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ADVERTISEMENT.

The present Edition includes the whole of the Writ-

ings of the late Miss Fanny Woodbury, as con-

tained in the original copy published in America.

It was not thought necessary to enlarge the size, and

increase the price of the book, by inserting any part

of Mrs. Newell's Correspondence, as that will be found

in the Memoir of her life, lately published.





INTRODUCTION.

JVxiSs Fanny Woodbury, daughter of Mr.

Isaac and Mrs. Anna Woodbury, was born at Ha-

milton, Mass., Sept. 10, 1791. In her infancy she

was dedicated to God in baptism.

Possessed of a slender constitution, she rarely

knew what it was to enjoy good health, and vf'o.^

often brought apparently to the very gates of

death. When about three years old, her sense of

hearing was greatly impaired by a fever ; and her

deafness, which was sometimes much greater than

usual, was one of her greatest trials through life.

It is probable that her afflictions were in a great

degree the means of leading her to realize the im-

portance of religion. The particular occasion of

bringing her to deep and solemn consideration,

was an account of a revival of religion among

the members of Bradford Academy, which she

received in a letter from her sister. The next

summer, 1807, while a member of that seminary,

there is reason to hope that she was brought to

aS
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feel that she was a sinner ; " that her heart," to

use her own words, " was exceedingly sinful, and

opposed to God, and her will so stubborn that it

would not submit to Him." " After this," she

writes, " my feelings were changed ; I saw God
to be holy, just, and good, and, as such, I loved

Him."

She soon after made a profession of religion*
;

and was enabled, during the rest of her life, in a

very high degree, to adorn the doctrine of God

her Saviour. It is confidently believed, that those

who had the best opportunity of judging of her

character, regarded and loved her, not only as a

real Christian, but as eminently pious.

Highly estimating the importance ofimproving

the female mind, she took fast hold of instruction.

With all her getting, she was determined, if pos-

sible, to get understanding. For this object she

made very great exertions. With close attention,

and manifest 'advantage, she read much. Her

reading was almost wholly of a religious kind.

The Bible she regarded as the hook of books, in-

comparably superior to all others. N^xt to the

Bible, she valued Scott'sj Commentary, as it

afforded her so much assistance in discovering and

» She joined the Second Church in Beverley, of which the

Rev. Moses Dow was pastor.
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improving the deep wisdom of God, revealed in

the lively oracles. The whole of* this great and

admirable work she read twice in course—once

in the short period of six months. She not only

improved her mind by reading, but by writing. In

the latter part of her life, however, she regretted

having made so great efforts to attain an elevated

style. She was exceedingly delighted when she

could gain instruction by hearing, either in public

or private.

Thouo;h she had a hioh relish for social inter-

course, especially for social worship, yet her dear-

est, sweetest, noblest comforts, she found in soli-

tude. There, in her beloved chamber, which she

seemed to regard as a little sanctuary

—

there, se-

cluded from every mortal eye and mortal care,

she could most freely and fully enjoy her pen, her

Bible, and her God. Three times a-day, like

Daniel, did she retire, to hold sweet intercourse

with Him, in whom her soul delighted ; and some-

times she continued the employment for hours.

When her friends desired an interest in her prayers,

she was deeply impressed with the importance of

complying with their requests. A few months

before her death, a friend said to her, " I have a

cousin whose situation is pecuharly favourable to

self-examination. Do pray for him, Fanny, for

he is very stupid." About six weeks afterwards.
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there was some reason to hope that he found Christ,

as his all in all. It was said to Miss Woodbury,
" Have you ever prayed for him ?" She replied,

" I have not once attempted to supplicate the

throne of grace, without pleading on his behalf."

She had a very deep sense of the worth and

preciousness of time. But holif time was, in her

esteem, by far the most precious. Very few, if

any, could more feelingly " call the Sabbath a

delight." Notwithstanding her difficulty of hear-

ing, she had a remarkable fondness for public

worship. To one, who often walked with her to

the house of God in company, she was accus-

tomed to say, when about to enter the sanctu-

ary, " Now I do hope our souls will be richly

fed ;" " Do let us hear as for eternity ;" and the

like.

Her religious sentiments were decidedly evan-

gelical. The great doctrines of the cross were her

meat and her drink, her joy and her glory. She

often lamented the abounding errors of the day,

especially that which robs the Saviour of his divi-

nity, by reducing him to the level of a dependant

being.

Deeply imbibing the spirit of the doctrines

which she loved and advocated, she seemed con-

stantly to breathe forth love to God, and good-

will to mankind. As a child, she was respectful
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and obedient ; as a sister, affectionate and kind

;

as a friend, sincere and constant ; as a correspon-

dent, punctual and faithful.

Though, in consequence ofher natural diffidence

and inability ofhearing, she was in general rather

reserved, yet to two intinfate friends, whom she

tenderly loved as the friends of Immanuel, she

was remarkably open and comnaunicative. Of

the two principal characteristics oftrue friendship,

tenderness and faithfulness, it may be difficult to

ascertain for which she was most distinguished.

When about to part with her friends, she was ac-

customed to give them some warm exhortation,

such as, " Do live near to God ;" " Pray much

and fervent ;" " Press forward with all speed."

With regard to the poor, she was by no means

disposed to dismiss them with, " Be ye warmed,

be ye filled," when it was in her power to relieve

them. So far from stopping her ears at the cry of

the poor, or turning away her eyes from beholding

the needy, she sought them out in their dreary

cells ; and there she caused the heart of the widow

and the fatherless to sing for joy. Nor was she

satisfied with relieving their temporal wants. It

was her ardent prayer and exertion that they might

be fed with the bread of life, and clothed with the

garments of salvation.

The sick and the afflicted had a share in her



tender sympathies ; and it was her melancholy

delight to visit, assist, and console them.

She was a striking example of industry and

economy. A large part of her time was spent in

discharging the duties of the domestic circle.

When her eyes were occupied with reading, her

hands were 'generally employed to some useful

purpose. Like Dorcas, she made garments for

the poor. After her death, several garments, suit-

able for the approaching season, were found, which

she had carefully prepared, and laid by for distri-

bution. Almost the whole of what she bestowed

in charity, was the fruit of her own industry. She

often expressed her astonishment, that Christians

should suffer so much of their time to be lost in

idleness ; adding, that if their own circumstances

did not require the fruit of their labours, the poor

were ever needy.

Her conversation was happily seasoned with

the salt of grace. " During the two last years of

her hfe," observes one of her correspondents, " I

have had the privilege of being in her society

more or less almost every week ; and, I think, all

that passed between us, upon things not relating

to seriousness, might be communicated in one

hour."

The extension of Christ's kingdom was a sub-

ject which peculiarly affected her heart. To hear
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of a revival of religion, was to her like life from

the dead. The poor heathen were much upon her

mind. She took a very lively interest in exertions

to spread the gospel, and evangelize the world.

Her humility was very conspicuous ; and shed

a lustre over all her other virtues. It really did

seem, that she was free from the abominable sin of

thinking of herself more highly than she ought.

She appeared to entertain a very low opinion of

herself, and of every thing she did *. Though she

was much grieved for the sins of others, yet her

greatest grief, her deepest lamentation, was for

her own sins.

Perhaps the most remarkable trait in her cha-

racter was a realizing sense of future scenes ; es-
,7re

pecially during two or there of the last years of

her life. It really seemed that the world was

dead to her, and she to the world. She mani-

festly felt, that she wrote for eternity, and lived for

eternity. Eternity, with all its tremendous reali-

ties, seemed present to her view. It was remarked

by those with whom she met for social prayer,

that she appeared to feel a strong impression, that

her time on earth was short. They observed an

unusual fervour in her petitions. She seemed

* }"'he therefore destroyed all the letters which she had writ-

ten to Mrs. Newell, except one, which probably escaped hj be-

JRg: mislaid.
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already an inhabitant of the heavenly world. Long,

long, will that little circle remember her. Long

will they mourn, that they shall hear her voice no

more ; no more witness her fervent devotion ; no

more hear her plead for sinners.
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WRITINGS

MISS FANNY WOODBURY.

Letter to Miss E. A. Beverley.

Beverley, Sept. 21, 1806.

It was with peculiar pleasure I received your

edifying epistle, my dear Miss A^; and with

similar sensations I resume my pen to answer it.

Though I am sensible I shall not write with ac-

curacy nor coherence, yet I will not consume a

page in apology.

How vain, how transitory, are all the enjoy-

ments of time and sense ! They can never sa-

tisfy the desires of our immortal minds. Real

felicity they cannot impart. Let us then look

upon them with a noble indifference, and (as

they must one day appear) unworthy the attention

of immortal beings. What folly, what madness,

to seek for permanent and solid happiness here !

We have immortal souls, that must exist for ever

in consummate felicity, or endless misery. We are

B
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hastening to eternity, and must soon appear

before the tribunal of Christ, to render a strict

and impartial account of the deeds done in the

body ; and can we then devote our time and

attention to the pursuit of terrestrial pleasures ?

Young gives us a very excellent caution,

" Beware what earth calls happiuess, beware

All joys, but joys that never can expire."

We are probationers for eternity. We are forming

characters and performing actions for a never-

ending state of existence. Time is short. Months

and years fly away with velocity, never, never,

to return.

O let it be our concern to improve every mo-

ment for our present and eternal good. May we

devote our remaining days to God, and sit under

the shadow of the Redeemer with great delight.

He is the Rose of Sharon, and the Lily of the

Valley; the chiefest among ten thousands and

altogether lovely. O that I could say without a

doubt, " My Beloved is mine, and I am his."

God grant we may not deceive ourselves ; but be

advocates for his holy religion, till our latest

breath.

May Heaven bless you temporally and spi-

ritually. At the throne of almighty grace, plead

for your unworthy friend

Fanny.
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JOURNAL, 1807.

Sept. 6. Sabhath-day . Attended meeting-, and

heard the sublime doctrines of the gospel declared

by a minister from Gloucester. O what a mercy is

it that I can sometimes hear. O may I practise

the duties enjoined ; .and not be like the stony-

ground hearers, who receive the word with joy;

btit having no root, they endure but for a time,

and, when troubles arise, fall away. But may I

follow my Lord joyfully even unto deeth. May
I glorify him here on earth. O Lord, deliver

me from the thousands of temptations, that beset

me at every step. O leave me not to my own
wicked heart ; but enable me to put my trust in

thee alone.

Sept. 10. This day I am sixteen years old. O
to what little purpose have I lived so many years.

For what was I made, but to serve and glorify

God 1 And yet what have I done, but rebel

against him ? How justly might he now consign

me over to the gloomy regions of sorrow and

despair, where the least glimpse of hope can

never, never, come. Surely he is good, and his

mercy endureth for ever ; else I had long ago

been in hell, reaping the reward of my doings.

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is within

me bless his holy name. O let me never forget

this kind, this gracious God.
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The year past has been the most distinguished

year of my life. My mind has been very seri-

ously impressed with the truth and importance

of religion ; and, I trust, has embraced it. O
that this year may place me in the paradise of

my God, to go no more out for ever ; there to sit

and sing the song of redeeming love though a

never-ending eternity. When shall I be vv^ith my
God, never to leave or grieve him more ! O
thou Searcher of hearts, and trier of reins,

wilt thou protect and bless me this year ? O
prepare me for all the trying scenes of life.

However long or short my life may be, it makes

no difference with thee, if every moment be well

improved.

Sept. 1 1 . Went to Mr. D.'s and conversed with

him some time. He gave me such advice, as I

never had before. O may I improve it to my
everlasting good. O how sweet were his words

;

but how few of them can this treacherous me-

mory retain. They ought to be engraven on my

heart, never to be forgotten. May he live long,

to be a blessing to this M'icked generation ; and

when death shall summon him to bid adieu to

earthly things, may he enter the regions of

endless bliss.

Sept. 13. Felt very serious and solemn to-day.

I view religion of more importance than ever.

O, I wonder how a person can live unmindful of
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Christ, and of his dying love. O how wretched,

how inconceivably wretched, must that person

be, who places all his happiness in this sinful

world. O what must be his feelings in the near

view of death and eternity.

Sept. 14. How I long for the convertion of my

youthful companions. O could they realize their

awful situation without an interest in the great

Redeemer, they certainly could not rest easy.

But, alas, they appear very indifferent with regard

to eternal things.

Was propounded for admission into the church

by Mr. D. of Marblehead. This night I made

the solemn dedication of myself to God in

writing*.

Sept. 15. Felt very unwell. Sickness is as

pleasant as health, if I can but enjoy a holy God.

for perfect conformity to him.

Sept. 17. Attended the funeral of Mr. W. D.'s

daughter. Heard an excellent prayer ; but, alas,

1 have reason to lament, that it makes no more

impression upon my hard heart. O that all who
attended may be prepared for their own latter

end.

Sept. 19. Communion with God ! O how sweet

and desirable. The high and lofty One, who
inhabits eternity, condescends to hear our

*This was in the words of Doddridge. Ste Rise and Progress,

ciiapter 17.

B 3
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prayers, How ought I to spend my days, since

all the grace I need to do his will, Jesus is ready

to bestow. He says, " Ask and ye shall receive."

1 need only to repair to him, tell my wants and

ask wisdom, and he will give me that pearl of

great price, which is of more value than all the

riches of this world.

The past week one of my fellow-mortals was

consigned to her kindred dust. She was called

home in the morning of life, before she was ca-

pable of knowing good from evil. O may this

afflictive event be sanctified to the mourning

relatives. While the youthful parents ponder in

silent grief over their early bereavement, O may

they learn to apply their hearts unto wisdom, and

justify God. May it teach me also, and my
young companions the frailty of life and the

certainty of death. O may it cause them seriously

to meditate on death and eternity. They have

often been reminded of these solemn things ; but,

alas ! I fear with no good effect. O that this may

prove an effectual warning. Gracious God, im-

print it on their memories, that they too must

die; and make them willing in the day of thy

power.

Sept. 21. O the worth of an immortal soul ! It

will continue to exist when time is swallowed up

in eternity. This surely should be the theme of

constant reflection. In all our worldly concerns,
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we should keep eternity in view. Then wouhl

the amusements of this world become insipid,

and religion appear of all things the most im-

portant.

Sept. 24. Attended a lecture, but, alas ! could

not hear. O ye dear children of God, who can

hear sermon after sermon, may you make a wise

improvement of all these advantages, while it is

in your power. Come, O my soul, bow in holy

submission to the will of God. Let not a re-

pining thought arise in this heart. Let not a

word flow from these lips, which indicates dis-

contentment with the allotments of Providence.

Sept. 26. Saturday. Visited Mr. D. O thou,

who art perfectly acquainted with the inmost re-

cesses ofmy heart, I beseech thee, if I am deceived,

make known to me the deception. O may my af-

fections, desires, and hopes centre in Christ.

May I build upon this sure foundation for time

and eternity. O thou blessed Jesus, condescend

to visit me early with thy mercy, that I may be

glad and rejoice all my days. O be thou the

guide of my youth, the strength of my riper

years, and my everlasting portion, and I am sa-

tisfied.

Alas ! I intended to devote the greater part of

this night to prayer ; but feel so unwell and so

drowsy, that I fear I shall hold out but a short

time. O gracious God, fit me for the solemn

B 4
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duties before me ; divest my mind of every worldly

thought, and fit me to partake of the sacramental

bread and w^ine. Blessed Saviour, condescend to

grant my request. O be with me in to-morrow's

solemn transaction.

Sept. 27. Sabbath Eve. This day I publicly gave

myselfto God, and was permitted to commemorate

ray Saviour's dying love. O what a wonder,

that I, the most unworthy of mortals, should

be brought to the marriage-supper of the Lamb »

A most excellent sermon was preached from

these words, " I love them that love me : and

those that seek me early shall find me." Much

was said to the youth.

I have now made a profession of the Christian

religion, and given myself up to God in my
youthful years. I trust I shall ever find satis-

faction in what I have done. I have done it in

the vigour of health, in the prime of my age.

I choose to take up the cross, and daily to fol-

low the blessed Jesus, rather than indulge my-

self in youthful pleasures. Indeed I have not

the least wish for the vain amusements of life.

Religion only is capable of giving that happiness,

which will remain, when every earthly comfort

fails. If we are destitute of this, we are desti-

tute of every thing which can render us truly

amiable in life, and happy through death and

eternity.
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OcL 3. I find I am easily susceptible of that

hateful, and detestable sin, anger. Though I

abhor it, yet it still remains in this depraved

heart. O for a complete victory.

To-morrov\^ is the blessed day. I always long

for the return of the Sabbath. Though it is sel-

dom I hear the preached word, I love to join

with the dear saints in worshipping God.

Get. 5. Again visited the house of mourning.

O how fast w^e drop into the silent grave. Re-

lentless death snatches the parent from the

children, and the children from the parent. Lord,

sanctify this bereavement to surviving relatives

and friends. O give them those heavenly joys,

which far surpass all earthly comforts. May

they so consider their latter end, as to apply their

hearts unto wisdom. Lord, enable the parents

to bring up their remaining children in the nur-

ture and admonition of the Lord. And may they

have grace to flee all youthful vanities, and re-

member their Creator in their early days. O
may their tender minds be impressed with the

importance of religion. May they aspire after

durable enjoyments, even those which are never

fading. Lord, prepare them for an early or later

death, and at last receive them into the mansions

of bliss, which thou hast prepared for all those

who love and serve thee. O may the companions

of the deceased take this into serious consider-

B 5
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ation, and prepare for death, judgment, and

eternity.

Nov. 1. Sabbath. O how can I express my
thanks to the lovely Saviour for instituting this

sacred day. I went almost entirely stupid to the

house of God ; but there those feelings were re-

vived, that had lain so long dormant. O thanks,

thanks be to the great Redeemer, who was made

a curse for us, who has suffered in our stead, to

purchase for us eternal salvation, which is free

for the vilest of sinners. How ought I to mourn

my ungrateful treatment of the Son of God.

How often have I wounded and grieved him.

Dear Jesus, O forgive me. Pardon my aggra-

vated transgressions ; and receive me into thy

favour, which 1 esteem more than all the glories

of this transitory world. O give me strength in

time to come, that I may be more engaged to

promote thy glory in a stupid world. O make

me a sanctified vessel, though of the meanest use.

Nov. 2. To-morrow, by divine leave, I expect

to go to Bradford with my sister. May God bless

the visit. O may my conversation be such as be-

cometh the gospel of Christ.

Nov. 4. Yesterday my sister and I rode to my

beloved Bradford. This afternoon returned with

the amiable and pious N. H.

By hearing good conversation, my feelings are

somewhat revived. When I left home, I was al-
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most entirely stupid. O how shameful for me to

be stupid, when I have always so much to awaken

me. O how little do I love the most glorious and

most excellent of Beings, if I love at all. O what

an ungrateful stupid heart is mine.

Nov. 14. Saturday Eve. With another Sabbath

in view I resume my pen. I have been informed

that P. W. wishes to join the church. Mr. D.

says she gives satisfactory evidence of a change

of heart. O may she be a sincere advocate for

the religion of Jesus. How beautiful to see the

youth openly professing the name of Christ. How
pleasing to every benevolent mind to see them

forsaking the vanities of this ungodly world, and

devoting their early days to the service of the

great Redeemer. O what vast encouragement is

given to youth, to seek God in the morning of

life. This is certainly the most favourable sea-

son for becoming religious.

ooooooooocoo

JOURNAL, 1808.

Jan. 16. I am resolved, by divine assistance, to

spend my time in a better manner, and to redeem

more of it from sleep, from vain conversation,

and from other things, which have hitherto en-

gaged my attention. I intend to spend more

time in retirement—in communing with my heart

B 6
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and with my God. Let my conversation be in

heaven. I will read and meditate more and

oftener, if possible, upon divine things. O Lord,

assist me in putting my resolutions into practice.

Preserve me from embracing any thing that

may dishonour thy cause, or injure my immortal

soul.

April 21. Next Sabbath I am to commemo-

rate the dying love of my Redeemer. But is he

mine ? Am I united to him by a living, opera-

tive faith ? Am I willing to forsake every thing

for him ? Do I love him ? Do I hate sin, not

only considered in its destructive tendency, but

as the murderer of my Saviour ? Blessed Jesus,

am I thine ? Do I love thee above every thing

else ? I think I do. O for a more firm trust in

him, and more intimate communion with him.

What means all this backwardness, dulness, and

stupidity ? Are these consistent with a state of

grace ? Shew me, dear Lord, O discover to me
my situation. Let me not be deceived.

Mai/ 10. Harriet's father is dead. This dear,

this amiable girl, has followed to the gloomy

grave her beloved parent. O that God, the al-

mighty God, would comfort and support her

under all her trials.

May\^. Eliza, my dear sister, is very sick.

A few hours, and her state will be fixed. I must

follow to the grave another sister, a dear, dear
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child. I have no hope of her life. That dear,

that sprightly child, must find a mansion in the

tomb. No longer shall these ears hear her

charming voice, nor these arms fold her to my

longing bosom. For some time she has been

speechless. Dear, dear child, how much you suf-

fer. O that the almighty God would make her

the subject of renewing grace. O Lord, fit her

to inhabit the regions of bliss. O give me

strength to bear all the trials which await me,

without one repining word, or murmuring

thought. Let me ever say, " Not my will, but

thine be done."

May 16. Eliza is gone—my dear, my lovely

sister. She has passed the vale of death, and is

now, I trust, in glory. I was with her in her last

moments, watched her dying pillow, and saw her

expire. It was my earnest prayer, that she

might depart in peace, and it was a comfort to

me, that she died like a lamb. Lord, let this

affliction be sanctified to the family. O fit me
for my latter end, which I view to be near. Let

my last hour be as tranquil and peaceful as hers.

June 25. Time flies away, and I do nothing

for God. It seems to me, I am as vile a being

as ever inhabited this guilty world. All is mixed

with sin. Every thing appears hateful on the

review, and ought to be repented of. Alas, alts !

wo is me. I am unclean. Sinful, vi^e wretch.
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Is God holy ? How then can he bear with a

worm, who deserves hell every day ! O it is

mercy, it is all mercy. Be thankful, O my soul,

and bless his holy name,

Sept. 10. This day I am 17 years old. I do .

not expect to see 17 years more, nor do I wish it,

unless I can be useful ; I can hardly reconcile my-

self to the idea of a lonj^ life. So sluggish, so

stupid, so careless have I been, that if the future

should be spent in such a manner, alas, my soul

shrinks at the idea. O Lord, fit me for death.

Sept. 24. Felt some freedom in approaching

to God. O the felicity of one moment's com-

munion with God. If it is so sweet to draw

nigh to him here, O what will it be to see him

face to face in heaven ? Can I, O can I live

without him? If I love any thing more than

God, I do not love him at all. Let me then look

into my heart . Is there any one thing I prize more

than God ? I think I can say, I see the vanity

of this world, and find it can afford me no solid

satisfaction. O why should I live, but to serve

and glorify God !

Oct. 29. I have returned from the gay com-

panions, with whom I am obliged to associate,

glad to retire to my chamber. I have endea-

voured to look within, and find I have more rea-

son for doubts and fears than ever. I believe

Christians exercise much self-denial, but wherein
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do I deny myself ? There is sometimes a great

deal of levity in my manners ; and often, after I

have indulged it for a moment, I am cut to the

heart. Such solemn scenes are before us, that

it seems a w^onder that any can be gay. I think

the Saviour is precious to me, and I know not

v/hom I do love, if I love not him.

Nov. 19. One more w^eek is past, and I am

hastening to the silent tomb. I have been ap-

prized of the death of Mrs. Emerson. She is

gone, to be known on earth no more. Shall I

not learn to value more that precious Saviour,

who appeared for her, supported and comforted

her in the hour of death ? O may I have that

religion, which was hers, and say in my last mo-

ments, as she did, " My Jesus is mine, and I

am his,"

Dec. 1. Thanksgiving. This I expect will prove

the last anniversary of this kind I shall ever

live to see. By the return of another, Fanny's

remains may be mouldering under the clods of

the valley. No matter how soon, if death fixes

me in the embraces of my God and Saviour.

" Farewell to sin and sorrow ; I bid you all adieu."

Lelter to Miss N. B. of Beverkj/, without date.

My dear Nancy,

How awful, how dangerous, is the situation of
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the impenitent sinner ! He is going on in oppo-

sition to a holy God, violating his reasonable

commands, rejecting Jesus Christ the Redeemer,

and grieving the Holy Spirit. He hangs on the

brink of eternal wo, suspended by the slender

thread of life. O, if this thread should break

while he continues incorrigible, what must be

his portion ! Eternal truth shall answer ;
" De-

part from me, ye cursed, into everlasting fire,

prepared for the devil and his angels." O Nancy,

how dreadful the sentence ! What a hell of hells

must it be to be separated from God, the only

source of happiness. Alas, my heart shrinks

from the idea. How can we think of taking up

our eternal abode with devils and damned spirits,

to join in blaspheming an almighty God ? Is

not the thought distressing ? Then let us be up

and doing, and pressing into the kingdom of

heaven.

