there amongst us that looks into his own heart, that
sces there a consciousness of sins for which he will hereafter be
judged, that hears the comfortable assurance that these sins may
be washed away in the blood of Christ,—who will not say with a
thankful, though a fearful heart, “Lord, I believe; help thou
mine unbelief, >—Professor Burton.

THE VISIBLE CHURCIL

‘When we read of any duty which the Church of God is bound
unto, the Church whom this deth conecern is a sensible known
company: And this visible Church in like sortis but one, con-
tinued from the first beginning of the world unto the last end;
which company being divided into two moicties, the ome before,
the other since the coming of Christ, that part which since the
coming of Christ partly had embraced, and partly shall hereafter
embrace the Christian religion, we term, as by a more proper
name, the Church of Christ. And therefore the apostle affirmeth
plainly of all men Christian, that be they Jews or Gentiles, bond
or free, they are all incorporated into one company, they all make
but one body (Eph. ii. 16.) The unity of which visible body and
Church of Christ consisteth in that uniformity which all several
persons thereunto belonging have, by reason of that one Lord
whose servants they all profess themselves ; that one faith, which
they all acknowledge 3 that one baptism wherewith they are all
initiated. The visible Church of Jesus Christ is therefore one in
outward profession of those things which supernaturally appertain
to the very essence of Christianity, and are necessarily required
in every particular Christian man. . . , Howbeit, of the visible
body and Church of Christ, those may be and oftentimes are, in
respect of the main parts of their outward profession, who, in
regard of their inward disposition of mind, yea, of external con-
versation, yea, even of some parts of their very profession, are
most worthily both hateful inthe sight of God himsel, and in
the eyes of the sounder part of the visible Church most execrable.
Our Saviour, therefore, compareth the kingdom of heaven toa
net, whereunto all which cometh neither is nor seemeth fish ;
his Church he compareth unto a ficld, where tares manifestly
known and seen by all men do grow, intermingled with good corn,
and even so shall continue till the final consummation of the
world (Matt. xiii, 24, 48.) God bath had ever, and ever shall
have, some Church visible upon earth. When the people of God
worshipped the calf in the wildernes; when they adored the bra-
zen serpent; when they served the gods of the nations; when
they bowed their knces to Baal; when they burnt incense, and
offered sacrifice unto idols ; true itis, the wrath of God was most
fiercely inflamed against them ; their prophets justly condemned
them asan adulterous sced, and a wicked generation of miscre-
ants, which had forsaken the living God, and of him were like-
wise forsaken, in respect of that singular mercy wherewith he
kindly and lovingly embraceth his faithful children. Howbeit
retaining the law of God, and the holy seal of his covenans, the
sheep of his visible flock they continued, even in the depth of
their disobedience and rebellion. . . . For lack of diligent obser-
ving the difference, first between the Church of God mystieal
and visible, then between the visible sound and corrupt, some-
times more, sometimes less, the oversights are neither few nor
light that have been committed.— Hooker.