Do you, Nancy, feel happy? Do you think

you could be happy in heaven, with the heart you

now possess ? Heaven is a place of perfect holi-

ness. Now, unless we be holy, vain is the idea

of ever being inhabitants of those blessed man-

sions. Thus saith the Lord, " Be ye holy, for I

am holy." Though we lead a moral life, yet if

our hearts remain unrenewed, what will it avail ?

God looks at the heart. He sees our every

thought. Even should we deceive ourselves and
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others, still we cannot deceive him. We are

prone to flatter ourselves, and think all is well.

Then let us cry with holy David, " Search me,

O God, and know my heart ; try me and know
my thoughts-; and see if there be any wicked

way in me, and lead me in the way everlasting."

COCC 00000000

JOURNAL, 1809.

March 18. Since I last wrote, I have been con-

fined by sickness. I have had the same fever

which terminated the earthly existence of my be-

loved sister Eliza. I viewed myself as near the

grave, and soon to enter upon an eternal state.

I felt weaned from all earthly enjoyments, and I

think entirely resigned to the sovereign will of

God, I even felt reluctant to the idea of staying

longer in this vain world. My desire was to be

holy like God, and for ever to dwell with him.

But God had determined otherwise. I am spared

awhile—raised from a weak and debilitated state

to comfortable health. And O that the remainder

of my life may be spent in communing and walk-

ing vv^ith God.

March 31. I am more and more impressed

with a sense of the vanity of this deceitful world.

To-day my thoughts have been much employed
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on this theme. What are carnal pleasures to a

soul just entering eternity ! Can the dying have

any relish for vain amusements ? A sick , a dying

bed—w^hat is it ? To be emaciated with extreme

w^eakness and excruciating pain, w^ithout the

comforts of religion, without an interest in a

bleeding Saviour—what heart can conceive, what

pen can delineate the affecting scene ? O let sin-

ners fear and tremble, O my soul, ponder on this

weighty subject, and flee for refuge to the bene-

volent Saviour.

JprH 5. To-morrow is proclaimed a day of

public fasting. O that we, as a nation, may fast

as becometh us. Much, very much, do we need

humiliation. May I be active in preparing for

the approaching morn. May I mourn for myself

and my fellow mortals, deplore our vile ingra-

titude, and invoke the blessings of injured Hea-

ven to rest upon us.

April 6. Evening. This anniversary is gone

for ever. What good have I derived ? What
have been my motives in attending public wor-

ship ? Did I go to pay homage to Jehovah ? or

was I influenced by sordid views ? Have I ap-

plied the sermons to my own heart ? Do I grieve

for the sins of others, and earnestly pray for their

salvation ? O let me thoroughly investigate my
heart, and search out its latent evils. From that

c<Jntaminated fountain proceed all sinful actions
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O how important the injunction of the wise man,

" Keep thy heart with all diligence, for out of it

are the issues of life."

April 29. I fear, I greatly fear, my pretences

to religion are hypocritical. Is it possible ? Can

I, O can I be so base, as to profess religion, and

my heart remain a stranger to it ? I may deceive

myself and others, but an omniscient God I can

never deceive. O should I be found destitute of

genuine religion—a nominal, but not a real,

christian— a professor but not a possessor—the

thought is terror to my mind. O what accumu-

lated iniquity to pretend to serve God, when we

are serving Satan ! Lord, if I am deceived, suf-

fer me not to retain the deception.

To-morrow, if the Lord will, I shall appear in

his sanctuary, and sit at his table. Am I clothed

with the wedding garment ? O may I be enabled

to ascertain ray case. Just a glimpse of hope

beams on my benighted soul. It is all I have

had for some days. Frequently I feel as if I

must resign even that, and look on myself as a

wretched sinner. Long have I been involved in

darkness, Egyptian darkness, occasioned by my
inconsistent and unholy life. Even when reli-

gion is the subject of conversation, I feel averse

to say any thing. Something seems to whisper,

" Refrain, base wretch, from talking on that

solemn theme. It is not for such hypocrites as
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you." Thus I am harassed and tortured day and

night. Sun of Righteousness, illumine my dark

soul with thy heavenly rays.

May 20. How conspicuous is the goodness of

God to the sinful, even to me ! Ever since I first

received the gift of life, I have experienced his

kind care and protection. Many times, when I

have been brought to the verge of eternity, he

has snatched me from the grave, and restored me
to health. He has given me many, very many

opportunities, to obtain useful and religious

knowledge. Surely goodness and mercy have

followed me all the days of my -life. O what

shall I render unto the Lord for all his benefits,

conferred on one so vile, so worthless. Though

I have had my share of afflictions, yet I think I

can bless God for them, as they were sent in in-

finite wisdom. O that I may adopt the language

of the poet

:

" I praise him for all that is past

;

I trust him for all that's to come."

Moij 23. Glory to God for this precious sen-

tence :
" Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh

away the sin of the world." Well may it be

ushered in with the word, behold. That precious

blood, which was freely shed on Calvary, can

make us clean and white. O were it not for this,

I must lie down in despair. But, blessed be God,

there is precious balm in Gilead, and a glorious
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physician there. O may it be applied to my dis-

eased soul. O the preciousness of Christ. What
are perishing worlds, and all their vanities, when

compared to him ? O who could be so foolish, as

to slight and neglect the dear Redeemer ?

May 25. I have attended lecture this after-

noon. But O how melancholy toenter the house

of prayer, the place where God's honour dwelleth,

and see so few\ O what a privilege is lost by

those who absent themselves from the delightful

place. There I sat, and could not hear, when

thousands blessed with hearing, neglect these in-

estimable opportunities. A price is put into

their hands to get wisdom ; but they have no

heart for it. Professors are cold and dull.

Among these I must rank myself. My dear

young friends seem engrossed w ith the trifles of

a day. No one is solicitous to obtain an interest

in the blood of the Lamb. What shall I say

more ? Alas ! how can I dwell on the melancholy

theme ?

Muy 27. Saturday/ Eve. O how much have I

thought of to-morrow. I am apprehensive I shall

be dull and stupid. Is it possible? Can I, as it

were, sit at the foot of the cross, and looking

above, see the Lord of glory expiring for sinners,

and not feel the strongest emotions of love, gra-

titude, and repentance ? Surely there is beauty

in Jesus, sufficient to attract my whole heart. O
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that he would come and manifest himself to my
soul. O that I could fly on the wings of faith

and love, to behold him, and dwell for ever in

his embraces. When shall it be ? O when ?

How long, ere I shall view him face to face ?

June 25. With what peculiar privileges am I

indulged. I have this day been to the house of

God, and commemorated the death of Christ.

that I may let my profiting appear. Lord,

clothe me with humility. I am astonished that

1 have so much pride. How desirable it is to be

low in the dust, to dwindle into nothing in my
own esteem, that Christ maybe all in all.

Jid^ 23. How many poor and benighted pa-

gans there are on our globe. Involved in the

dark labyrinth of ignorance and error, they know

not a Saviour nor his dying love. With all their

sins about them, they enter the world of spirits,

and appear before a holy God. Who can but

commiserate their hapless state, and endeavour

to contribute something to meliorate their con-

dition ? They have souls. Yes, souls the poor

Indians have, to be saved or lost ; to enjoy the

favour of God in heaven, or to sink into the fire

that never can be quenched. The soul of a hea-

then is as precious as mine. But, alas, they sit

in darkness and the shadow of death. They never

heard salvation's joyful sound. O mighty God,

incline thy children to pray fervently for them
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who know not thee, and to appropriate a part of

their wealth to the support of missionaries who
are gone to the dark corners of the earth, to pro-

mulgate the gospel. O that their exertions may

prove successful in winning many immortal souls

to Christ. O how delightful must it be to see

those who were immersed in darkness, arising

from the gloom, and lisping the praises of their

God and Redeemer. O my God, have mercy

upon them, and teach them the sweet language

of Canaan.

O how innumerable are my privileges. Surely

the lines are fallen to me in pleasant places. I

have a goodly heritage. O what shall I render

unto the Lord for all his benefits to me ? Why
am I not a wretched heathen, ignorant of every

thing truly good ? O the distinguishing love of

God!

Aug. 27. I have had a letter from my dear

friend, H. Atwood. After a long, and to me a

painful silence on her part, she has written to

inform me of her happy state. I cannot but

hope she now rejoices in the smilesof her Saviour,

and feels her soul secure in him. O what thanks

are due to God for his continued favours. I re-

joice that her youthful days are consecrated to

Jesus, and that she enjoys that peace of

mind, which passes understanding. O that she
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may be enabled to live to the glory of God on

earth, and at last dwell with him for ever.

Sept. 10. I have this day completed the eigh-

teenth year of my life. Is it possible ? Can it

be ? Have I arrived at such an age, and acquired

so little valuable information ? What have I

been doing for so many years ? Why have I not

been assiduously engaged in meliorating my heart,

and improving my understanding ? Alas ! how

dilatory and negligent have I been. I have been

here many years ; but are any of my fellow mor-

tals the better ? Ah, how painful is retrospec-

tion ! Is it desirable to live to do as I have done?

that I could live every moment to the glory of

him who made me, and gives me every blessing

1 enjoy. Almighty Father, pardon my sins, and

sanctify my heart. O let me enjoy thy smiles

during the remainder of my wearisome journey

through this valley of Bvaca *.

Sept. 24. Last Sabbath eve my dear brother

was united in marriage to Miss N. B. Many con-

siderations combined to render the transaction

solemn. O that the union may be long and hap-

py. May they set out in the fear of God ; in all

their ways acknowledge him ; shine as lights in

* The valley of liaca, or of mulberry Irees, was a barren place.

—Some translate Jiacn, weeping or misery. See ScoU, on Psalm

Ixxxiv. 6-
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the world ; be instrumental in building- up the

kingdom of Jesus, and preparing each other for

glory ; and at last be received into heaven,

where they neither marry nor are given in mar-

riage.

Oct. 1 . How short the time since spring com-

menced, and all nature seemed alive. The fields

clad in verdure, the gardens decorated with curi-

ous flowers, the trees in blossom, the melodious

songsters in the groves inviting to rural walks,

presented the most beautiful appearances. Many
a time, when I have rambled over the verdant

fields, I have taken a flower or blade of grass,

which the combined exertion of men and angels

could never have made, and ruminated on the

wisdom and goodness of God, the infinite ease

with which he created this huge globe, and the

myriads of living creatures, which here exist.

Nor have I forgotten the three vernal months I

attended the school of Mr. P. O how pleasantly

they passed. Many of his instructions are fresh

in my mind. How frequently did he exhort his

pupils to attend to the concerns of their souls, to

devote themselves to their Creator, and to seek

the one thing needful. How solicitous was he

to infuse into their minds a love of learning and
of religion. O that they would regard his ad-

monitions.

Oct. 29. When I take a retrospect of my past

c
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life, I am filled with sorrow, wonder, and amaze-

ment. When I rise in the morning, in my poor

manner I implore of God grace and strength, to

spend the day in holiness. I think I will en-

deavour to depend on Jesus, and maintain a

strict watch over all my thoughts, words, and

actions. But, alas ! how fickle am I. How soon

do I get oflP my guard, and wander on forbidden

ground. Every day furnishes me with additional

evidence of the inconstancy of my heart.

oocoooocoooo

JOURNAL, 1810.

Feb. 3. How happy that person, who, under

every dispensation of Providence, breathes, " Thy

will be done." He possesses that calm peace,

that sweet contentment, which " nothing earthly

gives, or can destroy."

Why these gloomy doubts and fears ? Ah if I

could say with confidence, " My beloved is mine,

and I am his," " Lord, thou knowest that I love

thee," my soul would be filled with joy. Sure I

am that I love Jesus, if I know whom I love ; but

it may not be sincere. I ardently wish for an

interest in Jesus, but it may be a selfish wish.

But still I must rejoice to hear that sinners are

converted unto God, and speak the sweet lan-

guage of Canaan. The glory of God, and the
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prosperity of Zion, I trust lie near my heart. I

long for holiness and conformity to God ; and

love to contemplate things belonging to the king-

dom of Christ. But may I not have these views

and feelings, and yet not be a Christian ? May
not all originate from selfishness, and not from

love to God, and regard for his glory ?

Feb. When I consider how much information

and wisdom I might have acquired, had I faith-

fully improved my advantages, I am confounded,

O that it may be my great endeavour to culti-

vate and improve my mind, and to do good to all.

A thousand opportunities of doing good pass

away unobserved, and unimproved. O what a

world of good might we all do, had we but hearts

duly impressed with the worth of time, the love

of God, and an eternal hereafter. Lord, awaken

us all to activity and diligence in thy service. O
raise up some other Whitefields and Calvins, to

be eminently useful in this profligate and licen-

tious age. Now when infidel sinners exert all

their power and virulence to undermine the very

foundation of our holy religion ; now when the

love of many of thy followers appears to be wax-

ing cold, O now, arise, and favour Zion. Ani-

mate Christians in their duty. Stop bold and

presumptuous sinners in their career of sin and

folly.

What glorious news ! How delightful to hear

c a
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that poor sinners are brought out of nature's

darkness into God's marvellous light. There is

a great revival of religion in Salem, and also in

Manchester, under the ministry of the Rev. Mr.

T. Thus God is pouring out his Holy Spirit in

New England, and gathering poor sinners into

his fold. Our Jesus goes from conquering to

conquer. He bows the stubborn will of sinners

to himself, softens the adamantine heart, and

puts a new song into their mouths, even praise

to his name. Little children hear the voice of

Jesus, and join with older saints in singing ho-

sannas. Even those who were old in sin, who
have for years been led captive by Satan, are

emancipated from their abject slavery, and

brought to enlist under the banner of King Jesus.

Now they can call on all to join with them in

singing the praises of their great deliverer, and

say, with the pious poet,

" But the sweet theme that moves my tongue

Is my Redeemer and his love"

And shall Ave in this place have no share in

this glorious work ? Alas ! how can we expect

that God will so signally favour us, unless we

arise from the dust, and exert ourselves in his

cause ? Lord Jesus, extend thy work, and let it

reach even here!

March 4. When I look around, mine eye af-

fects mine heart. How few adorn their profes-
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sion with a holy life and conversation ! How
many of my youthful friends are immersed in

the vanities and pleasures of the world ! and

how very few are desirous to obtain that better

part, which shall never be taken from them !

O for the out-pouring of the Holy Spirit ! O
that God would arise, and favour our dear Zion,

and make her the joy and the praise of the whole

eai'th

!

March 5. Friday evening before last I spent

in company with S. A. and H. H. Speaking of

geography, Miss H. observed, that Asia was the

most interesting part of the globe to her on ac-

count of its being the place of Christ's sufferings

and death. With such persons I like to associate.

A richly cultivated mind, adorned with true re-

ligion, what a blessing ! How criminal the con-

duct of inconsiderate youth, who take no care to

cultivate their minds and meliorate their hearts

!

Why, O why, should the sordid vanities of time

and sense, the amusements of this insidious

world, engross the time and affections of im-

mortal minds, capable of the enjoyments of the

great I AM, the Fountain of all excellence, beauty,

and glory .'

jipril 5. Before I arose in the morning, I en-

deavoured to solemn^ my mind, think of the

duties of the day, and implore grace to spend it

aright. In devotional exercises dull and wan.

C 3
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dering. Ah this vain, careless, treacherous heart

!

these roving, wicked thoughts ! How much rea-

son have I to mourn and weep for my many sins

and imperfections, and to lie low in the valley of

humiliation !

April. This week I received a letter from my
beloved Miss Atwood. She writes that she will

make me a visit soon, if nothing special prevent.

when shall I embrace her ? When shall I

once more personally converse with her ? I flat-

ter myself the happy day is not far distant
; yet

my fond hopes may be disappointed. Death,

cruel death, may snatch her from me, and con-

sign that engaging form to the gloomy grave.

1 may not see her again in this world. I may re-

ceive no more testimonies of her love and friend"

ship. Ere long my ears may be saluted with the

news of her death, and I be left to mourn my

irreparable loss. Harriet, my dear Harriet, my

heart is united to thine in love and amity. If

we meet not on earth, God grant we may meet

in the New Jerusalem, to sing the song of re-

deeming love for ever. O that, like Harriet, I

could live to the glory of God, and be useful in

a sinful world ! But, ah ! I am vile and stupid,

cold and inactive.

April 15, Sabbath Eve. Now " the powerful

king of day" is sinking beneath the western ho-

rizon. He has performed his journey through
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the skies in obedience to his Maker's will, and

now withdrav/s from us his enlivening influences,

to cheer another part of our guilty globe. I also

must soon pass the horizon of death. My sun

may go down long before the niei idian of life.

Even before the bright luminary shall rise again,

my eyes may be closed in death, and my im-

mortal soul lodged in the eternal world. On the

present moment hangs my everlasting all. I will

not be so imprudent as to depend on a long life.

How can I wish to dwell long in this world of sin

and wo ? O, could I live the holy and useful life

which some live, what happiness would pervade

my breast ! How sweetly, and almost imper-

ceptibly, would my days pass away ! O, what is

life, if I live not to the glory of God, and the

good of my fellow mortals ? " That life is long,

w^hich answers life's great end."

April 29. This sacred day, if God permit, I

shall worship him in his courts, and commemo-
rate the death of Jesus Christ. But have I on

the wedding-garment of Christ's righteousness?

How dreadful is my situation, if I have no true

love to Christ, no interest in his death ! O my
God, if I am deceived, shew me the deception.

If I have never seen the evil nature of sin, and

hated it as such ; if I have never mourned over

my own and others' sins ; if I have never seen

the beauty and excellency of Jesus, and been en-

c 4
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abled to embrace him as my only Saviour ; if I

have never given myself unconditionally and un-

reservedly into thine hands ;—O now, noxv, I be-

seech, I entreat thee, implant these holy feelings

and exercises in my heart. O fit me to perform

the duties incumbent on me. Restrain my thoughts

from wandering. Be thou the keeper of my
heart. Enable me to depend on thee for grace

and strength.

May 26. Thanks be to the Giver of every

good and perfect gift, for extensive revivals of

religion in many places. O may our Jesus go

on from conquering to conquer, from sea to sea,

from shore to shore, till he has the heathen for

his inheritance, and the uttermost parts of the

earth for his possession ! My God, my God,

carry on thy glorious work, in spite of the com-

bined opposition of earth and hell. Let it ex-

tend, and extend, and extend, till this world,

which is now full of error, of animosities, of de-

ceit and infidelity, shall be an emblem of that

world of light, love, peace and joy; where Jesus

is all in all. With joy I hear of thy mighty work

in many places, but particularly in the lower part

of this town. And will it not reach this parish ?

Dear Lord, animate my brethren and sisters in

prayer. And O wilt thou incline thine e^r to

hear? and when thou hearest, answer, for thy

dear Son's sake?
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I long to hear my dear companions in this

place, with hearts enraptured with the love of

Jesus, sing his praises, and speak the sweet

language of Canaan. Yes, even though I should

have no part nor lot with them, yet it is my great

desire to see the cause of Christ flourish, and

prevail in the world. I must, I will rejoice that

Jesus reigns, and will do all his pleasure.

Mat/ 12. I have been entertained a part of

the day with the thought that to-morrow is the

Sabbath. O how often in the week do I look

forward to the Sabbath, and long for its ap-

proach !

•* When six days of labour, each other succeeding,

Have with hurry and toil my spirits oppress'd,

How pleasant to think, as the last is receding,

To-morrow will be a sweet Sabbath of rest."

O that I may lie down encircled, as it were, in

my Redeemer's arms, and yield myself to sleep

with a heart enlarged with gratitude to God, and

love to all mankind. Ah me, how many are now
enduring unspeakable pain of body, and just

ready to launch into eternity ! how many mourn-
ing and weeping for the loss of some temporal

comfort! how many agonizing under a load of

sin and guilt, roll and turn till they are weary of

life, and long for the grave ! O how good is God,

that I have a prospect of quiet rest ! May sleep

fit me to perform the duties of to-morrow with

alacrity. O that I may awake with renewed ex-

C 5
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preience of the mercy of God, with a heart en-

tirely devoted to him.

May 27. While perplexed with doubts and

fears, I providentially took up " Buck's Christian

" Review," and read with great comfort the fol-

lowing-questions : " If I am a h5rpocrite, what
' mean these tears, these anxieties respecting

' my state ? Why so wretched when I fall into

' sin? Why so happy, when kept from it? Why,
' if I am to be cast away, do I maintain the

' struggle? Why did I formerly renounce the

' world ; and how was I able to rise superior to

' it, if I never was a recipient of grace? If I be

' deceived, what mean the happy Sabbaths I

' have enjoyed, the delightful feelings I have

' possessed, Avhen at the throne of grace ? Surely

' if my heart has never been changed, then from

' what have all my former views, experience,

' enjoyments, desires, conflicts, and feelings been

derived?" Thus was my soul set at liberty; and

and O let it be filled with the praises of my ado-

rable Redeemer. I have enjoyed a happy freedom

in sacred duty this morning and must now pre-

pare to commemorate my Saviour's dying love.

O Lord, grant me the assistance of thy Holy

Spirit. Without his enlivening and sanctifying

influences, I can do nothing acceptably to thee.

O fit me to perform the duties of the day, for

Jesus' sake.
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Letter to Miss H. W. of Wiuchendon.

Beverley, June, 1810.

My dear, dear Hannah,

Immediately on the reception of your inte-

resting epistle, I retired to write ; but had scarcely

seated myself, when information was brought me

of company below. This will apologize for my
seeming neglect.

I believe I had sensations similar to yours on

the memorable day you left us. Something seem-

ed to whisper, that we should meet no more on

earth, no more ramble in the verdant fields and

luxuriant meads, nor read and converse together.

Should we behold each other no more here, may
we meet in heaven, to join myriads of celestial

spirits in singing the praises of our God and

Redeemer.

I have this afternoon attended the funeral of

an engaging lovely child. How frequently, my
cousin, is this declaration of God verified, *' Dust

thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return."

Many, with whom we were once acquainted, now
Mleep in the grave, and are turned to their pri-

meval dust. And shall we not follow ? Most
certainly we shall. Since then death is inevitable,

how important is it, that our lamps be trimmed

and burning. When we pass the Jordan of

death, that " bourn from whence '* no traveller

c 6
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returns," may the heavenly Canaan open to our

view. May our souls be clothed with the righ-

teousness of Christ, that we may enter into that

rest, which remains for the people of God.

It is with reluctance that I close. It is now

past ten o'clock, and I must write to your sister

before I sleep, or not at all. I long to see you.

I shall expect a letter from you by my parents.

How do you do ? How do you pass your time ?

I have a constant pain in my head, which is often

acute. This makes me think of you.

I saw our friend Bethiah W, a few days since.

She appeared very serious. O may God have

mercy on her lost soul, and bring her out of

nature's darkness into his marvellous light. O
what are perishing worlds to one soul, that

never ceases to exist. May we look with a noble

indifference on all sublunary enjoyments, and lay

up a treasure in heaven, where neither moth nor

rust doth corrupt, nor thieves break through and

steal.

With fervent wishes for your temporal and

spiritual felicity, I subscribe myself, yours

affectionately,

Fanny Woodbury.

•««oovoog*oa
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JOURNAL, 1810.

June 30. Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all

tliat is within me, bless his holy name. With
unspeakable joy I hear of the conviction and con-

version of numbers around me. King Jesus is

displaying his power in bringing many out of

darkness into his marvellous light, and filling

their souls with holy love and joy. O what rea-

son have I to bless and praise his holy name for

the wonders he is doing in this guilty world.

He is building up his kingdom ; he is appearing

in his glory. Infidels and devils may oppose, but

shall never prevail.

July 15. I have this day heard Mr. D. of Ha-

verhill. The energy and freedom with which he

addressed the throne of grace, the solemnity and

animation with which he delivered his excellent

discourses, I shall long remember. Bless him,

O God, and make him a blessing. Give him re-

newed unctions of divine grace ; fill his soul with

thy love and praise ; animate him in every duty:

support him under all his trials, and make him a

burning and shining light in the world. Be with

all that minister in holy things. O may a double

portion of thy Spirit rest upon them.

Sept. 30. Another delightful Sabbath is before

me ; a day, which, I trust, will be remembered by

many with joy, through eternity. This day a
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number are to be admitted to the church in Wen-

ham ; and four to this church. O with what so-

lemnity will they stand forth in the view of God,

angels and men, to assent to that covenant, order-

ed in all things and sure ; and some to receive

the precious ordinance of baptism. O how de-

lightful to see them renounce the world, and

publicly devote themselves to God, and bring

their infant offspring to him in faith. To-day

they will engage in the most solemn and impor-

tant duty that ever claimed their attention. O
may they be sincere and hearty in the surrender

of themselves and children to God. With joy and

gladness, I welcome them to the table ofthe Lord,

to a " feast of fat things, of wine on the lees well

refined." O blessed Jesus, comedown, and be in

the midst of us. Say unto each of our souls, "Eat,

O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O be-

loved." May we be clad in the wedding garment,

and not one soul be naked, destitute of faith,

love, and repentance. Unite us all together in

the bond of love ; and unite us all to thyself,

never to be separated. And O grant help to our

dear pastor this day. Strengthen his hands,

and encourage his heart. Enable him to bring-

forth out of his treasure things new and old,

that shall be a savour of life unto life to many.

May his tongue be as the pen of a ready writer,

to show wicked men their transgressions, to
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display the terrors of the law, as well as the

charms of the gospel. O that he may speak a

word in season to the weary heavy-laden souls,

that shall be like life to the dead, and cold water

to a thirsty soul. O do thou give the increase.

Impress the hearts of allimpenitent sinners with

a sense of the magnitude and number of their

sins, and reveal the riches of redeeming love to

their souls. O bless me, even me, a worm of

the dust, unworthy to supplicate thy favour, or

even to take thy sacred name on my unhallowed

lips. Grant me the assistance of thy Spirit,

and the experience of thy love. May I worship

thee in the beauty of holiness, and find a day

in thy courts better than a thousand spent in sin

and vanity. O suffer no secular thought to gain

admittance into my unwary heart. O reveal thy-

self to my soul.

Oct. 1 . I can scarcely believe that I have passed

the summer. My life is passing imperceptibly

away. I am sailing on the sea of life with vast

rapidity, and shall soon arrive at the harbour to

which I am bound. A few more revolving suns

will land me on the shores of eternity. The seeds

of death are sown in this mortal body. Shortly

he will lay his cold hand upon me, and bring me
to the grave. O that 1 may be like a shock of

corn fully ripe. O that I may meet death with

that serenity and composure, which the cheering;
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hope of a blissful immortality, and that alone,

can inspire. Gracious Father, condescend to

look down upon me in that awful moment, with

benignity and love, and illuminate the dreary

vale with thy presence. O grant me the

clear exercise of my mental faculties to the last,

and enable me to improve them to thy honour

and glory. May I lean my weary head on the

bosom of my Redeemer, and have an easy tran-

sition from this vale of tears into the mansions

of glory, where they sing, " Unto Him that loved

us, and washed us from our sins in his own blood,

be honour and glory for ever."

Oct. 7. While my dear friends are assembled

in the house of God, to hear glorious and ani-

mating truths, I am denied the precious privi-

lege, " while I am hungry for the bread of life."

But thus it is. God knows I need affliction ; and

therefore he has touched me in a tender part.

But I feel it most acutely when present in the

house of prayer. There I often sit as a mere

spectator—not a word for me, while others are

fed and nourished. But I would not complain.

Though in this respect my advantages for acquir-

ing religious information are circumscribed, yet

O what infinite reason have I to bless God for

all my other senses, particularly that of seeing.

What a poor miserable object should I probably

be, were blindness added to deafness. But now,
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O thanks be to God, what vast pleasure do I

take in reading the writings of learned and ju-

dicious divines. Here I find a resource in every

solitary hour. The Book of God, written by the

unerring hand of inspiration, merits my. prayerful

attention and daily consultation.

This is the field, where hidden lies

The pearl ofjirice uoknowu—
My guide to everlasting life,

Through all this gloomy vale.

Surely God is good.

" Good, when he gives, supremely good,

Nor less whea he denies

;

E'en crosses from his sovereign will

Are blessings in disguise."

Nov. 28. Sabbath Eve. Wo is me ; I am un-

clean, polluted with sin from the crown of my
head to the sole of my foot. O the exceeding

vileness and hardness of my heart ! Sin, that

cursed thing, so hateful to the eyes of infinite

purity, mingles its bane with every thing I do,

and deeply stains the best actions of my life. I

never address the Maker and Preserver of my life,

but I bring with me that which I know his soul

abhors. But I know but little, yea nothing, of

this heart of mine. O thou almighty God, who

knowest my whole heart, I beseech thee show me
what I am, and *' to myself, myself display."
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And shall I be proud ! Shall a vile worm of the

dust, a rebel creature, ever be inflated with pride

and vanity ! Alas ! alas ! that I should ever be in

any other situation, than lying low in the valley

of humiliation. O Lord, give me an humble and

contrite heart ; the offering which thou wilt not

despise.

Dec. 29. This afternoon I have attended the

funeral of my uncle Kimball. A large circle of

mourning relatives convened to follow his remains

to the place of interment. But they mourn with

hope. They have reason to believe that their

loss is his infinite gain. On a bed of exquisite

pain and debility, it is hoped, he became ac-

quainted with the blessed religion of Jesus.

His death was calm and serene. O may this

solemn event have a salutary and abiding

influence on the minds of his bereaved con-

sort and children. May they all remember their

latter end, and prepare to meet their God. One

memento follows another, to warn unwary

mortals of their long home, and lead their thoughts

to the house appointed for all the living. Alas !

how often are we called to wear the garb of

mourning for deceased relatives. Thousands

every day launch into the abyss of eternity.

Since I have been writing this, many have left

this world to appear before God. Who then

shall be the next victim ?
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JOURNAL, 1811.

April 11. I desire this day, which is our an-

nual fast, to obtain a deep sense ofmy own sins,

and those of our nation. O that I may be ac-

cepted of the Lord, and find it good to humble

myself before him. My sins how immense ! They

are countless as sands on the sea-shore ; and,

unless repentance intervene, will sink me into

remediless wo, into that bottomless gulf, where

the voice of mercy never sounds. Surely my
heart should vibrate with ardent and incessant

gratitude to the Saviour, who delivers penitent

souls from all the corroding anguish and black

despair known in the regions of the damned.

But he not only saves them from hell, but raises

them to the enjoyment of himself—to unrivalled

glory and unfading felicity. They shall live

through endless ages in those regions of con-

summate amity, purity, and bliss. They shall

contemplate, with hearts overflowing with love,

the works, the glorious works, of their Creator,

and tune their golden harps to Immanuel's praise-

When hundreds of ages have run their rounds,

their happiness will be but commencing ; and

when millions more have elapsed, it will be no

nearer ending. O what joy, what rapture, will

fill their heaven-born souls, when perfectly assi-
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milated to him they adore, and permitted to be-

hold his glory, and gaze on his ineffable perfec-

tions. Every wish shall be gratified, and every

heavenly grace shall bloom w^ith unfading lustre,

refined, exalted, and immortalized, in those bliss-

ful regions. Saints of all ages, nations and

climes, shall there meet, and with angels and

archangels sing the song of Moses and the Lamb.
But mortal eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor

heart conceived, what God shall do for them that

love him. They shall enjoy an exceeding and

eternal weight of glory.

June 24. How pleasant the return of the Sab-

bath. How delightful to worship God in his

earthly courts. I often feel an inexpressible joy

in being permitted to appear in the assembly of

his saints, even when I do not hear a sentence.

This has frequently been a great inducement for

me to go, when I have been denied the privilege

which others enjoy. O may I find to-day, that it

is good to be there. May the Holy Spirit ani-

mate my devotion, elevate my affections, and en-

kindle a flame of love in my frozen heart. May
the Saviour manifest himself to my soul, and

pray for me, that my faith fail not. O may I

rise superior to the vanities of this world. May
my hopes, my desires, and my joys, concentre

in the unchangeable God.

Sabbath Eve, Alas ! I seem to live in vain ;
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I fear I am a poor, useless creature, a cumberer

of the ground. O that I could do a little good^

while I am indulged with life and health. O that

I could improve every opportunity to be useful,

knowing that the time is short ! This day I have

partaken of the holy eucharist, and solemnly de-

voted myself to God. O that the vows I have

made may never be forgotten, never be violated !

May they stimulate me to shake off sloth, and to

maintain good works. How can we live at this

poor dying rate, when we know not but this

night our souls may be required of us ? How
happy they must feel, who are doing great and

lasting good in the world, from pure and refined

motives. O that I could emulate their zeal and

activity !

Letter to Miss Harriet Atzvood of Haverhill.

Beverley, July 7, 1811. Sabbath Morn.

My dear Miss Atwood,

I HAVE just laid down Mr. Dana's Memoirs of

Pious Women, which I am re-perusing, for

the sake of answering your truly kind and valu-

able letter, for which I return you many thanks.

Reading the life of the illustrious Countess of

Warwick in the book above mentioned, I recog-

nised, with heart-felt delight, the blessed effects
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of genuine religion. How does it purify the-

heart, refine and elevate the affections, and in-

fluence and adorn the deportment ! Let the'

enemies of our religion substitute a better in its

room, and \vc will acknowledge they have done

something. But this they never have done, nor

ever will do. How amiable the portraiture

!

" First pure, then peaceable, gentle, easy to be

entreated, full of mercy and good fruits, without

partiality, and without hypocrisy." Has this re-

ligion, my beloved friend, a seat in our hearts?

and do we at all times act under its sacred in-

fluence? Have we imbibed the spirit of the

meek and lowly Jesus, and do we emulate his

bright example ? Do our affections, our hopes,

and our desires, concentre in the unchangeable

God ? Have we risen superior to the puerile

and insipid delights of this lower world ; and

learnt with humble Mary, to sit -at Jesus' feet,

and with avidity to treasure up his words in our

hearts ? Do we possess a faith in Christ, which

is prolific of good works, and an ardent love to

him, as the chief among ten thousands, and al-

together lovely? If this is not the case, an in-

spired apostle would say of us, " Letlhem be an

nnathema marajiatha." Let us examine ourselves,

and see whether we be in the faith. Let us bring

our views, our feelings, and our actions, to that

infallible criterion, the Word of God ; and en-
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deavour to ascertain whether they comport with

what it requires. I am more than ever im-

pressed with the importance of a frequent, im-

partial, and critical investigation of our hopes,

characters, dispositions, and lives. I think it

would be v.ell, every evening, to take a retrospect

of the day, and inquire how we have performed

the business of it,—what duties we have neglected,

what mercies we have received, and what sins we

have committed. We have a great and arduous

work to do ; and our time is short. We have

evil tempers and propensities to subdue, and

stubborn wills to conquer. We have an invisible

and malicious adversary ever ready to annoy us.

We have a battle to fight, a race to run, a crown

to win. " The kingdom of heaven suffereth

violence ; and the violent take it by force." It is

obvious, that our souls cannot be saved, and

heaven obtained, by a few indolent formal wishes,

and heartless duties. No, sedulous care, and

unremitting vigilance and circumspection are

necessary. We must place our whole dependance

on Jesus. He is all-sufficient, and, if we repair

to him for grace and strength to do his will, he

will not deny us. It is desirable to feel our own
helplessness and nothingness, that we may value

him the more, andjDlace a more perfect reliance

on his merits.

Sabbath Eve. I have just returned from the
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house of God, where I have been indulged with

hearing Mr. E. O that I could but appreciate

my privileges as I ought, and make a wise im-

provement of them. How many of our dear

fellow-creatures are groping in horrid darkness,

destitute of the heavenly light of the gospel, and

enveloped in a gloomy labyrinth of Jewish, Ma-

hometan, or Pagan superstition. O that the Sun

of Righteousness would arise, and illumine those

benighted corners of the earth with his benig-

nant rays. I rejoice to hear there are a few who

are determined to quit their native land, to

preach the everlasting gospel to illiterate, pe-

rishing Pagans. I have been apprized of your

intention of going, and wish you had communi-

cated some of your feelings, as it respects that

subject. I am confident, my dear Miss Atwood,

you will sit down and seriously count the cost,

before you make any engagement. You have

undoubtedly revolved in your mind the trying

sacrifices you must make, the hardships and dis-

tresses you must probably endure. If you go, I

hope you will be enabled to do great and lasting

good in those distant climes, and give many a

poor native reason to bless God through eternity

that you came among them. When we consider

that thay have souls to be saved or lost, we are

filled with amazement, that no greater exertions

have been made for the promulgation of the
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gospel among them. Surely Jesus has done

much for us ; and how cannot we do something

for him ? We should consider no sacrifices too

great to be made, no trials too great to be en-

dured, if thereby we can advance his cause, or

promote his glory. "It is the only cause on

earth worth an anxious thought," says the ex-

cellent Dr. G. And what great matter is it in

which quarter of the globe we reside, " for an

inch or two of time," whether in Asia or Ame-
rica, if we can be doing good ? The idea of

parting with you is extremely painful ; but, if

you go, I shall still have the rich consolation of

thinking of you, and reading your letters, all of

which I have preserved. In imagination I shall

often visit Hindostan, and with ineffable de-

light behold you instructing the poor Hindoos.

I shall participate in your joys and sorrows, and

wish you the presence and the smiles of the

Prince of Peace. May you live eminently de-

voted to him here on earth, and enjoy an eternity

of consummate bliss and unfading glory with

him in heaven.

You will perceive I have adverted to the diffi-

culties and trials which you must encounter in

your intended migration ; but I hope they will

be no discouragement. No situation in life is

exempt from trouble. I trust you will have wis-

dom from above, to direct you in this and every

D
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important undertaking. I wish you would favour

me Avith a visit. I long to see you. You must

write. I shall inquire for a letter from you,

when I see Bradford friends, and I hope I shall

not be disappointed. Present my respects to

your mother, and love to all dear friends. While

I trust you are all engagedness in religion, and

enjoying times of refreshing from the presence

of the Lord, O do remember your vile, worthless,

stupid friend,

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss B. B. of Wenham.

Beverley, July, 1811.

My dear Betsy,

Not having had an opportunity to converse

with you of late, it has just occurred to my
thoughts that I would write. In wanting I can

communicate my ideas much more unreservedly

than in conversation. We, my dear cousin, are

probationers for a never-ending eternity, and

must sooner or later enter upon a state of incon-

ceivable felicity, or hopeless despair, according

as our characters are when we leave this world. ^
We are near neighbours to the world of spirits

;

we are bordering upon heaven or hell. Life is

sliort and uncertain. Death stands ready to exe -
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cute his office, to lay our bodies in the grave, and

to send our souls to the tribunal of a holy God,

where a just and irreversible sentence shall be

pronounced, according to our conduct in this

state of trial. How infinitely important, then,

that we make sure of an interest in the Saviour,

and secure a part in his redemption, which will

be an everlasting source of joy and glory, when

time shall be no more.

You, my cousin, peculiarly need the consola-

tions of religion. You have experienced of late

much weakness and pain, and are still feeble.

How much do you need patience to support you

under your trials ! How much do you need a

heart crucified to the world, and entirely devoted

to God ! How much do you need an almighty

Friend, to guide and cheer you in your weak and

languid condition, and to be the physician of

your diseased soul ! May these divine blessings

be yours ; and then you will be contented and

happy, though you should be destined to endure

months and years of pining and distressing

sickness.

We know we must die. Thousands have been

ingulphed in the boundless ocean of eternity, since

I began this letter*. All the concerns of time,

*Itis computed that probably about 4,000 of the human race

die every hour.

D 2
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all opportunities of doing and getting good, are

over with them. Our earthly career also will

soon be terminated. This night our souls may
be required of us ; and O the awful idea of dying

in sin, of appearing at the judgment-seat of

Christ, destitute of a Saviour's righteousness

!

Now let us both resolve in the strength of God,

to seek the Lord, and spend our few remaining

days in his service. Then he will be our friend

and refuge when strength and heart fail, and our

portion for ever.

Faanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss S. K. of Wenham, then at Atkinson

Academif.

Beverley, Ju/j/, 18 IJ

.

My dear Sally,

I FELT a little anxiety on your account, as I

understood you were in a state of debility ; but I

hope your health is now re-established. I enjoy

remarkable health at present—a blessing, which

in some degree I know how to estimate, having

been so much deprived of it. May our hearts be

grateful to the Giver of every good and perfect

gift for this and all his favours, of the least of

which we are infinitely unworthy. But when we

glance a thought on the transcendently glorious

work of redemption, are we not lost in wonder
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and admiration ? That Jesus should condescend

to veil his divinity in humanity, come down into

this lower region of sin and sorrow, endure num-

berless hardships and trials, and at last submit to

the ignominious and agonizing death of the cross

for rebel worms, is truly astonishing !
" Heaven

wept, that man might smile ! Heaven bled, that

man might never die !" Amazing stupendous

thought ! May it make a deep and salutary im-

pression on our cold and marble hearts. The

salvation of one soul is vastly important. But

when millions are emancipated from the galling

yoke of sin and Satan, and not only saved from

all the corroding anguish of black despair, but

raised to immortal glory and consummate felicity,

to progress in knowledge and in grace, and to

sing the song of Moses and the Lamb through

a never-ending eternity—how august, how tran-

scendent, how infinitely glorious the salvation !

Redemption ! It is a theme, studied by departed

saints, with increasing delight and rapturous

triumph. With what ineffable joy do they gaze

on the Redeemer, while they sing in sublime and

melodious strains, " To Him that loved us, and

washed us from our sins in his own blood, be

honour and glory and power for ever." But ah !

how inadequate and low are my conceptions of

that exceeding and eternal weight of glory, re-

served for those, whose robes have been washed

D 3
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and made white in the blood of the Lamb. How
little do I know of the amiable character of Im-

manuel, who is the brightness of his Father's

glory, and the express image of his person. May
we, my dear consin, learn to sit with Mary at

Jesus' feet, and with the beloved disciple recline

our weary heads on his dear bosom. It is an ines-

timable privilege which he has graciously offered

to the weary and heavy laden, the humble and

contrite soul, and which we should endeavour duly

to appreciate.

We are poor ignorant creatures, and we should

daily strive to acquire useful literature ; but es-

pecially to grow in grace, and in the knowledge

of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. A knov/-

ledge of the sciences is very desirable ; but how
much more important is the knowledge of our

own depraved hearts, and Jesus Christ, the glori-

ous Saviour ofsinners ; whom to know aright is life

eternal. For the acquisition of the former, I

imagine you are in a very eligible situation ; and

I hope in no unfavourable one for the cultivation

of the latter. A mind, stored with useful litera-

ture, enlarged and adorned with genuine reli-

gion, an amiable deportment, suavity of dis-

position and manners, are, in my view, of infi-

nitely more value, than the transient charms of

personal beauty, and all the affluence the Indies

can afford. I pity the deluded votaries of vanity
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and folly, and earnestly wish they had a disposi-

tion for study, and propensity to piety and devo-

tion ; that they might find profitable employment

in every changing scene and vacant hour. What-

ever others do, my dear cousin, let us determine

to improve our minds and hearts, by every proper

mean in our power. Learning will not be ini-

mical to our felicity or usefulness ; but, on the

contrary, will augment both, if obtained from

pure and noble motives, and judiciously improved.

I hope you will strive to excel in every thing you

undertake to learn, and make laudable proficiency

in your various studies.

My dear friend, let us endeavour to realize the

brevity and uncertainty of life, the worth of the

soul, and the importance of being prepared for

death. How awful the thought of dying in sin !

How inevitable and tremendous the consequences

!

Despair and anguish shall be the portion of im-

penitent sinners through the revolutions of eter-

nal ages. Eternity ! Let us study the import of

that amazing word. Millions of ages hence,

our souls will exist in unutterable felicity or

misery ; and when millions more have run their

rounds, we shall be no nearer thgrtermination

of our existence. O that we may be prepared to

spend this eternity in immortal glory and bliss in

the presence of Jehovah. Remember me to vour

D 4
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brother and sister, and do not delay writing"*

Yours affectionately,

Fanny Woodbury.

O0CX3C0000OOO

JOURNAL, 1811,

^ug. Having supplicated the throne of the

Almighty, I now desire to investigate my heart

and life, and see whether I have evidence of being

renewed, and am in a proper frame to approach

the table of the Lord. On a review, I find much

to deplore. I have lived an unholy and an un-

profitable life. I have too often omitted private

meditation and prayer, and contented myself with

a few ejaculations, which, though good in their

place, ought not to supersede constant devotion,

morning and evening, in secret. By this neglect

I have not only lost many happy hours, which I

might have enjoyed in the exercise itself, but

have brought darkness and leanness into my soul.

I have used too much freedom in speaking of the

failings of others; have not palliated, where I

might, and where I could not vindicate, have not

always been silent; not duly considering this in-

junction of our Lord, " Whatsoever ye would

that men should do to you, do ye even so to them."

I have been, and am still, too much addicted ta
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impatience and momentary fretfulness on account

of trivial disappointments and petty accidents*

This I am convinced is unbecoming and sinful"

But alas ! though I repent, I sin again. These are

the signs of my being destitute of saving faith.

Many more I might enumerate. Their name is

legion ; for they are many.

I shall now advert to a few evidences of grace,

which I humbly hope I possess. I do hope I hate

and detest, not only what I have mentioned

above, but all my sins, my most latent failings;

and desire to implore pardoning mercy of him

who said, " Him that cometh unto me I will in

no wise cast out." I think I do try to deny myself,

and mortify my sins and lusts, though I ought

to be more strict and resolute. I think I. love

God, and am disposed to acknowledge him just

and righteous in all his ways, and his character

infinitely perfect and glorious ; though I too often

am discontented, especially under one poignant

and peculiar trial. Yet generally I acquiesce in

his allotments ; and O that I might find reason

to say through eternity, " It is good for me that

I have been afflicted." The Saviour appears

amiable. I think, if I know any thing of my own
heart, I love him, and esteem him the chief

among ten thousand, and altogether lovely. I

long to be assimiliated to his likeness, and trans-

formed into his image; and I do wish to serve

D 5
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and glorify him, and to be useful to the church

and the world. O that I may not be deceived in

a matter of infinite importance.

Sept. 12. I have been to see Mrs. Francis to-

day, who is very weak, troubled with an incessant

cough, and acute pain. But it is more than coun-

terbalanced by the serenity and composure of her

mind. She wishes to be entirely resigned to the

will of God, whether it be life or death, and hopes

she is not deceived. " O what a comfort," said

she, " to have a God to go to, and pour out our

souls to him, O the forlorn state of him,' who

has no such refuge in trouble. This v.orld is

less than nothing and vanity. My own righte-

ousness is filthy rags. I hope 1 depend entirely

upon Christ," She longs to have all see the re-

ality and beauty of religion, and come to the

knowledge of the truth. She observed, she had

been delighted with some chapters in Isaiah, and

with a number of the lyric poems, particularly

that entitled " A sight of heaven in sickness."

O could the sceptical David Hume have experi-

enced what she does, it might deserve the name

of happiness.
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Letter to Miss S. JV. of Wbichemhri.

Beverki/, Sept. 20, 1811.

My dear Sally,

The sudden death of Mr. Emery has frustrated

our sanguine expectation of visiting your rural

retreat, your hospitable mansion. I suppose

Lydia informed you of our plan. But to me the

disappointment is not severe, as I have long

endeavoured to place but little dependance on

terrestrial things ; knowing that every thing

below the sun is stamped with mutability. When
one in the bloom of youth and vigour of health

is arrested by the cold hand of death, and sud-

denly precipitated into the oceah of eternity, we

are forcibly struck v/ith the vanity of the world,

the brevity and uncertainty of life, and with the

importance of being habitually ready to meet our

Goti. With the most profound awe, we witness

the ravages death has made; we behold v/ith

most acute sensibility his recent victory, and for

a while keenly feel, that we also must submit to

this universal conqueror. Solemn consideration

!

To quit this mortal scene, to bid adieu to every-

earthly friend, to consign our bodies to the grave,

to enter an immeasurable, a retributive, eternity,

are awful thoughts, which extort the exclama-

tion, " O death, thou king of terrors !" But
religion, my cousin, the blessed religion of the

D 6
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Bible, is an effectual antidote to the sting of

death which is sin, that baneful poison, that

procuring cause of all our wo. This holy reli-

gion can support us under the impression of in-

tense afflictions, can impart heavenly peace and

comfort on a dying pillow, can dispel the gloomy

terrors of death, can illumine the dreary grave,

and procure our admission into the celestial world.

This is a consummation devoutly to be wished.

O that this religion, my dear friend, may be ours.

May it renovate and sanctify our hearts, elevate

our affections " beyond this little scene ofthings,"

regulate our conversation, and influence and

adorn our deportment. May its heavenly spirit

be abundantly infused into our bosoms, calm

and facilitate our minds, and give a zest to every

other enjoyment. O could these wishes be rea-

lized, what different persons should we be ! what

extensive good might we do, what calm serenity,

what refined happiness, might we enjoy, while

passing through this vale of tears ! O what a

misery it is to think of living useless, when there

is so much to be done to the glory of God, and

the benefit of our fellow-creatures, and so much

that we might do.

We have a near neighbour*, whose pallid coun-

tenance and emaciated frame indicate, to the

grief of many, that her existence on earth must

* Mrs. Francis.
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soon be terminated. Her disorder is a con-

sumption, which long ago effectually under-

mined her health, and which she has borne with

christian fortitude and resignation. She is a

person of very extensive reading, intimately ac-

quainted with the best authors, and communicates

her ideas with facility and accuracy. But the

most excellent trait in her character is exemplary

piety. I had an interview with her a few days

ago, and found her conversation, as usual, cheer-

ful and improving. She said she was entirely

resigned to the will of God, felt no terror at the

thought of dying, and hoped she was not deceived.

She wondered she had lived so long, while others

were cut off, who might have been much more

useful in the world, and done more good than

she had. With an elevated voice and smiling

aspect, " O what a comfort," said she, " that the

Lord God omnipotent reigneth, and will do all

his pleasure."

Some time ago I read " The Happy Death"

of the sceptical David Hume. His biographer.

Dr. Smith, has eulogized his character, and re-

lated with triumph his happy death. But in my
opinion, it falls far beneath that dignified appel-

lation. It was affected insensibility, a stupid

apathy, which he obviously strove to maintain

and manifest. Any person of discernment may

detect the anxiety and aim of his panegyrist,
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which is to set off his character to advantage,

and make it appear how unnecessary is religion,

because Mr. Hume died so heroically without it.

But alas ! where, O where, was the boasted phi-

losophy of these modern infidels, w^hen Voltaire

agonized on his dying pillow, when he yielded

up his breath ? The cold comfort of non-exist-

ence had fled, and he felt he must live for ever, a

monument of the vindictive wrath of Omnipo-

tence, wiiose glorious cause he had wished to

eradicate from the earth. He observed,—with

horror and despair depicted on his countenance,

he observed to his attending physician, " I will

give you half my fortune, if you will save my

life for six months ; if not, I must go to the

devil." His v/as a death of remorse and poignant

anguish, the bare description of which is enough

" to harrow up the soul." May it prove an in-

superable obstacle to the spread of his deleteri-

ous principles, and baneful example. It is said

of him, that he solemnly promised that he never

would rest, till he had exterminated the very

name of the Redeemer from the face of the

earth. But Jesus sits upon the holy hill of Zion

,

and declares that the gates of hell shall not pre-

vail against his cause, but that it shall extend,

and extend, till he have the heathen for his inhe-

ritance, and the uttermost parts of the earth for

his possession. He will not suffer his name to



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 6g

be blasphemed, nor his religion despised, with

impunity ; but will one day consign his incorri-

gible opposers to corroding despair and remedi-

less wo, while he welcomes his humble follow-

ers to that peaceful shore, " where tempests never

beat nor billows roar."

I have recently read " Practical Piety," by Miss

More, and think it is excellent. Watts on " The
Improvement of the Mind" is a good book, and

contains a great deal of instruction. I wish it

were more generally read.

Present my love to all my cousins and relatives.

I shall noAV conclude this long epistle with ardent

wishes for your temporal and eternal welfare.

Your affectionate cousin,

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss H. H. of Beverley.

Beverley, Oct. ISll.
My dear Hannah,

I THANK you for your answer to my question,

which appears to be according to Scripture.

" Faith without works is dead." If we have re-

ligion, we shall evince it by a holy life and con-

versation. We shall live devoted to God, hav-

ing our fellowship with the Father and his Son
Jesus Christ. We shall exercise philanthropy

to the whole human species ; for " love is the ful-

lilling of the law," and " he that loveth dwelleth

in God, and God in him." We shall especially
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love Christians, tlie household of faith ; for the

Apostle says, " We know that we have passed

from death unto life, because we love the bre-

thren." In short, we shall assiduously endea-

vour to imbibe the spirit of Christ, to emulate

his example, to deny all ungodliness and every

worldly lust, and to live soberly, righteously, and

godly in this present evil world.

But is this the portraiture of a genuine Chris-

tian ? Then may I justly fear I deserve not that

honourable appellation. My heart is the seat of

pollution and vice, deceitful, and desperately

wicked. My life, from my infantile years to the

present moment, exhibits a wretched picture of

uselessness, deformity, and sin. I fear I have

lived to no good purpose, literally in vain. And

yet, paradoxical as it may appear, I hope I do

hate sin as hostile to God, and inimical to the

best interests of men ; I hope I do deplore and

abhor all my sins, which for number and magni-

tude are beyond conception, and known only to

Him with whom I have to do. I do most ar-

dently wish, in my humble way, to promote the

interests of pure religion, and the advancement

of Christ's kingdom on earth. But " faint, yet

pursuing*" must be my motto. From the Bible

we learn that sanctification is not stationary, but

* Judiies viii. 4.
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progressive. Christians continually go from

strength to strength, growing in grace and the

knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.

But I do not seem to make any progress—to

gain any strength. I have often thought that I

might adopt with propriety, almost every succes-

sive evening, the exclamation of the illustrious

Roman emperor, when he exclaimed, at the close

of a day in which he had not conferred a favour

on any one, " My friends, I have lost a day."

O if I had lost but one day, and all my others

had been spent in uniform, and ardent, and en-

tire devotedness to God, methinks it w^ould shed

a ray of lustre on my last hours, and illumine my
departing moments, while Christ and his righte-

ousness should be all my dependance.

Dec. I. Sabbath Morn. Imagination tells me
you are devoutly worshipping the Most High in

his earthly courts. May you be favoured with

his presence and blessing, and find proper food

for your immortal soul, that you may say, as 1

have often said, "It is good to be there." By

a peculiar trial I am now deprived of this ines-

timable privilege. Yet, cheering consideration,

though God loveth the gates of Zion, he does

not forsake the dwellings of Jacob. To the

humble and contrite soul he is ready to commu-^

nicate his grace, and manifest his glory. " God

in himself is blessed enou2:h, take what he will
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away." In him are hid all the treasures of wis-

dom and knowledge, and he is the fountain of

all excellence and glory. The Christian's con-

versation is in heaven. He holds "communion,

sweet communion, large and high," with the

glorious Jehovah, the Maker of heaven and earth.

By his amiable and useful deportment, others

take knowledge of him that he has been wiih

Jesus and learned of him.

Redemption ! how great, how glorious the

theme. Jesus, the beloved Son of the Most High,

who thought it not robbery to be equal with

God, became incarnate, suffered reproaches and

indignities, and eventually died the agonizing

and ignominious death of the cross, for rebel

sinners, for worthless worms of the dust. The

combined exertions of angels and men could not

have effected the recovery of one lost soul. Sin

was committed against an infinitely holy God,

and required an infinite expiation. Prince Im-

manuel was our substitute, and he only was ade-

quate to the arduous, the amazing undertaking.

He is exalted to the throne of his Father ; and

makes continual intercession for his humble

followers. He invites us in the most alluring

manner, in the most soothing accents, to parti-

cipate in the blessings he has bought with his

own most precious blood. " Come unto me, all

ye that labour, and are heavy laden, and I will
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give you rest. Him that cometh unto me I will

in no wise cast out.'' O may our hearts over-

flow with gratitude to this great Physician and

Recoverer of lapsed souls. Let us endeavour to

transcribe in our hearts and lives the lineament

of his immaculate character ; for he has left us

an example that we should follow his steps. The

nearer we approximate to him, we enjoy a more

refined and solid happiness, and are capable of

doing more good.

I have recently read Buchanan's " Researches

in Asia," a very instructive work. Speaking of

the ancient Syrian Christians who had only ma-

nuscript Bibles, he asked a priest if he should

like to have some printed copies. " They will

be worth more than their weight in silver," re-

plied the venerable priest : and then inquired if

it would be practicable to obtain one for each

church. Do we, my friend, realize the immense

value of our Bibles ?

Since I saw you I have also read Scott's ^' Force

of Truth", a very interesting and judicious work,

calculated, I think, to be extensively useful. It is

said of Henry Kirke White, a considerable poet,

that, when imbibing latitudinarian principles, a

pious minister sent him this book, which had

the desired effect. He immediately renounced his

infidel scheme, and ever after was an advocate

for the fundamental doctrines of the gospel.
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Your candour will excuse trivial faults ; but

should you perceive material errors, act like a

friend, and make them known to me. As soon

as you find a vacant hour, devote it to your ever

affectionate friend,

Fa N.N Y Woodbury.

ooooocoooooo

JOURNAL, 1812.

March 20. This world is replete with changes,

misfortunes, separations, sins, and troubles.

Some are dying, going the way of all the earth ;

others are introduced into this mutable state, to

fill up the vacancies. Some are pining on beds

of sickness ; others surfeited with exuberant

health. Some are soaring to honours and emo-

luments ; others verging to the deepest obscu-

rity ; some possessed of princely power, and

affluent fortunes; others enslaved to cruel ty-

rants, groaning under poverty and ignominious

chains. Some are glorying in the most consum-

mate wickedness, without one relenting sigh, or

one foreboding fear ; others there are, groaning

under the burden of their guilt and bondage,

ready to despair of mercy ; and others exulting

in the superlative love of Jesus, and as it were

transported to the third heavens.
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Alas ! some have parted with friends, near

and dear as life itself. Yes, in this world I

must never more behold one whom I delight to

call my friend, my sister. Harriet is now pro-

bably sailing the boisterous Atlantic, in quest of

the benighted shores of India, there to instruct

poor Indians, and shew to them Jesus, whose

blood cleanseth from all sin ; which the waters

of the Ganges cannot wash away. O my friend,

dear art thou to my fond heart, which almost

bleeds at parting. May Jesus fit us to meet in

his kingdom above, where the falling tear shall

be wiped away, and our souls shall praise his

name for evermore.

Jfril 25. Last Thursday I heard Mr. B. E.

preach our preparatory lecture from these words,

" Whosoever shall eat this bread, and drink this

cup, unworthily, shall be guilty of the body and

blood of the Lord." It was a most searching

sermon, and I think made as deep impression on

my mind, as any I ever heard. I do hope it will

not be as water spilt on the ground ; but, like

the seed that fell on good soil, may it spring up,

and bear abundant fruit, to the glory of sovereign

grace. O that I, and every professor who heard

that solemn discourse, may faithfully and dili-

gently examine ourselves by it, and see if we
are not M'eighed in the balance, and found want-

ing. O merciful Father, be with us all on the
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ensuing Sabbath ; meet with us in our closets
;

display thy radiant glory to our view, and enable

us to wrestle with thee like Jacob, and like

Israel to prevail. Welcome us to thy table, feed

our hungry souls with good things, and fill them

with humble repentance, and admiring joy and

gratitude. May our lamps be replenished with

oil, our graces enlivened and confirmed, and our

whole souls ravished with the beauties of our

Redeemer. Bless our minister with renewed

unction of divine grace.

April 28. Yesterday I passed the afternoon

very agreeably with N. W. I was very free in

conversation, and communicated some things

which I believe had better been kept secret. I

have full and increasing evidence, that my tongue

is an unruly evil, replete with deadly poison,

hard, very hard to govern. O that I may be

enabled to set a double guard, to watch the door

of my lips. O the rich compassion of Jesus !

He still bears with my continual provocation,

and gives me now and then a glimpse of his

resplendent beauties. Sure he is lovely, alto-

gether lovely, deserving a world of praise. What
are the riches of both the Indies ; what are all

the honours, emoluments and pleasures of the

whole globe, compared to an interest in his fa-

vour, and the enjoyment of his smiles ? O may his

superlative excellence be known and admired by
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the ignorant Hottentot, the infatuated Mahome-

tan, the superstitious Hindoo, the poor degraded

African, the enlightened European, the highly-

favoured American, and by all classes of people

in all climes. Blessed Jesus, erect thy throne

in every heart : shed abroad thy love in every

breast ; and cause thy name to be praised from

the rising of the sun to his going dovi^n. Bless

our dear missionaries on the dangerous ocean
;

bring them safely and speedily to the benighted

shores of Hindostan, with hearts overflowing

with gratitude, glowing with philanthropy, and

burning with heavenly zeal.

Letter to Miss A . C. H. of Bradford.

Beterleij,Juli/Q, 1812.

Perhaps I ought to apologize, my dear Miss

H. for again troubling you with a letter, espe-

cially, as I rather think you have not answered

my last. But as we humbly hope we are par-

takers of the same special grace, travelling to

the same eternal home, let us do all in our power
to help each other, to bear each other's burdens,

and provoke unto love and good works. How is

it with you ? I trust you enjoy the presence of

your covenant God, and are engaged in promot-
ing his glorious cause. Alas ! what shall I sav
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of myself ? I am cold and stupid in the service

of the greatest and best of beings. '• O that my
head were Avaters, and mine eyes a fountain of

tears, that I might weep day and night" over

my wretched unbelief, obduracy, pride, ingrati-

tude, and every evil of my heart. Blessed be

God for Jesus Christ. One drop of that precious

blood, which he voluntarily shed on Calvary,

" can wash the dismal stain away." Though

our sins be of scarlet colour and crimson hue, in

number and magnitude rising to the very heavens,

and calling aloud fqr vengeance, yet Jesus Christ

came into the world to save sinners. " Amazing

pity, grace unknown, and love beyond degree."

O the height, the depth, and the length of the

love of Christ ! Let us ponder much on the glo-

rious, stupendous theme, though our ideas must

be very inadequate, till we are landed in the

Canaan above, where faith and hope are for ever

superseded by the full vision and fruition of our

Saviour and our God. There we, (shall I be

thus favoured?) consummately holy and happy,

shall sing the song of redeeming love, with ad-

miring wonder and rapturous joy. " Worthy is

the Lamb that was slain, to receive power, and

riches, and wisdom, and strength, and honour,

and glory, and blessing." Seeing we hope for

such great things, let us observe the apostle's

injunction, " Be ye therefore steadfast, immove-
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able, always abounding in the work of the Lord."

Christians should shine as lights in the world.

They should live in the constant exercise of reli-

gion, displaying eminently the fruits of the Spi-

rit in their lives and conversation, that others

may take knowledge of them, that they have

been with Jesus, and are one with him. My
dear friend, I am weary of this lassitude. I am
sick of this stupidity. I do long to be engaged

in religion, to glow with a noble zeal for the

cause of Zion, and with alacrity do all in my
power for its advancement. But, alas !

" when

I would do good, evil is present with me." I

will not trouble you any more with my com-

plaints at present ; but you will rejoice with me,

that we have a compassionate High Priest, who
can be touched with the feeling of our infirmi-

ties, having been tempted like as we are in all

points, sin excepted. In all our difficulties and

sorrows, let us repair to him, and implore grace

to help in time of need.

Sabbath-morn, June 7. My dear friend, reli-

gion in this place is at a very low ebb. Iniquity

abounds, and the love of many appears to be

waxing cold. It is to be feared, that the reli-

gion of many is only nominal, that they call

Christ, Lord, Lord, but are not careful to do

the things which he commands. Sinners notice

their conversation, and, exulting, ask, "What
E
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do ye more than others ?" But in these times
of general declension, it is my consoling hope
that there are a few who, by their humble and
amiable deportment and pious conversation,

evince to all around them that they feel the

power of godliness, and constraining love of

Jesus, in their souls. What I have said in the

grief of my heart, I trust will engage your

prayers for us, that we may be stimulated to

pious and vigorous exertions for a general re-

vival, that these dark times may be the prelude

to a bright and luminous morn. " The Lord

reigneth, let the earth rejoice." His church is

the object of his peculiar care ; and he has pro-

mised that the gates of hell shall not prevail

against it. Satan and his subtle emissaries

may unite, to undermine his cause, and exter-

minate his dear name from the earth ; but they

are all under his control, and do in reality sub-

serve his interests, and forward his designs,

though, " they mean not so, neither do their

hearts think so." He that sits on the holy hill

of Zion, can make the wrath of man to praise

him, and the remainder of wrath he will restrain.

He has the hearts of all in his hand, and can

turn them as the rivers of waters are turned.

He can make his most inveterate enemies to be-

come his most zealous and cordial friends ; and

raise up children to Abraham of the very stones.
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The time, the glorious time^ is hastening, when

Christ shall have the heathen for his inheri-

tance, and the uttermost parts of the earth

for his possession. His gospel shall soon visit

every habitable corner of the world, making the

wilderness and solitary place to bloom like Eden,

and resound with hosannas to the Son of David.

They who are now groping in worse than Egyp-

tian darkness, involved in Pagan, Mahometan,

and Jewish superstition, shall be illumined with

the refulgent rays of the Sun of Righteousness,

and rejoice in his pardoning love.

I leave you, to worship God in his earthly

courts. May you, may I, may all who encircle the

throne of grace this day, be w^atered with the

dews of divine grace, enjoy the smiles of our

blessed Jesus, and be prepared to enjoy him in

the New Jerusalem, where all is love, amity and

bliss ; and where none " shall say, I am sick."

Sabbath-eve. Yes, my sister, our Jesus shall

reign " King of nations, as he is King of saints."

" Glorious things are spoken of Zion, the city of

our God," which in due time shall be accom-

plished. The knowledge of the Lord shall fill

the earth, as the waters cover the seas ; and all

nations shall flock to the standard of the cross.

Unquestionably many of the poor heathen, who
a short time since were led captive by Satan at

E 3
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his will, have been liberated from their abject

bondage, and made to enjoy that liberty, where-

with Christ makes his children free. Many
more, it is to be hoped, have done with sin and

sorrow, have reached the haven of eternal rest,

and are singing hallelujahs to the Prince of Peace.

O liow sublime, how glorious is their felicity !

With what rapture do they look back on the

hour, when a pious missionary first landed on

their native shores ! With what ineffable ecstacy

do they recur to the moment when they were

snatched as brands from the burning, and en-

titled to all their present glory, and celestial

prospects ! O my friend, the salvation of one

poor Pagan is worth more than millions and

millions of worlds. May our dear missionaries

be the instruments of bringing many out of dark-

ness into God's marvellous light, who shall be

their joy and crown of rejoicing in the day of the

Lord Jesus. I think much of our dear sisters,

Nancy and Harriet. With an aching heart, and

weeping eyes, I recollect I shall see them no

more on earth. But I commend them to God, and

the word of his grace, beseeching him to bless

them, and make them blessings ; and at last give

us all a happy meeting in heaven, never more to

be separated. To my beloved Miss H. I have

written much, and yet not half that I wish. If
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my letter meets with a welcome reception, I shall

doubtless have an answer soon. Your candour

will excuse imperfections. Yours inviolably,

Fanny Woodbury.

oooocoocoooo

JOURNAL, 1812.

June 14. Is it possible that heaven can be my
home, while it has so few of my thoughts ? How
can I love my Saviour God, while his superlative

love and excellence so feebly affect my heart.

If Jesus is mine, and I am his, why am I not

constantly enraptured with his beauties, and

glowing with zeal for his cause ? Why am I not

on the wing, to do good and communicate, doing-

all in my power to meliorate the condition of

those around me, and giving ample evidence of

the beauty and worth of that charity, which seek-

eth not her own ? Alas ! sin dwelleth in me.

" What I would, that do I not ; but what I would

not, that do I." Thanks be to God for his un-

speakable gift of Jesus Christ. I have nothing
;

I am nothing ; I can do nothing, to merit the

divine blessing. But, if I am not deceived, my
dependence is on Christ. May he be made unto

me wisdom, righteousness, and redemption.

June 18. After much deliberation, and some
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difficulty, a little meeting is appointed here

among the females, for the purpose of reading

and conversing on religious subjects. What en-

couragement it will receive I know not ; but I

am inclined to hope it will prove propitious to

the interest of the Redeemer's kingdom, and edi-

fying to the humble soul. O, if there may be

but even three met together in Christ's name, he

will be in the midst, guiding, directing, instruct-

ing, and comforting them. I hope, I ardently

pray, for the enlivening smiles of God, that we

may be united in love ; that we may rehearse

with freedom the wonders of redeeming grace,

and speak of things pertaining to the kingdom

of God ; and may the meeting be a Bethel to

each of our souls. The Lord grant, that we all

may have reason to rejoice for these little con-

ferences. Surely something must be done, to

counteract the spirit of dissipation, impiety and

awful stupidity, which increases to an alarming

degree. If we cannot do what we would, we

must do what we can. God, the Maker of hea-

ven and earth, does not despise the day of small

things. He condescendingly notices the weakest

exertions to promote his glory, and advance his

cause ; and O that he may likewise honour this

poor attempt with abundant success.

Lord, I want humility. With surprise and

grief I have of late observed the workings of that
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predominant sin, pride. O cleanse thou me from

secret faults.

June 27. We have appointed two meetings ;

but, alas ! they meet with no encouragement.

Any thing, even a convivial visit, is become of

more importance than spending two hours in

religious conversation and reading. All seek

their own, not the things that are Jesus Christ's.

Religion, with many of its professors, is but a

secondary concern, not worthy of being the sub-

ject of conversation in their social visits. Ought

these things so to be ? Have we so learned Christ I

O that mine head were waters, and mine eyes a

fountain of tears, that I might weep day and

night over the sin and iniquity that prevail, and

call down the judgments of Heaven upon us.

Wars and rumours of wars are convulsing the

earth. Perhaps New-England has seen its hap-

piest days. O that Christians would awake from

their slumbers, stand in the gap, and plead might-

ily for our nation. O that our President, and all

invested with authority, may be guided and di-

rected by that wisdom which comes from above,

and adopt measures salutary and prudent. O
that we may all individually repent of our pro-

voking sins, and walk softly and humbly befoie

God all the days of our lives. Arise, O Lord ;

favour Zion. Bless our missionaries ; biess our
E 4
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dear country ; bless all the nations of the earth

with peace and religion.

Extractfrom a Letter to Miss N. H. ofNewbury-port.

Beverley, July 6, 1812.
My dear Cousin,

Last evening I attended a meeting at Mr. E.'s

meeting-house, where a most excellent sermon

was delivered by Mr. E. of Salem, from these

words, " He that is not for me is against me ;

and he that gathereth not with me scattereth

abroad." There is no medium in this case, my
cousin. We are serving God or mammon. We
are preparing for immortal glory, or posting, on

to destruction. Let infidels and atheists con-

temptuously sneer at the humble christian, and

audaciously say, " No God, no future punish-

ment ;" but they shall know, perhaps to-'Iate,

that heaven and hell are not mere chimeras, but

awful realities. They shall know that the Chris-

tian has not " followed cunningly-devised fables ;"

but that he has chosen the good part, the pearl

of great price, of infinitely more worth than mil-

lions of perishing worlds. O, my cousin, my cou-

sin, the time is short. We stand on the borders

of the unseen world, on the verge of heaven or
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hell. After we have witnessed a few more rising

and setting suns, we shall go the way whence

we shall not return. Wealth, honour, pleasure*

will ye cheer us in our departing moments,

smooth our dying pillows, irradiate the gloomy

vale, and ascertain our titles to crowns of glory ?

Thy smiles, dear Jesus, can dispel the horrors of

the grave, and fill our souls with glory unutter-

able. The religion of the most renowned heathen

philosophers could never eifect this. No, to

them all was uncertainty and darkness beyond the

grave. By the gospel, life and immortality are

brought to light. Let us not neglect these bles-

sings, lest the heathen rise up in judgment, and

condemn us. Let not our immortality, that grand

prerogative of our nature, prove our everlasting

curse. O no ! let us deposit our souls by faith

and love in the hands of Jesus ; and then they

shall be safe under the wreck of worlds and the

dissolution of nature. " Our faith shall sit se-

cure, and bid defiance to the gates of hell."

The sun has left our hemisphere, and darkness

bids me close. Respects to your honoured pa-

rents. I am yours affectionately.

F. W.

Ea
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Letter to Miss N. I. of Beverki/.

Beverley, July 6, 1812.

Expected company will prevent my visiting^

you this afternoon, and attending the meeting
;

but if you will excuse my intrusion, I will con-

verse a few moments with you by epistle.

May this be the commencement of a corre-

spondence and friendship founded on the rock

Christ Jesus. Then it shall live and flourish,

when time shall be no more, refined, enlarged,-

and exalted in the paradise of God. There we
shall meet with the prophets, apostles and mar-

tyrs ; there we shall meet not only with those

Christians, with whom we are personally ac-

quainted here, but millions, whom we never saw,

redeemed out of every tongue, and nation, and

clime, an exceeding great multitude, which no

man can number, all cemented together in the

most indissoluble union—all one in Christ Jesus.

There we shall join with seraphic spirits in sing-

ing the song of Moses and the Lamb. But this

is not all. We shall see Jesus, the Mediator of

the new covenant, the Saviour of sinners, the

Captain of our salvation, the Prince of peace ;

lost in admiration, love, and ecstasy, we gaze on

his resplendent beauties, and superlative glory ;

we adore his stupendous, electing love, and chant

his praises in melodious strains. This is he,
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who was born in a manger, who constantly went

about doing good, who had not where to lay his

head, who suffered patiently the scorn and deri-

sion of rebellious worms, a man of sorrows and

acquainted with grief. Behold him in Geth-

semane ! He is sore amazed, and very heavy,

exceeding sorrowful even unto death ; in such

an agony that he sweat as it were blood from

every pore. Attend him to Calvary ! There, ex-

tended on the cross, forsaken by his disciples,

partially forsaken by his Father, his body in the

most exquisite anguish, his sou! overwhelmed

with the ponderous load of all our sins, he meekly

bows his head and dies. " Heaven wept, that

man might smile ! Heaven bled, that man might

never die ! Bound, every heart ; and every bosom,

burn." I can say no more on this mysterious,

glorious theme ! My Miexperienced pen is in-

adequate to the task. Surely disembodied, re-

•deeraed spirits must make all heaven resound

with loud acclamations to their great Deliverer.

Well might the angels sing, " Glory to God in

the highest, and on earth peace, good-will to-

ward men," at the birth of the " Babe of Beth-

lehem." Well might the apostle count all things

but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of

Christ Jesus his Lord. To know Jesus, and him

crucified, to feel a spark of his love in our hearts,

is a rich enjoyment, a prelibation of heaven, to

E 6
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which a confluence of terrestrial delights bears*

no comparison. " God is love ; and he that

dwelleth in love, dwelleth in God, and God in

him." Love and humility are, I apprehend, the

quintessence of religion. Could I but descry

these two graces habitually in my heart, I should

need no surer criterion of my union to Jesus, and

part in his redemption. If I know any thing of

my deceitful heart, I think I do long to possess

them in the highest degree, and ever to act under

their influence. But, alas ! pride, that predo-

minant sin in all, discovers itself in a variety of

forms, and works within to my great grief and

detriment. " O for perfect likeness to my Lord."

O for a humble and contrite spirit, which the

Majesty of heaven will not despise.

I trust you enjoy the presence of your covenant

God, and are engaged in his service. He is a

good Master, and worthy of our entire confidence

and obedience. You will ever have reason to re-

joice that you enlisted under his banners, and

put your trust under the shadow of his wings. If

he has called us from darkness unto light, we are

engaged in a warfare, which death only will ter-

minate. If Satan cannot prevent our salvation,

he will at least do all in his power to annoy our

peace and comfort. But we need not fear. He

and all our enemies are subject to our Prince,

and can do nothing but by his permission. More
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and greater are they that are for us than they

that are against us. The conflict will soon be

over. If we are what we profess, we shall soon

be beyond the reach of an insnaring world, a

wicked heart, and a malicious adversary. Yes,

my sister, life is but a transient passage from the

cradle to the tomb. The important period is

hastening on, when our work will be finished,

our race run, our probation ended. O for wis-

dom to redeem the time, to improve the precious

moments, as they take their flight, to the glory

of God, and the good of our fellow-mortals. Let

the love of Jesus constrain us to use every talent

and every faculty, in promoting his kingdom, and

recommending his religion. Freely we have re-

ceived ; let us freely give. Much has IJeen done

for us ; shall we not burn with an ardent desire

to do something to evince our love to the blessed

Jesus ? Never, jiever, let us be ashamed of the

cross of our Lord Jesus Christ. No, we will

glory in it. We will manifest to the world, that

we live as strangers and pilgrims here, that we
have meat to eat that they know not of, joys to

which they are strangers ; and that we are the

disciples of the meek and lowly Jesus. May he

give us grace thus to act ; for our sufficiency is

of God.

My dear Nancy, these areemphaticallyperilous

times. " Iniquity abounds, and the love of many
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waxes cold." " The ways of Zion do mourn ;

because few come unto her solemn feasts." Could

I see professing Christians sighing and crying for

the abominations that prevail, I should consider

it a token for good. But I hope yet to see better

times. The Lion of the tribe of Judah shall pre-

vail. His cause shall revive and flourish ; his

kingdom shall extend, till all nations are brought

into it. Those who sit in darkness and the sha-

dow of death, shall exult in the cheering rays of

the Sun of Righteousness, and triumph in his

pardoning love. Thousands, now led captive by

Satan at his will, shall, ere long, be emancipated

from their galling bondage, shall emerge from

obscurity, ignorance, and vice, to the possession

of pardon, peace, and felicity.

" O blessed hour, O glorious day,

What a large victory shall ensue
;

And converts who thy grace obey,

Exceed the drops of moruing dew,"

Accept the effusions of my heart, and overlook

imperfections. I need not say that an answer

would be highly gratifying.

I am yours affectionately,

Fanny Woodbury.
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JOURNAL, 1812.

Julij \2. I groan, being burdened. I am cold

and stupid to an amazing degree. But I have to

mourn over my carnal mind, my rebellious will,

my unprofitable life, my unguarded conversation,

and my distance from my covenant God and Sa-

viour. Blessed be God, I am not under the law,

but under grace. There is balm in Gilead ; there

is a Physician there. The bruised reed he will

not break ; the smoking flax he will not quench.

O that I could ever be looking unto Jesus, O
that my desires, my hopes, my thoughts, my
whole heart might centre in him ; for he is wor-

thy. May his name be music to my ears, and

celestial joy to my heart. O that his matchless

excellencies may be manifested, adored, and ad-

mired in heathen climes. May the wilderness

and solitary place be glad, and resound with loud

hosannas to his name. May our dear mission-

aries be favoured with his smiles ; and diffuse

the odour of his name through desert lands.

Julif 23. This being a day appointed by the

governor of Massachusetts, for fasting, humilia-

tion, and prayer, O that all the children of God
may have a spirit of prayer poured out upon

them ; may they all meet at the throne of grace,

and plead earnestly for our dear country and the
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whole world ; and may their wrestlings avail

with a prayer-hearing God. May all our churches

be Bochims*, and all our ministers prudent,

humble, and fervent. May I be graciously

guided, animated, and assisted in the complicated

duties of the day, that I may have an Ebenezer

to erect to my Lord and my God.

Letter to Miss N. I. of Beverley.

BeverJey, July 29, 1812,

My dear Nancy,

Your ideas on the atonement and character of

Christ, fully coincide with mine. That Christ is

equal to the Father is, I think, obviously held

to view in the oracles of God. He himself as-

serts, " I and my Father are one
;

" and John,

speaking of the Son, says, " This is the true

God, and eternal life." He is the brightness of

the Father's glory, and the express image of his

person ; he thought it not robbery to be equal with

God, and declared it to be the divine will, " that

all men should honour the Son, even as they

honour the Father." As far as I can ascertain,

this precious doctrine is generally advocated

among professors in this parish. But I have

been in company with persons, who discard

* Places of weeping. See Judges ii. 1—6.
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from their systems the doctrine of divine decrees

and of election, and who have manifested such

disgust and pain at the very introduction of these

subjects, that no arguments, no scripture proofs

could be attended to or even heard with com-

posure. But why do they thus mutilate the un-

erring ^vord of God ? If the Bible is a revelation

of his will, a perfect rule of faith and practice,

let us take it as we find it, and cordially receive

what is there revealed, though to us incompre-

hensible. Whatever is necessary to our salvation

appears in the most explicit terms adapted to

the meanest capacity. There are mysteries in

nature ; and, were there none in the volume of

inspiration, coming from the infinite Jehovah,

the great I AM, whose ways and thoughts are as

high above ours, as the heavens are higher than

the earth, might we not suspect it to be of human

invention ? Novv^ we see through a glass darkly.

Many are the difficulties we cannot solve. The

ways of God are inscrutable, and many of his dis-

pensations appear mysterious and unaccountable.

But we are called to walk by faith and not by

sight, to trust imp'icitly in God, and rest assured,

that though clouds and darkness are round about

him, yet judgme it and justice are the habitation

of his throne. Those who thus humbly trust

and serve him, shall one day see a satisfactory

solution of these ambiguous dispensations, and
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wise reasons for all his procedtiVes, when they

shall behold him face to face, see as they are

seen, and know as they are known. Ignorance

and error shall then vanish ; and they shall see,

that the Lord, " has done all things well."

My dear friend, we live in a dark and gloomy

day, when errors and divisions prevail even *^

among professors, to the great detriment of re-

ligion, and grieving of the Holy Spirit. I often

fear I am a stumbling-block in the way of others,

and that I strengthen the hands of evil-doers.

How affecting his interrogation, " Will ye also

go away !" May we not exclaim, " Lord, to whom
shall we go ? thou hast the words of eternal life."

may he be the Shepherd and Physician of our

souls. I long to appropriate the following ver-

ses to myself: " I will love thee, O Lord, my
strength. The Lord is my rock, and my fortress,

and my deliverer, my God, my strength, in whom
1 will trust, my buckler, and the horn of my sal-

vation, and my high tower."

When I can say, ' My God is mine ;'

When I can see thy glories shine,

I tread tlie world beneath mj' feet,

And all that earth calls good or great.

This would soften the rugged path of life ;

cheer me under the most acute and complicated

trials ; and smooth the bed of death. Were I

banished to the cold climes of Nova Zembla,
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without an earthly friend or comfort, this would

warm and exhilarate my heart, and make me a

little heaven below. It would constrain me to

sing the praises of God in the joyless dungeon,

at midnight, as did Paul and Silas ; and it would

enable me to embrace the martyr's stake with

joy unutterable. Do you not feel, my dear friend;,

that " God in himself is bliss enough, take

what he will away ?" that without his smiles and

presence you would be miserable, even though

you were possessor of the earth, and called all its

honours and pleasures your own ? And yet how

prone are we to leave the Fountain of living

waters, for broken cisterns that can hold no

water—to leave the God of all comfort for perish-

ing, withering gourds*, which are less than no-

thing, and vanity. How strange it is that those

who have been called from darkness to light?

and have tasted that the Lord is gracious, should

ever become immersed in the cares and plea-

sures of this vain world, and be stupid and in-

active in his delightful service. May you, my

beloved sister, ever be a distinguished ornament

to the religion you profess. When you enjoy

nearness to God, think of your vile, worthless,

stupid, friend. O for the quickening, enlivening

influences of the Holy Spirit, to put life into

* Jcnah ii. 6, 7-
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every duty ; without which all is formality. If I

am a child of God, how can I " live at this poor

dying rate ?" If I know any thing of my heart, I

do long to be conformed to the holy law of God,

to die unto sin and live unto righteousness, and

to be active in the promotion of Christ's cause

and kingdom. But if these desires are sincere,

why do they not produce correspondent exertions?

If I love God, it must be tested by cheerful obe-

dience to his commandments. The service of

Christ is perfect freedom, his yoke is easy, his

burden light, and his commandments are not

grievous, but just and reasonable. True, the

Christian has crosses to take up, conflicts to sus-

tain, trials to endure, and battles to fight. But

he has an almighty Captain, who supplies, guides,

and guards him through every encounter, and will

bring him off more than conqueror over all his

enemies. He finds in the humble performance

of his duty, that peace of mind which passes

understanding—^joys to which the ungodly are

strangers. He has many an Ebenezer to erect, and

many a place on which might well be inscribed

Bethel. His trials all come with a need be, and

shall all work together for his good ; and he

shall soon be brought to the place his Redeemer

has prepared for him ; where he shall hear the

voice of war no more for ever ; and where all

tears shall be wiped away.
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Do we, my beloved friend, hope for that rest

which remaineth for the people of God ? Let us

then purify ourselves even as he is pure ; be

steadfast, immoveable, always abounding in the

work of the Lord. O that this were indeed the

case with me !

Our friends, Nancy and Harriet, have mani-

fested great self-denial, disinterested benevo-

lence, and heroic fortitude. Shall I see them no

more ?

Of joys departed, ne'er to be recalled,

How painful the remembrance.

Your very affectionate friend.

Fanny Woodbury.

oooooooooooo

JOURNAL, 1812.

Avg. 7. The sun is about to set. To my be-

loved cousin, Mary Kimball, it has set already,

and set to rise no more. All that was mortal of

that once animated and beauteous girl, rests be-

neath the sod. Little did she think a few days

ago, that her delicate and graceful form must be

consigned so soon to the narrow grave. Yet this

was the decree of Heaven ; and no human being

could reverse it. Mary, my dear Mary, I shall see

you no more beneath the skies. Death has in a

moment placed you beyond my ken, while my

tears shall bedew your memory, and if permitted
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shall descend in copious streams on 3'our new-

made grave. My dear cousin, how did you feel,

asyou left all mortal things, and ranged the fields

of ether ?

This catastrophe has involved a once happy

family in tears and gloom. One of its fairest

flowers is withered. Methinks I see them clad

in mourning, suffused in tears, and inconsolable.

O my dear Nancy, often may you repair to her

grave, and see the instability of all earthly

things, and remember you must follow ; and per-

haps soon sleep by her side in a bed of dust. O
Nancy, weep not for her, but weep for those sins

which nailed the Saviour to the cross, and extort-

ed blood from every pore. O that you may lean

on the almighty arm of the Redeemer, while you

pass this vale of tears. Now you are deprived

of your only sister, your bosom friend, with

whom you have shared many a joy, and spent

many a rolling year ; O that your bleeding heart

may be healed and cheered by the God of all com-

fort, and made a fit receptacle for his Holy Spirit.

May your remaining days be devoted to his glory

;

and, after a life of usefulness, may he smooth

your dying pillow, and welcome your departing

spirit to that happy land, where all tears shall be

wiped away. O Lord, thou seest the dear family

immersed in the deepest gloom. Make this ex-

quisite trial to work for their immortal good.
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Give them the " oil of joy for mourning, and the

garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness."

Dry up their falling tears. Impress this monitory

call on the heart of each individual ; teach them

the vanity of all beneath the sun, the brevity and

uncertainty of life, the importance of time and of

being prepared for death ; and eventually receive

them all to thy kingdom of glory, where neither

sin nor sorrov^^ shall ever enter.

ylug. 9. With all my credulity, I can scarcely

believe that Mary Kimball is no more. Is she

dead ! She whose animating beauty and vivacity

lighted animation in many a heart—she who was
the idol of her fond parents, brother and sister,

the delight of her friends—she who had just ap-

peared conspicuously on the theatre of life, whose

heart beat high with prospects of future bliss

— is she laid in the tomb ! Her corporeal part

rests in the dust. No youthful beauty, no skill

of the physician, no human power, could ward off

the fatal blow. While she is removed from

these earthly scenes, and early consigned to her

kindred dust, she shall live in the hearts of her

friends, and her grave shall be bedewed with the

tears of affection. Her probation is ended, her

race is run, and her eternal state commenced.

What amazing scenes are disclosed to her view !

what vast realities open to her astonished sight

!

Oh, Mary, how is it ?
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But all ! no notice she gives,

Nor tells us where, nor how she lives.

O sin, what hast thou done ! But for thee, sor-

row and death had never been. But ah ! blessed

be God for the bible, which brings life and im-

mortality to light, which discloses a heaven be-

yond the grave, where storms and troubles never

come. O, when I pass the gloomy vale, may

Jesus be near to support and guide my fainting

spirit, and receive it to the embraces of his

everlasting; love.

Letter to he)' Sisters.

"Nezebury-port, Aug. 14, 1812.

Dear Sisters,

Agreea-bly to your request, I shall now at-

tempt to give you a concise account of the exit

of our dear cousin. Near a fortnight before

that heart-rending event took place, my uncle

and aunt had information that she was worse ;

and accordingly they immediately repaired to the

place of her residence. They found her very

sick, her head in the most exquisite distress,

which had deprived her of the exercise of her

mental powers, which she never after enjoyed ex-

cept at intervals. In one of these intervals she

told Nancy, who made her a short visit, that
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she must die, and was willing to die. Two days

after the commencement of her last distressing

illness (for she died not literally of her original

complaint, but of the dropsy in the head) her

physician told her he could do no more for her ;

and asked if she could not put her trust in God ;

to which she replied, she thought she could.

Dr. M. of Salem was sent for ; and, on his arrival,

said he could do nothing for her. Her parents

were with her till she breathed her last ; and

every effort was used for saving her life ; but

death had received his commission,' and youth,

beauty, and virtue, fell a victim to his darts.

Nancy Young, of wiiom you have heard Mary

speak, rests with her beneath the sod. She was

a very amiable character, an only daughter, and

like Mary very much beloved. " But death loves

a shining mark, a signal blow."

I am very much at home here. My friends

treat me with as much attention as I can possi-

bly desire and vastly more than I deserve.

If you receive any letters for me from my
friends, I wish you would gratify me so much as

to send them to me, directed to my uncle : and

one of you write how you are, and whether any

thing special has taken place since my depar-

ture. Yours, &c. Fanny Woodbury.
My friends here are as much composed as can

be expected, and send their love.

F
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Letter to Miss E. S. of Beverlej/, then at Bradford

.Academy.

Beverley, Sept. 6, 1812.

My dear friend,

I CONSIDER your present situation important

and critical. You not only possess advantages

for acquiring polite and scientific knowledge

;

but you are indulged with many religious privi-

leges. You have a rare opportunity for studying

the philosophy of Jesus, and becoming an heir of

his kingdom, which if you neglect, may be to

your everlasting ruin. By nature we are children

of wrath, alienated from God, and at enmity

with him. Hence the necessity of a new heart,

of being born again, of being created anew in

Christ Jesus. And nothing short of sovereign

grace can effect this radical change—can bow our

stubborn wills, soften our adamantine hearts, and

make us meet for glory. Realize, my friend, the

desperate wickedness of your heart. Take a re-

trospect of your past life, and say whether you

have not lived in vain, and worse than in vain.

How many precious years have you spent in pur-

suit of " trifles light as air," of vanities and em-

bellishments, which truly have not profited. Did

vou ever perform one action with a view to the
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glory of God? If not, then you have never done

any thing intrinsically good, or acceptable to the

Searcher of hearts and Trier of reins; for he

commands us to do all to his glory. Have you ever

felt the innate opposition of your heart to God ?

If you have not, it is evident you have had no

just views of its depravity, nor of the character of

God, nor of his holy law, which reaches to the

thoughts and intents of the heart, and which de-

nounces an awful curse on the least violation.

This law you have counteracted, consequently you

have incurred its heavy penalty, and stand ob-

noxious to the incensed wrath of the Majesty

of heaven. Now may you tremblingly inquire,

" What shall I do to be saved :" " Believe in the

Lord Jesus Christ." " He has magnified the law

and made it honourable,"—made a complete

atonement for sin, and ever liveth to make inter-

cession for his people. Do you question his will-

ingness to save you ? Repair to Gethsemane,

and from thence to Calvary. Witness his bloody

sweat ! behold his dying agonies, all endured for

rebel sinners ! Is not this sufficient ? Listen then

with admiring gratitude to his gracious invita-

tions, comforting to the wounded spirit, and

soothing to the sin-sick soul, " Come unto me,

all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I

will give you rest ; and him that cometh unto me
I will in no wise cast out." Fly then, my friend,

F 2
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to his expanded arms. Imbibe his spirit, emu-

late his example, and obey his commands. This

will make you happy and useful in life, console

you in affliction, smooth your dying pillow, cheer

your expiring moments, and give you a part in that

" rest, which remaineth for the people of God."

The soul is precious. It is capable of enjoying the

most refined and exalted felicity, or of enduring

the most complicated and consummate misery.

Millions of ages hence it shall flourish in unfad-

ing spring and immortal glory, or be sinking in

the abyss of corroding anguish and black despair,

" where their worm dieth not, and the fire is not

quenched." The joys of heaven, the torments of

hell, the brevity and uncertainty of life, the cer-

tainty of death and judgment, the unutterable

worth of the soul, the superlative love of Jesus,

the mercies of God, and in short everything, urges

upon you the infinite importance of an immedi-

ate renunciation of sin, and reconciliation to God.

And will you procrastinate ? Will you continue

to reject the lovely Saviour, voluntarily serve the

enemy of souls, and post on with celerity to de-

struction ? Then God may in anger say, " My
Spirit shall no longer strive," and leave you to

judicial blindness of mind and hardness of heart,

to treasure up wrath against the day of wrath.

Then you may soon unavailingly lament your

dreadful infatuation, and in the doleful accents



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 101

of despair cry out, " The harvest is past, the sum-

mer is ended, and I am not saved." You know

that your life is a vapour, a short passage from

the cradle to the grave. Though now in youth

and health, there may be but "a step between

you and death." When you witness the rays of

the setting sun, reflect, that before the east is

illuminated with his splendour, you may have

done with all below the skies, and entered on an

unchangeable, eternal state. Eternity, eternity,

with all its infinite joys or sorrows, hangs sus-

pended on " an inch of time," on the frail atte-

nuated thread of life. A few more days, perhaps

hours, will decide our destiny irreversibly and

eternally. How then can we " give sleep to our

eyes, or slumber to our eyelids," till our peace is

made with the Keeper of Israel, who never slum-

bers nor sleeps, and whose favour is of more

worth than millions of worlds ? Blessed is that

person, whose God is Jehovah. May you have

an eye of faith to behold the beauty, the perfec-

tion, the glory of Immanuel ; and may you tri-

umph in his pardoning love and heaven-beaming

smiles. Should this be your happy case how sin-

cerely should I congratulate you. How pleasantly

should we go to the house of God in company ;

how often would we converse freely on things

pertaining to the kingdom of God, on Zion and

Zion's King ; and should Jesus condecend to join

I- 3
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US, how would our hearts burn within us, as did

those of the disciples of old. Such scenes, only

in imagination, almost invigorate and warm my
cold and stupid heart. What, then, would the

reality do !

May this summer be a memorable, auspicious

one to you on these accounts ; and innumerable

ages hence, may you look back to it with enrap-

tured joy and transporting ecstasy. Bradford is

dear to the hearts of many Avho were made there

to tremble under the thunders of Mount Sinai,

and at length took refuge in the ark of safety,

and commenced their journey Zion-ward with

alacrity and zeal. For the like reasons, may it

be peculiarly dear to you. Let not my hopes be

frustrated. Now is the accepted time ; now is

the day of salvation. Consecrate your youthful

days to God. The meridian of life may not be

yours. I beseech, I entreat, I conjure you to

choose that good part, which " death shall double,

and judgment crown."

Crown'd higher and still higher at each stage,

Through blest eternity's long day
;
yet still

Not more remote from sorrow? than from Him,
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours

So much of deity on guilty dust.

There, O my Betsy, may 1 meet thee there-

Write soon, and much longer than your last ;

and let not the freedom with which I have writ-
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ten, offend you. Present my respects to Mr. A.

and wife, and love to all who may inquire after

me. Yours affectionately,

Fanny Woodbury.

cooooooooooo

JOURNAL, 1812.

Oct. Since I wrote last, I have made a visit to

Newbury-port and Bradford. My visit at Brad-

ford was peculiarly pleasing. Christians are en-

gaged ; young converts celebrating the praises of

their Redeemer, and convicted sinners inquiring

what they shall do to be saved. About twenty

are hopefully the subjects of renewing grace, and

in this number is my dear Miss S. I hope and

trust she has set her face Zion-ward, and will run

the heavenly race with zeal and alacrity. May the

day on w^hich she returns be an auspicious one to

Beverley. May she come in the fulness of the

blessing of the gospel of Christ—come to do great

and eminent good here. O for a shower of di-

vine grace on this barren place, that Zion may

be enlarged and beautified, and God glorified.

O for a day of Pentecost there, when all shall be

of one heart and soul ; and great grace shall be

upon all. O Lord, make bare thine omnipotent

arm, and delight to build up thy cause, and ap-

pear in thy glory. Save this sinking church
F 4
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from extinction, purify it and increase its graces

and its numbers. Arouse Christians from their

guilty slumbers ; enable them to trim their lamps,

and replenish them with oil, and appear decidedly

on the Lord's side. Let careless sinners tremble

under the thunders of Sinai, and flee to the ark

of safety.

Letter to Mrs. H. P. of Bradford.

My dear Mrs. P.

I TENDER you my sincere thanks for your very

obliging letter, handed me a few hours ago. Be

assured, I should duly appreciate the correspon-

dence commenced, and will do all in my power

for its continuance ; but I feel, keenly feel, my
own inability to write any thing worthy your pe-

rusal. I know not what can induce you to wish

for any epistolary communications from me, or

intercourse with me, for lam indeed no adept in

letter-writing, and utterly unworthy your affec-

tion and regard. I can adopt the language of

Job, " Behold I am vile." From the crown of my

head to the sole of my feet, I am full of wounds

and bruises, and putrefying sores, covered with

the leprosy of sin, so that I often exclaim, " O
wretched one that I am ! who shall deliver me
from the body of this death ?" Truly I have con-

tinual need to cry, " Create in me a clean heart,
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O God, and renew a right spirit withinme." But

if we appear thus deformed and sinful to our own

partial selves, how shall we appear to the Ma-

jesty of heaven, who cannot look upon sin, but

with abhorrence ; in whose sight the heavens are

not clean, and before whom angels and archan-

gels veil their faces, as not worthy or able to

behold so much glory.

Well might the apostle enjoin us to "be clothed

with humility," and well might trembling and

despair take hold of us, but that he is a God of in-

finite compassion and transcendent mercy. How
astonishing ! that he will hold communion with

vile worms of the dust, and now and then give

them " a drop of heaven" by the benign mani-

festation of his grace and glory. Blessed be God
for Jesus Christ, through whom every blessing

flows. O may our souls be lost in wonder, love,

and praise, when we contemplate the glorious

plan of redemption ! O the height, the depth, and

the length of the love of Christ ! may it warm
and invigorate our hearts, stipulate to every duty,

sweeten every cross, alleviate every sorrow

smooth our dying pillows, and be the theme ofour

adoring praises and ecstatic hallelujahs through

the rounds of eternal ages.

Friday-ete. I had heard of the glorious out-

pourings of the Holy Spirit in Bristol, R. I., pre_

F 5
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vious to the receipt of your letter. I have since

had information of a very general revival in Fran-

cistov/n, N. H. As cold waters to a thirsty soul,

so is such good news from a far country. Blessed

beGod that any are called to the marriage-supper

of theLamb, made trophies of his victorious grace

and redeeming love, and induced to commence

their journey from spiritual Egypt to the heavenly

Canaan. Wonderful are the effects of divine

grace. It can sweeten the roughest temper, soften

the hardest heart, subdue the most stubborn will,

and humble the proudest rebel. It can change

the lion into the lamb, and bring the most as-

piring and supercilious monarch to sit with the

simplicity of a child at the Saviour's feet.

We go on here as stupidly as usual, perhaps

more so. Though there are many dry bones here,

yet they can live. Who knows but God is about

to breathe life into them, to pour out his Spirit

here and appear in his glory ? Though there are

no appearances of it, yet possibly this may be the

case ; and, O should I live to witness it ! But it

is too much to expect. O that the Lord would

make bare his omnipotent arm, cause sinners to

tremble under the thunders of Sinai, and to flee

for refuge to the ark of safety. Do pray that this

may be the case, and that your stupid friend may
be enlivened and quickend by the Holy Spirit.
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Give my love to Mrs. B. and all dear friends.

Come and see us, when convenient ; but do write

every opportunity. Yours affectionately.

F. W.

Letter to Miss C. G. of Bradford.

Beverley, Ocf.20, 1812.

How is my dear Charlotte ? I hope rejoicing in

God, and running the way of his commandments,

with a heart enlarged with gratitude, and glowing

with zeal. May you so run that you may obtain

the prize, even a crown of glory that fadeth not

away. When a Christian enjoys the smiles of

his heavenly Father, and the presence of the holy

Comforter, when he feels the sweetly constrain-

ing love of Jesus in his soul, how much does he

enjoy, and how active is he in the discharge of

duty. How forcibly and how amiably does he

exhibit the fruits of the Spirit in his life and con-

versation. Difficulties, insuperable to a luke-

warm Christian, do not impede his progress. In-

flamed with heavenly ardour, he surmounts all

obstructions, rises superior to every discourage-

ment, assumes the cross with alacrity, and em-

braces every opportunity to meliorate the con-

dition of his fellow mortals, and advance the

interest of his Redeemer's kingdom. With him
F 6
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the glory of God is a fundamental object, for

which he longs and assiduously labours, regard-

less of the contumely and invectives of a wicked

world. He may be stigmatized with the appel-

lation of devotee or enthusiast ; but, having learnt

to glory in the cross of Christ, he cheerfully bears

persecution, nor counts his life dear unto him,

^hat he may glorify God, and finish his course

with joy.

Alas, what I have written is what I loould be,

but at a very great remove from what I am. I

trust, however, it is the happy case with you and

the dear young converts in your vicinity. I think

much of you all, but particularly of those who

liave recently been liberated from the bondage of

sin and Satan, and adopted children of God.

Most sincerely do I congratulate them on the

happy change, and ardently wish they may ever

prove bright ornaments to the religion of Jesus,

and zealous advocates for the doctrines of the

cross. But my heart almost bleeds, when I think

of the trials and temptations to w^hich they will

inevitably be more or less exposed, from a malici-

ous adversary, an insnaring world, and a wicked

heart. Having but just put on the harness, they

are little acquainted with fighting, and will pro-

bably meet with considerable detriment, and

many sore bruises and wounds. O that they may
be careful not to go to battle in their own strength,
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but in dependance on their Captain ; and they

shall infallibly come off victorious in the end
;

for he is the good Shepherd who has given his

life for the sheep ; and none shall pluck them out

of his hand. Tell them, my dear friend, to walk

humbly and watchfully, to pray fervently and

constantly, to beware of sin, to press forward,

to appear decidedly on the Lord's side, and live

entirely devoted to God. May they be good

soldiers of Jesus Christ, and rich blessings to the

church and the world.

I lament that a preacher of universal salvation

has been permitted to exhibit his flattering,

though deleterious principles in Bradford : but I

hope their influence and tendency have been ef-

fectually counteracted. Satan no doubt will avail

himself of all his power, to introduce errors, op-

position, and confusion ; but he and all his emis-

saries are under the control of Zion's King, and

cannot go beyond his permission. The present

is a critical and gloomy time. Cruel animosities,

vice and damnable heresies abound ; wars and ru-

mours of wars are desolating nations, and strange

convulsions are shaking the earth to its very

centre. The judgments of God are abroad in

the world, and in our land. The sword is un-

sheathed, and the din of war resounds in our

once peaceful climes, exhibiting garments rolled

in blood, and spreading devastation and destruc-
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tion far and wide. When the conflict will ter-

minate, Omniscience only knows. But it is to

be feared, that other direful calamities impend,

if speedy national repentance do not prevent.

Under these distressing apprehensions, and in

these perilous times, what can console us, but

the consideration, that " the Lord reigns."

Amidst all these eventful appearances and dire

commotions the church is safe. Founded on a

rock, and under the peculiar protection of the

King of kings, she shall stand every blast, and

weather every storm ; and ere long become the

j>erfection of beauty, the joy and praise of the

whole earth. Though now enveloped in noctur-

nal darkness, a bright and glorious morning is

about to dawn, when the refulgent rays of the

Sun of Righteousness shall dispel divisions and

errors, and make her appear " fair as the moon,

clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with

banners." This is the purchase of Immanuel's

blood ; and he is a Sun and a Shield to defend

and protect her from all the assaults of earth

and hell. Happy the soul, whose interest and

hopes concentre in the kingdom of the Messiah.

When shall this kingdom prevail over every op-

posing power ; and be established in every corney

of the habitable world ? When shall the set time

to favour Zion come, and the knowledge of the

Lord fill the earth, as the waters cover the sea? O
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when shallwars and dissensions cease, andthecon-

tending nations coalesce in harmonious anthems

of praise to the Prince of peace ? This happy,

glorious era will ere long be ushered in. O that

Christians may arise from their slumbers to ar-

dent prayers and exertions for its introduction.

May they be all engagedness in the service of God.

I might enlarge upon the importance of Chris-

tian zeal : but conscious guilt prevents ; for you

might justly retort, "Physician, heal thyself."

I feel a heavy load of coldness and stupidity, so

that T often breathe, " O Lord, I am oppressed,

undertake for me." O my frozen, indurated heart!

when shall it be warmed with the love of Jesus,

and the enlivening influences of the Holy Spirit?

And yet I do not feel that sorrow and contrition

for sin,which I ought, and long for. I want to see

my own nothingness and vileness, and the worthi-

ness and all-sufficiency of our great High Priest.

Much, very much, do I need a humble and con-

trite spirit, broken for sin, and " hungry for the

bread of life." There is a promise, my dear sis-

ter, that those who wait on the Lord, shall "re-

new their strength ; they shall run and not be

weary, walk and not faint." O that we may thus

wait on him, stay ourselves on him, and be hid-

den in his pavilion, till these calamities be over-

past. Wearied with trials, and burdened with

sin, to whom shall we go, but to the Lamb of
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God, who taketh away the sins of the world ?

May our souls sweetly repose under his shadow,

and experience that rest, wherewith he causeth

the weary to rest—that peace of mind which pas-

ses understanding, which is far more eligible

than the fame of Alexander and Cassar, the riches

of Croesus, or the erudition of a Newton and a

Locke.

I anticipate the return of Miss S. with a great

deal of pleasure : hope she will put life into my
dead soul. My best love to all my dear friends.

May you all be of one heart and one soul, and be

favoured with renewed unctions of divine grace.

Do come and see us soon, and write me a long

letter immediately. Do not forget to remember

at the throne of grace your very stupid and un-

worthy friend,

Fanny Woodbury.

oocoooocoocc

JOURNAL, 1812.

Dec. A sad and mournful catastrophe has of

late pierced many a heart, and extorted tears from

almost every eye. Daniel S. and Joseph S. re-

paired to Wenham pond for the diversion of skat-

ing. While gliding along the ice in security and

hilarity, it instantly broke beneath their feet, and

they were threatened with immediate death.

Daniel, after being immersed a number of times,
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had the presence of mind to cleave to some ite,

till succour was afforded. But the unfortunate

Joseph was plunged in a watery grave, and his

soul precipitated into the ocean of eternity. About

an hour after, his body was found, and every ex-

ertion was made to resuscitate it ; but alas ! life

had gone beyond recal. O may this awakening

event deeply impress the hearts of thoughtless

5'outh, and induce them to inquire, what they

shall do to be saved. O that the surviving com-

rade of the deceased may be penetrated with gra-

titude to Heaven for his almost miraculous deli-

verance. O that he may be enabled to devote

his spared life to the service of God, and the

promotion of the Redeemer's kingdom. May he

now renounce sin and Satan, flee from eternal

death, and drink of the pure river of the water

of life. But O ! should he go on in the broad

road, adding sin to sin, better had it been for him

to have met with an untimely end : nay, better had

it been for him had he never been born. Lord,

soften his heart, subdue his will, captivate his af-

fections, and make him a trophy of thy almighty

grace. O snatch him as a brand from that fire

which never can be quenched, and put a new song
into his mouth, even praise to the living God.

O that this monitory call may stimulate every

one to be up and doing, and ready for the coming

of the Bridegroom. May those w ho now are
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slaves to sin and Satan, be made to enjoy the li-

berty of the sons of God, and open their eyes on

substantial joys and immortal bliss. O Lord,

breathe life into these dry bones, that they may

glorify thee, and promote thy cause here on earth

;

awaken careless sinners, arouse Christians, and

pour out thy Spirit in copious effusions, to make

glad the city of our God.

sooooooooooc

JOURNAL, 1813.

Jan, 1. The earth has completed another revo-

lution round the sun ; and the great clock of

time announces the commencement of a new^ year.

What strange occurrences, what dire calamities,

what heart-rending events, or what bright and

auspicious scenes, I may v/itness and experience

this year, are " written in the book of fate, and

no human eye can read it." O that I may be pre-

pared to say in all circumstances and conditions,

" The will of the Lord be done." O that 1 may

be enabled to be more active in the cause of God,

and more entirely devoted to his service. May I

have the unspeakable pleasure towipe the tears of

the widow and the orphan, to smooth the bed of

sickness, to ease the heart loaded with pain and

anguish, to mitigate the distress of cheerless po-

verty, and render happy all within my reach, as
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I have opportunity. And may the Lord make

me ready to every good word and work, conquer

my imperious lusts, subdue my evil propensities,

renovate my whole heart, clothe me with the beau-

ties of holiness, and fruits of the Spirit, and

make me meet for the inheritance of the saints

in light. O Lord, suffer me not to be useless

—

a cumberer of the ground. I deprecate useless-

ness as worse than death. If I cannot be a bles-

sing to any one, nor live to thy glory, O fit me

for thy kingdom, and take me to it.

I desire not to relax in labouring to gain an

ascendency over my passions, however unsuccess-

ful I may be. I purpose this year, besides mis-

cellaneous reading, to read the Scriptures through

in course, with Scott's Commentary, prayerfully

and attentively ; and may Jesus be my teacher. I

intend likewise to study Perry's Dictionary, endea-

vouring to retain in my memory the most useful

and important words, with their signification.

And may the Lord succeed my studies, and im-

prove my heart, enlighten my mind, and rectify

my will. May he guide me through this waste

howling wilderness, sweeten the bitter waters

of Marah with his smiles and promises, console

me in the "swellings of Jordan," and at length

give me a seat in the New Jerusalem, where

sin, and storms, and troubles can never come.
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Letter to Mrs. H. P. of Bradford.

Beverley, June 12, 1813.

Yes, my dear Mrs. P., death has again entered

our neighbourhood, and his steps have been at-

tended with peculiar solemnity and grief. One

moment the deceased youth was all activity and

hilarity ; the next he was immersed in a watery

grav6, and his soul hurried into the world of spi-

rits. The moment I had information of this dis-

tressing event, I repaired to the house of Mrs.S.

—a house of deep and exquisite mourning it

truly was. Surprise and gloom were depicted

in almost every countenance, and tears flowed

copiously from almost every eye. Mrs.S. exhi-

bited marks of the most acute agony ; and for a

while utterly refused all consolation. When I

mentioned the necessity of trials, the duty and

comfort of resignation, and the justice and good-

ness of God, she would grasp my hand, and

say with emphasis, " I know it, I know it ; but

you do not know what I feel by experience." She

would frequently exclaim with reiterated sighs

" O his precious, precious soul." She is however

now much more composed. She has been long

jU the school of affliction, has met with repeated

bereavements, and, I hope, will come out of the

furnace refined and purified, adopting the Ian-
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^uage of the Psalmist, "It is good for me, that

I liave been afflicted."

This is a loud and monitory call to us, and

ought to be indelibly impressed on our minds.

It speaks forcibly to every heart, " Be ye also

ready ; for in such an hour as ye think not, the

Son of man cometh."

When I was first apprized of the heart-rending

event, almost the first idea that struck my mind

was, that perhaps this may be introductory to a

reformation. But flatter not yourself, my dear

Mrs. P., that this will be the case ; but pray that

it moy be. There were indeed some appearances,

that I considered favourable : but they were eva-

nescent, as " the morning cloud and early dews."

I tremble, when I think of that striking passage

of holy writ, " The iniquity of the Amorites is

not yet full." O that we may be spared, not to

provoke Heaven with our daring crimes, but to

repent of our aggravated sins ; to return unto the

Lord, and walk softly and humbly before him.

At present it is with us a gloomy time. O that

this dark and dreary night may be the precursor

of a resplendent and soul-reviving morning. But

though we should be given up to hardness of

heart in this place, yet glorious things are spoken

of the city of our God. Christ shall have " the

heathen for his inheritance, and the utter-

most parts of the earth for his possession." Then
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shall the kingdoms of this world become the

kingdoms of our Lord and his Christ ; all shall

know him from the least to the greatest, be of

one heart and one soul, and great grace shall be

upon all.

O my friend, if these things be so transporting

to us, who discern them only with an eye of faith,

what will they be to those who witness and par-

ticipate them in all their splendour, in all their

glory. And if the church militant be thus en-

larged and beautified, while encompassed with

sin, what shall be the church triumphant, com-

posed of patriarchs, prophets, apostles and mar-

tyrs—all the immense multitude of the redeemed

from the first to the latest generation, of all climes

and nations, all refined from sin and pollution,

made consummately holy and happy, and in con-

cert with angels and archangels gazing with

wonder on the perfection of Deity, and ascrib-

ing unceasing praise to the slain Lamb. Their

felicity is commensurate with the desires of their

immortal souls, and durable as the eternal mind.

Their sublime and glorious employment knows

no relaxation, no alloy, no jarring note, but all

are one in Christ Jesus, and eternity itself is not

too long to utter all their praise. But what ima-

gination can conceive, what tongue or pen de-

scribe, the glory of that state, where Jesus is all in

all, and where his children shall behold him face
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to facp, and " mingle with the blaze of day ?"

Verily it is an exceeding and eternal weight of

glory— "an inheritance, incorruptible, undefi-

led, and that fadeth not away." Stop then, my
inexperienced pen, nor darken counsel by words

without knowledge.

May we, my dear sister, be circumspect, re-

deem the time, ever abounding in the work of

the Lord, flying with love and zeal to do his will,

and at last have a welcome entrance into the joy

of our Lord. Sweet, happy day, that sets the

prisoner free, and introduces him to light, life,

liberty and glory ; such as needs a seraph's pencil

to delineate, and the language of eternity to ex-

press. Your much obliged friend,

Fanny Woodbury*

Letter lo Miss M. G. of Boston.

Becerhy, Feb.\,\Q\Z.

A FEW leisure moments occur, which I cheer-

fully devote to my dear Miss G. I hope this will

find you assiduously engaged in religion, and en-

joying the smiles of your covenant Redeemer.

You know, my friend, that substantial happiness

is not to be found in this barren world. Alas !

shall we not pity its deluded votaries, who anti-

cipate, but seldom or never realize ? It constant-
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ly eludes their grasp, and mocks their fond ex-

pectations. Not all the honours, riches, and

pleasures of the world can confer real felicity on

an immortal being. But there is a world, my
sister, beyond this mortal state, where blooming

bliss and ever-during glory reign, such as " eye

hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor the heart of

mortal man conceived." From those blissful

regions God looks down with a benignant eye on

his humble followers, and communicates a drop

of heaven to worms below. The sincere, the

humble, the uniform Christian, is happy. He
enjoys the favour and protection of the Majesty

of heaven, and he has a title to those celestial re-

gions, when he has passed this state of minority.

He has a Shepherd full of kindness, full of power,

who careth for him, and will guide him through

this waste, howling wilderness, and protect him

as the apple of his eye, and who will be his ever-

satisfying and unfading portion. When time

shall be no longer, when this huge globe shall

be one vast conflagration, the Christian shall be

secure and happy in the ark of safety, in the pa-

radise of God. He beholds with admiration the

glorious assembly and church of the first-born

in heaven, and gazes on the glories of Deity with

ineffable delight, while he triumphantly sings,

" Blessing and honour and glory and power be

unto Him that sitteth on the throne, and unto
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ihe Lamb for ever." As long as God exists, he

shall flourish in unfading spring ; and improve

in felicity and knowledge through the revolu-

tions of eternal ages. But poor and very inade-

quate at best are our conceptions of the immea-

surable and exalted happiness of departed saints
;

for it is an " exceeding great and eternal weight

of glory." Would we gain those peaceful shores,

holiness is indispensable. Our hearts being na-

turally contaminated and full of evil, must be re-

newed and sanctified by divine grace, or we can

never enter the New Jerusalem, the residence of

infinite purity. Unerring truth hath said, " Ex-

cept ye be born again, ye cannot enter the king-

dom of God." This is the essential change which

every descendant of Adam and Eve must experi-

ence, in order to be admitted into heaven. How
important is it that we should impartially and

critically search and examine our hearts and

lives, and endeavour to ascertain whether we are

renewed in the spirit of our minds, and display

the fruits of the Spirit in our lives and conversa-

tion ! However painful the investigation, it is

absolutely necessary. We must dive into the

corrupt fountain, from whence proceeds every

sinful act, and discover its latent pollutions.

We must scrutinize our external deportment,

and compare all with that infallible criterion,

the word of God, and see whether we have the

G
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characteristic lineaments of a true Christian, or

are deceiving ourselves with vain hopes. But

ah ! we are insufficient of ourselves to do any

thing. Our sufficiency is of God. May we re-

alize our entire dependance on him, implore his

assistance, and the influences of his blessed Spi-

rit.

My best love to dear Miss W. May you both

be blessed with much of Enoch's spirit, and en-

joy the peculiar love of your covenant Redeemer.

Pray for me, that I may live devoted to God_

If this letter deserves an answer, do write im-

mediately.

Your affectionate friend,

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss N. J. of Beverley.

Beverley, Feb. 2, 1813.

My dear friend,

I AM pleased with the freedom with which you

write, and with equal pleasure shall repay your

confidence. I can make no adequate return for

your favours ; but only express my willingness,

and look to Him, without whose cognizance not

a sparrow falls to the ground. From the trea-

sures of his wisdom, knowledge, and grace, may

he bounteously communicate to you, and make you

an instrument of great and extensive good to a
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world lying in wickedness. May yours be the in-

effable consolation of wiping the tears of the

widow and the orphan, comforting the too much

neglected abodes of penury and wretchedness,

and improving the condition of all around you

in body and soul. Alas ! a benevolent heart

can hardly fail to bleed at a view of the sins

and miseries that abound. The world seems

like a great hospital, in which almost every one is

groaning under the pressure of weakness, sick-

ness, and affliction ; and some are oppressed

with a heavy complication of distresses. Sin

has changed this once blooming Eden, flowing

with perennial sweets, into a thorny desert, " a

waste howling wilderness," where sorrows and

woes spontaneous grow. But blessed be God

for the precious balm of the gospel, and Gilead's

almighty Physician. He only is adequate to the

recovery of our diseased souls, and the healing

of our wounded spirits. He gives his prescrip-

tions and assistance, " without money and with-

out price ;" and no case, however desperate and

inveterate, he ever undertook, but he effected a

radical cure. His patients indeed are but par.

tially restored in this unfavourable clime ; but

he has prepared a place to which he receives

them after proper discipline and preparation.

There they find the air salubrious, the employ-

ments delightsome, the music melodious and on-

G 2
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chanting, the inhabitants excellent and glorious

—all in unison, shouting loud acclamations of

praise to their glorious Recoverer. There a!!

are cemented in one vast bond of perfect love,

having left their divisions, envies, and imperfec-

tions in this sinful world. Paul and Barnabas *

are now amicably reconciled in the sweet endear-

ments of mutual amity. There all tears shall bo

v.iped away ; and " the inhabitants shall no

more say I am sick ;" for hcliness, felicity, and

glory are his, as exalted and immeasurable as

the cravings of his never-dying soul, and lasting

as the ages of eternity. He has a more than

Eden, gained an eternal v/eight of glory, which

no sin shall forfeit, and no length of time cor-

rode or impair. How rich the blood that pur-

chased it ! how stupendous the grace that be-

stows it ! Jesus ! precious, delightful name ! a

restorative for every pain, a cordial for every

trouble, a sweet emollient balm for every wo.

Let it tranquillize and invigorate our hearts ;

and be the theme of cur admiring gratitude, and

adoring love. We hope the time is not far dis-

tant, when the eastern world, now enveloped in

darkness, superstition, ignorance, and error,

shall be iriadiated "with the clear light of the

gospel, the resplendent rays of the Sun of Right-

eousness.

* Acts XV, 39.
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TliP present time is indeed gloomy. Vv^ars, de-

soiatioiis, earthquakes, and dire calamities, are

abroad in the earth, perhaps the precursors of

still more tremendous judgments. But " the

Scriptures must be fulfilled," and not one jot or

tittle shall fail. How consolini^ to think, that

these portentous commotions shall be ultimately

introductory to the millennial era of light and

love. How delightful to look through these noc-

turnal shades to the dawn of that auspicious,

glorious morn.

As it respects the deity of Chrisi", my dear

friend, I think no one who reads the Scriptures

impartially need to doubt. That he is possessed

of all the attributes and perfections of Deity,

and that he should be honoured even as the Fa_

ther is honoured, we have indubitable evidence

from the Bible. I have often wondered hov/ any

who profess to be his disciples, can degrade him

almost to the level of a mere man. Does it not

imply mean thoughts of him ; not to say hatred

and enmity ?

Will you send me a f^w thoughts on this ques-

tion, "What is the immediate duty of impeni-

tent sinners ?" Does not the Scripture say, " Re-

j)ent?" But some allege that we cannot repent of

ourselves, and that God must give us repentance.

Others say, we must pray for repentance, and

if we pray aright, God will answer our prayers
;

G 3



126 MEMOIRS OF

and seem to think they can somehow merit it.

I should like lo write much more ; for I liave not

yet satisfied the demands of your letter, I have

amplified so much on other subjects. 1 should

be much gratified with a visit from you ; but if

that is impracticable at present, substitute fre-

quent epistles to your obliged

Fanny.

Note to Miss E. S. of Beverley.

Beverley, Feb. 4, 1813.

My much loved Friend,

I IMAGINE you have had information of Mr. E
K.'s sudden and untimely death by suicide. Does

not your heart ache, and your tears flow, when

you think of the forlorn widow, and the father-

less children ? O may their souls, tortured with

poignant anguish, rest in God. May they find

him a refuge in time of trouble, a shelter from

all the storms and tempests of this desert world.

I think of writing a word of consolation to my
dear Betsy and Rebecca, and should be happy to

hear of an opportunity to send.

Afflictions are more or less the common lot

of the children of men. But thanks be to God,

the bitter waters of Marah may be sweetened

with many a pleasant ingredient. The precious



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 127

promises of the gospel, and the smiles of ap-

pi'oving Heaven, are adequate to the most acute

and complicated trials and sorrows. O my sis-

ter, bless the Lord for a religion that can tran-

([uillize the distressed soul, calm the heart-rend-

ing sigh, repress the rising tear, and diifuse a

placid serenity over the bleeding bosom. O my
beloved, value this religion more than all the

things of time and sense, more than millions of

worlds like this, and let it be your heavenly

guest, the harbinger of immortal glory. Never,

?iever, let us be ashamed of the cross of our Lord

Jesus Christ. No, we will rather glory in it.

Though nominal Christians and daring infidels

censure us as enthusiastic, superstitious, and

hypochondriac, yet will we advocate religion ; we

will delight to converse upon it at all proper

times, and conduct ourselves as pilgrims and

strangers here, looking for an inheritance beyond

" the swe'lings of Jordan," in that land, where

the " wicked cease from troubling and the weary

are at rest ;" to which may we be received

through infinite grace, when our wanderings in

the wilderness are terminated.

Yours with growing affection,

F.

c 4
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Letter to Misses B. K. and R. K. of Bradford.

Beverlej/, Feb. 1813.

Mourning Friends,

In the late distressing* catastrophe, which has

involved your once cheerful family in the deep-

est gloom, the tear of condoling friendship has

wet my cheek, and the tenderest feelings of^y
heart have sympathized with you. Though I

cannot know the poignancy of your grief by bit-

ter experience, yet the affectionate love I bear

you, constrains me to send you a line of consola-

tion, depending on your candour to excuse the

inaccuracies and deficiencies of my well-meant

endeavour.

You mourn the death of a beloved father, at-

tended with circumstances pe^iarly trying ;

which must agitate your souls with the most

agonizing reflections. But God has done it. This

trial with all its complicated aggravations, was

sent by his holy hand, and directed by his infi-

nite wisdom. I trust you recognise his justice

and goodness, and acquiesce in his will. He is an

almighty Friend, an ever-present Helper, a Re-

fuge in times of troul)Ie. May his presence and

smiles sweetly tranquillize each heaving sigh,

wipe your falling tears, and diffuse an inexpres-
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sible serenity in your bleeding hearts. "Cast

your burden on the Lord, and he will sustain

you," and communicate strength adequate to

your day, causing you to sing of mercy as well

as of judgement. No drooping soul, but he can

invigorate ; no night of adversity, but he can

illumine. He has promised that he will never

forsake his humble followers, and that all things

shall work together for their good. Be assured

he knows your infirmities, your groans, and your

tears, and all his dispensations are just and

ri^lit, conducing to your good and his glory.

This affliction may be sent for your benefit; and

though no chastening seems joyous, but grievous,

yet, liereafter, it may yield the peaceable fruits of

righteousness, and redound to the gloiy of God.

Then you may adopt the language of the psalmist,

" It is good for me, that I have been afflicted."

Sanctified " afflictions are blessings in disguise,"

the value of which we rarely appreciate as we

ought. The most eminently holy and useful ser-

vants of God have commonly been most inured to

trouble, and trained up in this important school

for the most arduous and honourable stations.

You will not fail to look through all secondary

causes to the grand procuring cause of aij your

wo. Sin has changed this once paradisaical-gar-

den into a " waste howling wilderness." All the

evils which abound may be traced up to this

G 5
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hydra monster as the great original. Blessed be

God for Jesus Christ, whose immaculate obedi-

ence and meritorious death hath purchased the

salvation of our souls, every comfort and every

privilege, which smooth the rugged path of life,

and " an inheritance, incorruptible, undefiled,

and that fadeth not away." Come, my dear sis-

ters, direct your weeping ejes to yonder peace-

ful world of light and love. There all sin is for

ever excluded, and consequently all trouble.

Thercy on a refulgent majestic throne, sits the

King of kings, infinite in perfection and glory,

and communicating emanations of the same to

his surrounding blissful worshippers. Tlicie

angels and arch-angels, and all the bright com-

pany of the redeemed harmoniously coalesce in

one universal and melodious concert of praise to

Immanuel. There those who were poor and af-

flicted in this world, who Avere despised, hated,

and ridiculed by men, friendless, helpless, and

forlorn, but rich in faith, are exalted to an equa-

lity with angels, their heads encircled with

crowns of glory, their hands graced with un-

withering palms, and their souls satisfied with

durable riches, unalienable and substantial, as

Omnipotence can make them. There, my dear

sisters, when your wanderings in this wilderness

are terminated, there may you shine as stars of

the tirst magnitude, find a sweet release from
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every wo, and tune your golden harps to Im-

manuel's praise. "Therefore comfort one ano-

ther with these words."

You will recollect that striking passage of

Young, *' For us they languish, and for us they

die." Such monitory calls speak emphatically

to our inmost souls, " Be ye also ready, for in

such an hour as ye think not, the Son of man
Cometh."

I commend you to God, the father of the fa-

therless, the fountain of living waters. May he

comfort and support you under all your trials,

calm the bursting sigh, check the swelling tear,

and be your immutable, ever present, refuge in

time and eternity.

Present my respects to your remaining parent,

accompanied with my best wishes for divine

strength and enjoyment in her heart-rending

trial.

Do, my dear friends, each of you write me a

long letter, and be assured I should esteem your

friendship, your prayers, and your corre pon-

dence, a valuable acquisition.

Yours, with sympathizing affection,

Fanny Woodeuuy,

G 6
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Extract of a Letter to Miss N. J. of Beverley.

March 5, 1812.

You ask, how we may know that we love

Christians aright ; and, if we love them in sub-

ordination to God, whether we can love them

too much ? Though I do not feel myself qualified

to decide, yet I offer a few thoughts. I appre-

hend we love Christians aright, when we love

them in a peculiar manner, with a love of com-

placency, different from that love of benevolence,

which we ought to bear to all mankind—when

we love them, because they are disciples of

Christ, bear his image, and belong to his holy

kingdom. And when we feel most attached to

those who are most heavenly, and display most

the fruits of the Spirit, have we not increasing

evidence, that we love them from evangelical

motives ? If we give God the first place in our

hearts, love him supremely, perhaps our love to

Christian friends may not be inordinate. But,

alas ! as Mr. Newton says, we are prone to un-

dervalue or overvalue all our mercies and en-

joyments. I do think, that among professing

Christians, this love does not prevail as it ought,

is it possible that Christians can censure, injure,

and hate one another, and, instead of opposing

the common enemy, turn their arms against
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each other ? O ! these things ought not so to

be. When shall it be said, " See how they love

one another ? " I long to see a universal revi-

val of primitive Christianity, when all shall be

of one heart and one soul, and grace, mercy, and

peace be multiplied every where.

My ideas respecting the duty of impenitent

sinners correspond with yours. It is important

that our sentiments be scriptural, and that we

should meekly counteract the multiplied errors

which abound in the present day. Wishing you

a seat at the feet of Jesus, I am yours with sis-

terly affection,

Fanny Woodeury.

Letter to Misses B. K. and R. K., of Bradford.

My dear Betsy,

When we meet with afflictions, we feel most

sensibly the insipidity, vanity, and instability of

sublunary things, and the insufficiency of all

created good, to ensure felicity or tranquillize

our distressed souls. But religion shines with

peculiar refulgence in the darkest night of ad-

versity. Its sublime and heavenly consolations

penetrate the deepest gloom, disperse the thickest

clouds, and bind up the bleeding heart, while
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the aspiration to heaven ascends, " Not my will

but thine be done." Possessed of this invaluable

treasure, we might smile even under the pres-

sure of the most complicated disappointments,

sorrows, and calamities. Though deprived of

friends and health, and banished to Siberia's

frozen climo, or groaning under the galling yoke

of an Algerine despot, yet in the enjoyment of

God, our hearts would vibrate with rapture and

gratitude, and dictate songs of praise to Imma-

nuel's name. How many of the eminent servants

of God, of whom the world was not worthy,

have wandered about in dens and caves of the

earth, and been conversant with scenes of the

most heart-rending anguish, yet have experi-

enced an overbalancing joy and peace ! How
many, immured in dungeons, have found their

prison-walls could be no barrier to communion

Avith God, and the illuminating rays of the Sun

of Righteousness ! How many, who have em-

braced the martyr's stake, have had a vision, as

it were, of the third heavens, and of the stupen-

dous glories of the slain Lamb, causing them to

triumph over agonies, flames and death, and

filling their souls with glory unutterable.

Surely if we compare our trials with the trials

of these illustrious champions of Christianity,

they so dwindle into insignificancy, that they

scarcely deserve the name. The apostle Paul
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styles all his acute hardships, dangers, and suf-

ferings, light and momentary. And shall we

sink and despond under our more trivial griefs ?

If we are Christians, though subject to painful

vicissitudes and diversified afflictions, yet with

our expiring breath we shall bid them all an

everlasting farewell. When we land on Canaan's

peaceful shore, and unite with the blessed around

the throne, our bliss and glory will be equal to

the capacities of our immortal souls, and dur-

able as the perfections we celebrate. O with

what admiring gratitude and rapturous wonder

shall we perceive the developement of all these

mysterious dispensations of Him, whose way is

in the deep, causing us joyfully to exclaim,

" He hath done all things well." O with what

delightful and amazing ecstasy, shall we expa-

tiate on the emanating sun-beams of Deity, and

gaze on the superlative beauties and unparalleled

excellencies of the Purchaser of our salvation !

And hoAV shall we incessantly advance in wis-

dom, grace, and felicity, and make increasing

assimilations to the Fountain of light, stretching

from glory to glory, and that (O transporting

thought!) through eternity itself.

Sabbath-eve. Do you think, my dear Rebecca,

it is a great thing to be a Christian ? to be called

out of nature's darkness into marvellous light,

to be united to Christ, and an heir of glory?
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How many refuf^es of lies are there, by which

immortal souls are insnared, and ultimately

destroyed, even while their delusive hopes of

heaven are firm and bright ? Alas ! how many,

who were never transformed by the renewing of

their minds, attetnpt a coalition between God

and mammon, Christ and Belial, light and

darkness. But if our treasure is in heaven, we

shall rise above the smiles and the frowns, the

blandishments and the temptations of a wicked

world, live as strangers and pilgrims here, and

evince, by our holy lives and conversations, that

we are candidates for an " inheritance, incor-

ruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not away."

What though we meet with the burlesque, ob-

loquy, and hatred of our fellow mortals, and

many great trials, fears, and perplexities ; yet

we must perseveringly press through them all,

remembering that it is through much tribulation

we must enter heaven. " The kingdom of hea-

ven sufFereth violence, and the violent take it

by force." No indolent wishes, mere forms, or

orthodox opinions, will ever secure the salva-

tion of our souls, but only that living faith in

Christ, which expands the heart with love, puri-

fies the soul, and is prolific of good works.

When I think what Christians ou<fht to be in all

holy conversation and godliness, ready to every

good word and work, and then think what I am,
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I am filled with confusion, doubts, and fears,

and am ready to conclude myself a presumptuous

hypocrite.

I am delighted with the plan you contemplate

in Bradford, of employing intelligent and pious

females to instruct poor children, and am very

solicitous to hear what is determined. Why
was it not thought of before ? O why does self,

this wicked self, so predominate ? How much

good might we do, if we had but hearts, and did

but diligently improve the opportunities that

occur ! And how ought we to seek out ways of

doing good, and exert ourselves with holy ar-

dour to stem the torrent of abounding iniquity,

and advance the interests of our Lord and Saviour.

May you, my dear friend, be watered with the

dews of divine grace, and flourish like a cedar

in Lebanon, and be an instrument of extensive

good to a world lying in wickedness. Pray for

your stupid friend, Fanny Woodbury.

coooooooocoo

JOURNAL, 1813.

April 4. The memorable, mournful day is

about to close, in which our dear pastor has for

the last time addressed the church and society

in this place. The conflicting passions, painful

anxieties, and tender feelings which have agi-
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fated my breast this day, are known only to God
and myself. With what indescribable sorrow

did my mind recur to past years, when, like a

little band of brothers and sisters, we encircled

the table of our dying Saviour, when love, peace,

and unanimity bound our souls together in the

most tender ties. But ah ! those sweet and en-

dearing scenes live only in remembrance.

I have probably seen his face for the last time

in our sacred desk ; and from thence shall hear

his voice no more. O that rich grace may pre-

pare us both to meet in the heavenly world of

love and peace, where friendship knows no al-

loy, and where " adieus and farewells are a

sound unknown." May the Lord make him

extensively useful in some other part of his

vineyard, and give him many souls as the

seals of his ministry, and crown of his rejoic-

ing. May this dear church be established on

the rock of ages, and enriched with large

additions to its graces and its numbers. May
it be watered with the dews of divine grace, be

preserved from hirelings and wolves, and united

in the most cordial love. O that the dear mem-
bers may be of one heart and one soul, and cleave

to and support each other in this time of danger,

and earnestly plead for each other, and the en-

joyment of gospel preaching and privileges.

May they all be ornaments to their Christian
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profession, and by their holy and useful lives,

evince their attachment to their divine Master.

O that they may be preserved in thi^ critical

time, from every snare and temptation, be daily

conversant with their hearts and their God, and

grow in love, and grace and felicity, till they

reach the summit of Zion's hill, and sit down in

the kingdom of God.

May the Lord regard the afflicted state of

this society. O that one and all may arouse

from their slumbers, and use every exertion to

procure an evangelical, faithful, and rousing

preacher, who will love this little flock, and feed

them with knowledge and understanding. O that

there may be a shaking among these dry bones,

and a flocking of souls to Jesus Christ. O that

this lowering cloud may be dispersed by the ge-

nial rays of the Sun of Righteousness, and this

dark and gloomy night be succeeded by the aus-

picious resplendence and smiles of the bright

and morning star.

Jpril 8th. Fast. I desire this day to mourn

over my stupidity, my deadness and my iniqui-

ties ; to lament the low state of religion in this

church ; to sigh and cry for the abominations

and ungodliness, which occasion all the calami-

ties of our land, and which are so provoking to

the Majesty of heaven, and so subversive of

every thing good ; and may the Holy Spirit in-
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fluence me to fast and pray aright ; and to God

shall be all the glory.

O that the Lord may arouse my stupid powers,

and awake to energy all the faculties of my

soul. Holy Spirit, come and sanctify my wicked

heart, subdue all my evil propensities, and

breathe on my soul the fragrant air of heaven.

O enable me henceforth to live more to God,

and watch for opportunities to diffuse the ho-

nour of his name, and the glory of his kingdom.

Make me bold in the dear cause of God, ready

to speak for him at all proper times ; and may

my words and my precepts be enforced by a holy,

consistent example. Expand my heart v/ith love

to Jesus, and active philanthropy, and influ-

ence me to use m.y two mites of property for the

benefit of others, not letting my left hand know

what my right hand doeth.. O that I may be a

Dorcas to the needy, as 1 have the means ; and

while I care for their bodies, O may I care for

their immortal souls, and be the instrument of

rescuing them from ignorance and moral death.

O Lord, remember in mercy this beloved, af-

flicted church. May she be made glorious within

and without, compacted together as one heart

and one soul, and soon have occasion to take her

harp from the willoy,s, and tune it to praise and

thanksgiving for the ministration of the word

and ordinances. O that all her members may
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examine themselves, and see whether they are

settling- on their lees, destitute of oil in their

lamps. O that they all may shake themselves

from the dust, and cry mightily to God, that he

would bless this church. May this small society

be united in brotherly love and harmony, and

strenuously exert themselves for resettling a

sound and evangelical preacher. May this na-

tion, now distracted with internal divisions,

wars, and fightings, and its consequent calami-

ties, be blessed with peace and friendship, and

a more general spread of religion. May they

that govern, be just, ruling in the fear of God,

and be a terror to evil-doers, and the support of

those that do well ; and may our president, placed

in so conspicuous and important a station, be

influenced by divine wisdom to adopt measures

in this critical time, just to all, and conducive

to the best interests of our dear country.

O Lord, is not Zion graven on the palms of

thy hands ? O then arise for her help, and make

her the joy and praise of the whole earth. Ful-

fil all the benign predictions concerning her

latter-day glory, and O make all who stand on

the walls of Jerusalem, to lift up their voices

like trumpets, and display the tremendous thun-

ders of Sinai, and the affecting scenes of Calvary

;

and may they all be burning and shining lights,

zealously engaged in the cause of Christ, in sea-



142 M EMOTES OF

son and out of season. Have mercy, Lord, on

a world lying in wickedness. O that the conten-

tions, animosities, and envies, that now draw

down judgments upon us, may soon be extermina-

ted by the efficacy of thy grace ; and the warring

nations harmoniously concur in provoking unto

love and good works. Hasten the time, when

Asia and Africa shall emerge from their present

degradation, ignorance, superstition, and error,

to the beauties of holiness, and the worship of

Jehovah. Succeed all the proper exertions of

our missionaries to plant religion in heathen

lands, and make them all wise to win souls to

Christ. Bless my dearly beloved Harriet ; though

now far distant, and majestic waters roll be-

tween our mortal frames, O may we daily meet

at the mercy-seat, and there hold sweet commu-

nion. May all her trials, privations and hard-

ships, be counterbalanced by peace of conscience

and joy in the Holy Ghost ; and O may many

poor souls rise up and call her blessed, and may

all her endeavours in thy cause be abundantly

prospered. May her body and soul prosper and

be in health, and may she at length die in the

Lord, and meet all her pious friends in the Canaan

above. Bless all Christian and humane societies,

for the alleviation of misery, the suppression of

vice and immorality, and the diffusion of know-

ledge and piety. May they all meet with thy
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approbation, and be honoured with thy propiti-

ous smiles. Especially let that recently formed

in Bradford, for the instruction of poor children,

meet thy peculiar protection. May it embrace

a large sphere of usefulness, and be made a mean

of meliorating the condition of many, in body

and soul. Open the hearts of all to give accord-

ing to their ability, and may this delightful plan

interest the prayers of all Christians to whom
it is known. May those who are selected for the

instructresses, be eminently qualified for their

arduous undertaking. Impart unto them ade-

quate wisdom, patience, meekness, self-denial,

deadness to the world, active zeal, and Christian

humility. O Lord, the hearts of all are in thy

hands ; O turn them to thee, and let grace,

mercy, and peace, abound every where, and

assimilate this world to the heavens above, where

storms never rise, nor tempests blow, but where

tranquillity and love for ever reign. Amen.

Letter to Miss N. K. cfNewhury-port.

Beverkif, April, 1813.

La st Sabbath, my dear Nancy, Mr. D. preached

his valedictory discourse from Acts xx. 25—27.

It was very solemn and affecting. " Farewell,"
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said he, at the close, " Farewell, these hallowed

courts ; farewell, this sacred desk ; farewell for

ever." I do not know that I ever spent a more

mournful Sabbath. A thousand tender reflec-

tions and feeling's, with their accumulated weight,

rent my heart with anguish, and almost over-

whelmed me. My conflicting emotions were past

the power of description, known only to God
and myself. It is, my dear cousin, a very solemn

consideration that every sermon we hear, every

pious letter we receive from our friends, every

prayer that is oflered, and every good observa-

tion dropped within our hearing, extend their in-

fluences through the countless ages of eternity.

O then, can we fail to apply them in all their

energy to our souls, and faithfully consider and

improve them as talents put into our hands '.'

O should they rise up in judgment against us,

and enhance our future condemnation, how

dreadfully aggravated would be our misery.

How much better would it have been for us to

have been ignorant Hottentots, wandering in the

desert wilds of Africa, v/ithout a Bible, without

a pious minister or friend ; nay, how much

better had it been for us had we never] been

born. O my cousin, eternal things imperiously

demand our solemn attention, and profound con-

sideration. The tribunal of God will erejlong be

erected, to which we are amenable for every
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thought, word, and action, and from which there

can be no appeal. O that then our unworthy

names may appear written in the Lamb's book of

life. O what strange and amazing things will

that day bring to light ! How much wickedness

perpetrated in secret, how many enormous

crimes which sought the darkness of the night

for their covering, and how many unblazoned

deeds of charity, and labours of love, shall then

be revealed. There the widow with her two

mites receives a gracious commendation, and in-

finite remuneration, and all who have emulated

her example from evangelical motives, with all

who have in the most humble and retired manner

evinced their love to Immanuel, by advancing his

cause in any degree and way, shall then be ele-

vated to seats of immortal glory and stupendous

bliss.

O, my dear cousin, shall we not be Christians ?

Shall we not love the Lord Jesus, who became

poor, that we might be made rich ; who left

heaven, that he might prepare the way for our

going thither ; who left the homage of angels

and archangels, that we might be raised to the

fruition of their holy society ; who died on the

cross of Calvary, that we might be rescued from

the second death, and blessed with endless life ?

O that our stony hearts were transformed into

flesh, that they might be susceptible of ardent

H
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love to the immaculate Saviour, and a relish for

spiritual things. Much of our time is gone to

waste. Many precious years we have spent in

sin ; and except we repent, we may soon sigh for

a moment of probation, " when worlds want

wealth to buy." We stand on the borders of the

eternal world. Let us deposit our treasures and

our hearts in the court of heaven, and we shall

have an unfailing source of comfort, the founda-

tions of which the united assaults of earth and

hell can never undermine ; andw^hen the heavens

shall be dissolved, the elements melt with fervent

heat, the world be in flames, Christ appearing in

the clouds with a glorious retinue of angels, the

last trumpet giving the awful signal, and the

nations springing from their dusty and watery

graves, then, then we may lift up our heads with

joy, knowing that our redemption draweth nigh.

I am vour affectionate cousin, F. W.

Letter to Miss K. B. of Bradford.

Beverlei/, Jpril 12, l8l3.

I thank you, my dear Betsy, for your very ob-

liging letter, and, if mine could be any compen-

sation for it, I should address you with much

more alacrity than I do at present. How do you

enjoy your mind ? Does your soul prosper ? Alas !

if you were to ask me the same question, I should

give you a most mournful answer. I should ex-
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patiate, with reiterated sighs, on my own vile-

ness, worthlessness, darkness, and despondency.

But why these complaints ? Why am I stupid and

dejected? Yonder is the Fountain of living wa-

ters, and that river, clear as crystal, proceeding

out of the throne of God and the Lamb. There

stands Gilead's Physician, with his healing balm,

tendering life, light, salvation, and glory, to

perishing worms, till his head is filled with the

dew, and his locks with the drops of the night.

O where is my faith ! " Lord, 1 believe, help

thou my unbelief." How desirable it is to have

some sweet perceptions of the amiableness, the

grace and glory of the Lamb of God, and to feel

these stubborn hearts melting into compunction,

gratitude, and love. Jesus ! let our inmost

souls vibrate with rapturous wonder and adoring

love, atthe mention of his name. Jesus ! trans-

sportingly glorious, and amazing word, which no

mortal dialect can adequately explain, no inha-

bitant of earth fully understand. Be it music to

our ears, and celestial joy to our hearts, the fre-

quent theme of our delightful meditation and

grateful praises. Well might the martyr Lam-
bert's motto be, " None but Christ—rjone but

Christ." And surely if love to his master

brought him to the stake, the earthly flame did

but purify, enlarge, and immortalize it, by intro-

ducing him to that land, where he displays his

H 2
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consummate excellences and captivating charms,

without a veil. Well might the ancient church

of God break out in melodious songs of praise,

as she looked through the shades of night, and

discerned his star in the east. Well might the

hearts of the disciples, going to Emmaus, burn

within them, as Jesus joined them, and poured

his heavenly instructions and consolations into

their listening minds. Well might the apostle

Paul delight to rehearse his name again and

again, and load it with encomiums ; and, after

all, could not honour, exalt, and magnify him as

he deserves. And well may angels and arch-

angels fall obsequious at his feet, and render him

the homage of their most cheerful obedience and

acclamations of praise. " O how great is his

goodness, and how great is his beauty !" How
stupendous his love, how glorious his person and

character ! Good night, my dear Betsy !

' Monday, April 12. Your recent society has

succeeded beyond my most sanguine expectations,

and embraces a much larger sphere than I had

dared to anticipate. I do not think you will want

for pecuniary aid, because it so deeply interests

so many generous hearts. It is most astonishing

that a taste for v.-orthless superfluities and ex-

ternal decorations should so greatly prevail in the

generality of females. How much more orna-

mental is a meek and quiet spirit, and modest



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 149

apparel, in conjunction with good works ! Me-

thinks we should grudge every cent expended in

trifles, when there are so many ways of using

property, by which we may do honour to our

Christian profession, and glorify our heavenly

Father. How much more satisfaction is there in

visiting the afflicted cot of poverty, than in hoars

spent in the wearisome, criminal labours of the

toilette, or nights of glittering ostentation, and

infatuated hilarity in the ball room. O for

hearts dilated with love to God, and benevolence

to the whole human race ! O for a just apprecia-

tion of the inestimable worth of moments, and a

noble indifference to all the allurements and

vanities of this lower world ! O that our sex

may arise to true dignity and substantial honour,

and be illustrious for suavity of dispositions,

feminine deportment, and deeds of piety and

charity. Who does not pity Egypt's beautiful

and dissolute Cleopatra, swallowing the costly

pearl i Who does not benignantly wish she had

possessed the beauties of the mind, and the

sweet and amiable virtues and piety of the Lady

Jane Gray ? Then would her name have appeared

in the archives of history, not with the merited

infamy now attached to it, but with a pure, and

honourable, and dignified splendour. Who does

not pity the numerous females of the present day,

who, lost to the pleasures of literature, and the

H 3
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spiritual joys of religion, are grovelling in the

eager pursuit of vanity, and *' trifles lighter than

air." O may a Rowe and a More ere long illu-

mine this western world ! and especially, may

thousands and tens of thousands forsake their

worthless employments and pleasures, and with

humble love and zeal, go " about doing good,''

When you get near to God in prayer, O do not

forget your unworthy correspondent, nor the dear

destitute church in this place.

I am, my beloved Betsy, your most obliged and

affectionate friend, Fanky.

Letter to BIrs. M. A. of Haverhill.

Beverley, April 9, 1813.

I PEAK it will be presumption in me, my dear

Mrs. A., to address you ; but the painful anxiety

and tender feelings of my heart must be my
apology. My particular object in writing, is to

request you to let me know soon, whether you

have received letters from your much beloved and

far distant daughter ; and, if you have not,

whether you can assign any reason for it. What-

ever letters you may have at present, or in future,

from her, and will be kind enough to transmit to

me to peruse, shall be speedily returned ; and I

shall feel myself under very great obligations to

you. I hardly dare to hope she will write to
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worthless me, though I should value a few lines,

written by her own dear hand, more than silver

or gold. It is unnecessary to say, she was one of

myfirst and best beloved friends. Attachments

formed in youth, and when minds are religiously

disposed, are not easily broken. The affection

that now animates my breast, shall never be

eradicated but with death ; nay, if ever I land on

Canaan's peaceful shore, it shall glow with a pu-

rified, exalted, and immortal flame, where kindred

spirits meet to part no more, and Jesus is all in

all. Then the parting hand, the last embrace,

the heaving sigh, the falling tear, are known no

more for ever. May I meet thee there, my Har-

riet, and mingle beatific sympathies and praises,

where our souls shall be cemented together in

the most ineffable, indissoluble bonds, and our

humble voices unite with the musicians before

the throne, in ascribing all glory and honour to

the slain Lamb. Let this thought console our

desponding hearts, my much loved Harriet, and

stimulate us, not only to make our calling and

election sure, but add new and continually in-

creasing lustre to that crown of glory that fadeth

not away. Yours is the privilege of moving in a

very important and extensive sphere of useful-

ness, though it is connected with complicated

and manifold hardships, privations, and troubles.

Your path may be strewed with briers and thorns,

H 4
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which will not fail to lacerate the flesh and wound

your tender heart. But be of good cheer, you

will also find here and there a cluster of the

grapes of Eshcol, and now and then you will en-

joy a Bethel-season, and be rapt with a view of

fhe glories of Tabor*. May your life glide

peacefully and usefully away, under the peculiar

auspices of an ever-present friend ; and may
your setting sun be unobscured by a single cloud.

Though towering mountains, impervious forests,

and mighty oceans, may part our mortal frames,

yet our mutual friendship shall still retain its

vigour, and our souls shall have sweet interviews

at the mercy-seat. And may the Holy Spirit

there breathe on us the salubrious air of heaven,

give us delightful antepasts of immortal glory,

and at length bring us to those happier climes,

where amity and love are consummated, and

eternized ; where faith shall be superseded by

vision, and hope by fruition ; where the beauties

and glories of Immanuel shall enamour every

heart, and praises to his name harmoniously re-

verberate on every lip. Till then, adieu, my
sister, friend of my soul.

Excuse, my dear Mrs. A., this rambling digres-

sion. I did not intend it, and had quite forgotten

I was writing to her amiable mother. I have

written her one letter, and fain would hope she

* Supposed to be the mount of transfiguration. See Matt. 17.
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has it. The emotions which agitated my heart,

and suffused my eyes in tears, while writing it,

are not to be described. Imagination recalled to

mind those scenes, " and joys departed ne'er to

be returned," together with the painful event of

our separation, and the idea that I must see her

face no more till eternity opened its amazing

prospects to our views, with many other consi-

derations, all combined, and melted my obdurate

heart into the most exquisite tenderness. I shall

omit no opportunity of writing, and wish there

were more frequent conveyances of letters to her

place of residence.

I fear, my dear Mrs. A., I have awakened

many painful feelings in your bosom, as well as

in my own, by what I have written. If I have,

do forgive my inadvertence, and resume peace

and tranquillity.

Another subject, that lies much on my heart,

is the reformation. Has it reached your parish ?

I hope you will have the joy to witness the

wonders of conquering gi'ace and almighty love.

May the Lord make bare his arm, snatch stupid

sinners from impending destruction, liberate

them from their bondage to the grand enemy of

souls, and put a new song into their mouths, even

praise to his name. How animating to see poor

dead sinners raised to immortal life and salva-

tion, and extolling and admiring the free grace
H i
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of their glorious Deliverer ! How delightful to

behold the dear youth renouncing sin and vanity,

travelling with vigour and alacrity the road to

Zion, and with ravished hearts singing hosannas

to the Prince of Peace. O for a shower of divine

grace on all parts of our land ! O for another

day of Pentecost, when thousands shall become

the voluntary servants of Christ, and rehearse

his wonders far and wide, and make these regions

ring with hallelujahs to his name ! O for the

millennial day of love, peace, joy and grace,

when the contending nations of the earth shall

drop their divisions, animosities, and envies,

and harmoniously unite in one general chorus of

praise to the Lamb ! Then shall Ethiopia stretch

out her hands unto God, "the wilderness rejoice

and blossom as the rose," and all flesh see the

salvation of God. The hut of the Hottentot

shall then contain a Bible, be irradiated with the

smiles of the Sun of Righteousness, and offer to

Heaven continual incense of prayer and adora-

tion. Then shall this world, now shaken to its

centre with strange revolutions and portentous

convulsions, the fruits of sin, and the resemblance

of hell—then shall it be an Eden, flowing with

luxuriant flowers, spontaneous delights, and the

beauties of holiness. Delightful, heavenly day,

when wilt thou dawn !

My original intention was to have written a
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billet ; but it has grown into a long letter. Please

to excuse it, and my manifold imperfections. '-^

Present my respects to Mr. D. ; hope his health

will be re-established, and that he will have the

Joy to see his labours of love made effectual to

the salvation of many immortal souls. Be so

kind as to remember me to Mrs. G, ; wish she

would make us a visit, and you likewise. Love

to your daughters ; may you have the joy to see

them walking in the truth.

Requesting a remembrance in your prayers,

and a few lines from you soon, and wishing you

(he enjoyment of your covenant God, I conclude.

Your most obedient and affectionate friend,

Fanny Woodbuiiy.

Letter to Miss C. G. of Bradford.

Beverley, April \5, 1813.

Well, my dear Charlotte, how do you do ?

Does that peace of mind which passeth under-

standing, cement Heaven and your soul together

in indissoluble bonds ; and are you abounding in

the work of the Lord ? I trust this is your happy

case ; but let me tell you, it is not the case with

your unworthy Fanny. Oh no ! I am immersed

in stupidity and coldness, and conversant with

doubts and fears. Pray, my dear Charlotte, that

I may not be deceived into some fatal snare, some

refuge of lies, by which Satan beguiles and de-

H 6
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stroys unwary souls. O that 1 may be enabled

to avoid his nets, to repel his shafts, and to es-

cape his subtle machinations ! Blessed Jesus,

thou who knowest what temptations mean, O
gird me with the gospel armour, and from thy

unfailing treasures, communicate all needful

strength and grace to the most worthless of thy

creatures ; enable me to fight manfully under thy

protecting banner against every assailing foe,

every darling lust, and prove myself a good

soldier in the spiritual warfare j and come off

more than conqueror through thy assisting love.

Is it not, my dear friend, of vast importance,

that we should be, not only in theory, but in ex-

periefice and practice, acquainted with the sublime

truths of religion ; that we should not only come

near to the kingdom of heaven, but that we

should be real members of it ? Alas ! how many

are there in the visible church, whose superficial

medley-religion attempts to unite God and mam-

mon. How many pay tithe of mint and anise,

and strenuously contend for the circumstantials

of religion, while they omit the weightier matters

of the law, and thus evince, that there is *' no

light in them." How many, who will renounce

some sins, and do " many things*" in religion,

who yet must retain their Herodias, their favourite

lusts. But they must all come short of heaven ;

* Mark vi. 20.
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and their delusive hopes will perish as the spi-

der's web, when the Almighty takes away their

souls. Fallacious are all our expectations of

future bliss, unless in concomitance with that

evangelical faith which works by love, purifies

the heart, and is prolific of good works. The

religion of the blessed Jesus leaves not its sin-

cere votary under the dominon of unrepented sin-

When once it is seated in the heart, every Dagon *

is dethroned, every thing that comes in competi-

tion with it is renounced, the love of all sin eradi-

cated, and the favourite easily, besetting sin reso-

lutely resisted and discarded, though it be painful

as the amputation of the right hand or plucking

out the right eye. Then the soul is rivetted, and

in some humble degree assimilated to the blessed

Jesus ; supreme love to God has the ascendency

in the heart, producing a love of affectionate

complacency to all who bear his image, and a be-

nevolent love to the whole Iniman race. And

when holy feelings and dispositions are implanted

in the heart, they will invariably be attended with

a humble, meek, contented, heavenly, useful and

pious deportment, and a well-regulated conversa-

tion. O who would not be a Christian ! Much

more to be desired is the cheerful pious cot of

poverty, reverberating with prayers and praise

to Heaven, than the glittering palaces of mon-

* 1 Sam. V. 3.
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archs, from which Jesus and his salvation are

excluded.

" Happy, ye poor, who know your Bible true,

A truth Vohaire, though learned, never knew
;

And in that charter read, with sparkling eyes,

Your title to a treasure in the skies."

let me have my lot with the despised fol-

lowers of the Lamb of God

!

" May but his grace my soul renew.

Let sinners gaze and hate me too

;

The world that saves me does engajje

A sure defence from all their rage."

1 am much gratified to hear of the organiza-

tion of the recent Society in Bradford, and ar-

dently hope it will prosper under the smiles of

Heaven, and be the means of imparting know-

ledge and instruction to many illiterate children,

and making them wise to salvation. I think

those who are well qualified, and designated in-

structresses, will have very peculiar opportuni-

ties of doing good, and advancing the interests

of that kingdom which is " righteousness, peace,

and joy in the Holy Ghost." Their employment,

though arduous and involving great responsibi-

lity, is nevertheless honourable, delightful, and

useful. I hope they will be females of singular

religious attainments, eminent especially for pa-

tience, self-denial, and humility ; and may all

their exertions, and those of the Society, be
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blesiged to the everlasting benefit of many im-

mortal souls, and thus redound to the glory of

God.

I regret, myself only considered, that Miss S.

is one selected for the intended undertaking, as I

can scarcely endure the idea of a separation ; so

much do I love her. However, as there is no al-

ternative, I rejoice there is a prospect of her use-

fulness ; and time and distance cannot eradicate

our reciprocal friendship, w^hich will retain its

vigour, and vent itself in prayers and letters,

when personal interviews are impracticable.

Surely it is time for all who sustain the name

of Christians, to be vigorously engaged for the

demolition of Satan's kingdom, and the enlarge-

ment and universal establishment of that " king-

dom which is not of this world." O, if we have

tasted that the Lord is gracious, and felt the in-

effable worth of salvation, and the melting love

of Jesus in our souls, shall we not glow with zeal

to glorify our heavenly Deliverer, and promote

his glorious cause ?

Need I request my much loved friend to re-

member and write to her Fanny? Not that I

could wish you to neglect more important duties
;

but, when you have a few leisure moments, if you

will improve them in faithfully instructing and

reproving your stupid friend, you will confer on

her a favour which she knows how to appreciate.
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and for which Heaven, she trusts, will abun-

dantly reward you. Your most obi isred friend

and sister, • Fanny.

Letter to Mr. A. P. and Mrs. IL P., of Bradford.

Beverlej/, April 2, 1813.

Dear Sir,

I SHALL readily avail myself of the liberty you

have given me of writing to you, though I sen-

sibly feel my unworthiness and incapacity, and

fear my communication will not merit a perusal.

A conviction of your superior wisdom and know-

ledge would preclude the humble efforts of my in-

experienced pen, did not your well-known can-

dour give me encouragement. Much do I thank

you for your few short lines ; and more satisfac-

tion would they have afforded me, had they come

without the attendant information, that sickness

had again debilitated your frame, again confined

you to the bed of languishment. I hope, how-

ever, that your soul is in health and prospers,

and that as your outward man decays, your inner

man gains strength and vigour. I trust you en-

joy spiritual communion with your covenant God,

and that as the streams run low, you drink more

copiously of the Fountain ; and now and then

from Fisgah's summit obtain a sweet perspective

of the heavenly Canaan, flowing with delectable
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blessings and ever-blooming glories ; where the

favoured " inhabitants shall no more say I am
sick." You have long been conversant with pain

and imbecility of body, and have learnt in the

school of adversity many a profitable lesson, for

which you have reason to respire with David,

'* It is good for me that I have been afflicted."

These frequent indispositions are mementos of

that sententious truth, which Philip, a Macedo-

nian monarch, ordered to be pronounced in his

hearing every morning, " Remember thou art

mortal
!"

Yes, it is a truth, a solemn truth, enforced by

the word of God and the death of thousands

every hour. Let it sink deep into my heart,

abate the love of life and this innate attachment

to sublunary things, and stimulate to preparation

for death ; that, when my Lord shall come, I may
be ready to sit down at the marriage-supper.

How joyful ought we to be, that the Lord God
omnipotent reigneth, and will do all his pleasure

in the armies of heaven above, and among the

inhabitants of the earth. He superintends and

governs all created beings from the highest arch-

angel to the smallest ephemera that floats in the

air; and all circumstances and events are at his

control, and made subservient to the promotion

of his grand designs. He orders the rise and fall

of empires, the revolutions and convulsions of
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kingdoms, and all the tremendous commotions

which agitate this nether world. He raises mon-
archs to their thrones, and deposes them to a

level with their meanest vassals. He bringeth

down to the grave and bringeth up, maketh rich

and maketh poor, as he sees best. From his ex-

alted throne in the heavens, encircled with ra-

diant majesty and glory, he stoops to behold the

things done on this low soil. He passes by the

envied courts of princes, and glittering palaces

of kings, and condescendingly graces with his

presence the little hut of poverty ; and feasts its

pious inhabitants with " fat things, wine on the

lees well refined," imperishable and satisfactory,

" which nothing earthly gives or can destroy."

Happy, superlatively happy, mortals. Though

you were neglected and despisM by all men,

treated as the off-scouring of all things, desti-

tute of the comforts and necessaries of life, and

combating with diversified insults, hardships, and

calamities, yet w^ould I congratulate you ; for

God and heaven are yours ; peace and serenity

tranquillize your hearts, and sit smiling on your

brow ; and you are candidates for a crown of

glory that fadeth not away, and heirs of a king-

dom immortal in the skies. Ere long you shall

drop sin, pollution, and sorrow, and rise to

shining seats of celestial bliss, where you shall

be kings and priests unto God, when earthly
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crowns and sceptres shall be demolished, and

when terrestrial honours, pleasures, and emolu-

ments shall be lost in one general mass of indis>

criminate ruin.

Recollecting to whom I am writing, I restrain

the sallies of imagination, drop my pen and

respectfully bid you adieu. Fanny Woodbury.

How do you do, my dear Mrs. P. ? You ap-

peared, when you wrote, to have been rather dis-

consolate and depressed. I hope you liave ere

this time resumed wonted vivacity, and been

favoured with the cheering presence of the Holy

Comforter. I hope you have frequent and de-

lightful intercourse with Heaven, and soul-

refreshing views of Jesus and his salvation. O to

rise above puerile vanities and insipid pleasures,

to leave the world behind, and stretch after God
and immortality, how pleasant and desirable!

This is not our home. O no. It is polluted

with sin, and imbittered with sorrow. We are

on a short journey through it ; and therefore

bare accommodations are all Ave need—all we

must expect. We are pilgrims and strangers

here, having no continuing city, but seeking one

to come, whose Builder and Maker is God.

There eternal youth and unwithering spring

flourish beyond the reach of the corroding hand
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of time and death. There millions of delights

and glories, far surpassing* our conceptions,

bless the sainted spirit, and excite continual

songs of praise. O may we be ambitious to

bear a humble part in the employments and en-

joyments of that blessed world. Why should

we be so attached to these low regions of sin and

vanity ? O why should we grovel among the

worms of the dust, when we might hourly feast

on soul-satisfying delights, and the banquet of

angels ? The glories of heaven attractingly dis-

play their ravishing charms ; and yet we are

sad from day to day, and cry, " My leanness, my
leanness." O for a sweet view of the immortal

beauties and perfections of Immanuel. O for a

heart smitten with his love, and enraptured with

his excellencies, and entirely enamoured and cap-

tivated with his charms. O, my dear friend,

shall we not love, adore, and extol the Saviour

of sinners ; and shall we not strive to recom-

mend him to our fellow mortals, and spread the

sweet savour of his name ? and O, when this

mortal life expires, may we see him as he is, in

the full blaze of his glory, and dwell beneath his

beatific smiles in cloudless day.

Does the reformation decline I I hope not ; I

am very solicitous to hear of the confirmation of

your health, which, you said, was not good, and
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likewise of the restoration of Mr. P.'s. May the

blessing of Heaven rest on your dwelling, and

make it indeed a happy Bethel.

Will not a little excursion be beneficial to

your health ? If Mr. P. and you should be able,

we should be glad to see you here, and hope we
shall have that gratification before long. How-
ever, do write every opportunity, and not forget

me at the throne of grace. With wishing you

a happy Sabbath, and a seat at the feet of Jesus,

I subscribe myself your most obliged and grate-

ful friend, Fanny.

Letter to Miss C. G. of Bradford,

Beverley, April 1813.

Your very interesting communication*, my
dearly beloved Charlotte, has been perused, and

re-perused, w ith much solicitude and tender feel-

* This communication was concerning the children under the

patronage of the Philendian Society. The object of this Society

is to afford instruction, especially religious instruction, to such

children as are very poor, and have been favoured with very lit-

tle, if any, instruction, either in the family, in the school-house,

or in the sanctuary. Such children, alas ! there are in many
places in our country. The Philendian Society, formed May
1813, has been signally blessed. Its members, who belong prin-

cipally to Haverhill and Bradford, have set a noble example,

which, it is hoped, will be extensively and successfully imitated.
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iiig ; and for it I return you my most cordial

thanks. These dear precious children ! O what an

account have you given ! what a picture have you

drawn ! My heart, though adamantine, softens

and sinks within me as it takes an excursion to

Haverhill and Byfield. Dear children, I com-

miserate, and fain would I meliorate, your de-

plorable condition. But i/ou must, j/ou will, be

snatched from ignorance, vice, and wretched-

ness, and roused to respectability, usefulness,

and felicity. Methinks, I already see you de-

cently clad, your eyes sparkling with joy and

giatitude, and swallowing the words of instruc-

tion with docility and avidity. Shall I not hope

that some of you will learn the sweet language

of Canaan, and commence your journey to the

New Jerusalem, with glowing ardour and im-

mortal rapture, with the songs of Zion bursting

from your lips ? O that you may be enabled to

consecrate your youthful years to God, live the

lives of heaven-born souls, imbibe the temper of

the meek and lowly Jesus, triumph in his propi-

tious smiles and transcendent glories ; and when

you pass the vale of death, may the portals of

Paradise open to your view, and admit your en-

raptured souls to boundless beauties and immor-

tal delights.

O, my Charlotte, why are notChristians engag-

ed ? O for that heaven-inspired zeal, which con-
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stantly appeared in our great Exemplar, and

which animated the breast of Paul, when he flew,

with almost a seraphic speed, from house to house,

and place to place, on the errands of everlasting'

love. O when shall we be all life, all activity, in

the cause of our dear Redeemer—all philanthro-

py, love, and humility ? O when shall we feel the

unutterable worth of souls, and compassionately

exert ourselves for their good ? When shall we

be crucified to the world, and the world to us,

forget our wicked selves, and employ every

power and talent we possess, for the promotion

of Zion's interests, and the advancement of Im-

manuel's kingdom ? O when ! But let me not im-

plicate you. I speak for myself. O when shall

this awfully selfish, vile heart, drink deeply into

the love of Jesus, and embrace a world of im-

mortal souls, and glow with gratitude, love, and

zeal, in i\i?ii precious, glorious cause, for which

Jesus bled on Calvary, and which is the only

object worth living for ! O I think I do long to

do good ? I could fly to the dear little cots in

Newbury, display to them the awfully tremen-

dous threatenings of the law, and the soul-

ravishing charms of the gospel, and the worth of

their never dying souls, and direct them to that

Saviour, whom to know aright is eternal life.

I send you one mite ; and my heart heaves

with a sigh that I can do no more. Were I pos-
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sessed of Indies of gold, I should not be at a loss

how to spend it. But had I more, perhaps it

would only pamper my lusts. However, I wish

I might never spend another cent in superfluities

O how much good might I do ! Do pray that I

may not be a cumberer of the ground,

Fanny.

Letter to Miss S. K., of Weriham.

April or May, 1813.

How does your soul do this morning, my dear

Sally ? Did not your waking eyes salute the first

dawn ? and did not the aspirations of your heart

ascend to Him that seeth in secret, and is Lord

of the Sabbath-day ? Have you not taken an ex-

cursion with me to Gethsemane and Calvary ?

and did not your heart dissolve into compunc-

tion, love, and gratitude, at the melting scenes

there exhibited ? Have you been on the summit

of Tabor, and been favoured with a soul-ravish-

ing view of the beauties and glories of an incar-

nate God ? and have you enjoyed the sweets of

communion with God ; and had intimate access to

the throne of grace ? Except we know something

of these views and feelings, we are not genuine

Christians. If we would be saved at last, we

must know religion, not only in theory, but in
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experience and practice. In vain do we call

Christ, Lord, Lord, if we are not careful to do

the things which he commands, and adorn our

profession with the fruits of the Spirit. In vain

do we retain the form of godliness, if we do not

feel its renovating and invigorating power in

our souls, stimulating us to live soberly, right-

eously, and godly, in this evil world ; not con-

formed to its wicked customs and fashions, but

transformed by the renewing of our minds, after

our great Exemplar. Eternal truth hath said,

" If any man love the world, the love of the Fa-

ther is not in him," and " the friendship of the

world is enmity with God." God and mammon
are at eternal variance ; and fruitless are all en-

deavours to form a coalition. One or other must

have the supremacy in our hearts, and receive

our service. God will admit no competitor. He
will either have the primary place in our affec-

tions, or none at all. They who make religion

only a secondary object, performing those duties

to which they are naturally most inclined, but

avoiding those which are self-denying and ardu-

ous, and retaining their favourite lusts and dar-

ling sins, however orthodox their sentiments,

and strict their forms, and however bright their

hopes of heaven may be, are under a most aw-

ful delusion, and will be undeceived in eternity,

if not in time. It is to be feared there are many

I
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almost Christians, who are not far from the king-

dom of God, but who never enter it. But when
once the kingdom of Jesus is established in the

soul, down falls the Dagon before it ; the be-

loved Herodias is renounced : the vanities and

delights of the world are trampled upon ; the af-

fections allured to Jesus ; grace reigns in the

heart ; " the beauties of holiness" regulate and

decorate the life. Do we, my dear Sally, know any

thing of this internal change of heart, ^without

which none can enter into the kingdom of heaven?

Have we seen ourselves poor, and miserable,

and blind, and naked—felt the innate opposition

of our hearts to God and his holy law, and trem-

bled under Sinai's fiery thunders, in awful ex-

pectation of everlasting destruction ? Have we

been brought to throw down the weapons of

our rebellion, to bow cordially to the sceptre

of Jesus, and take refuge in the ark of safety ?

Have our hearts been smitten with the love of

Jesus ? And having felt the inefficacy of our own

righteousness, do we cordially rely on his merits

for justification before God ? Forgetting the

things that are behind, do we reach after them

that are before, and press after greater confor-

mity to God, and increasing holiness in heart

and life ? Do we love to pour out our hearts to

God in secret prayer ? and does each passing

day attest our humility, patience, heavenly-mind-
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edness and devotion to God ? Do we love] the

society of lively Christians and the word of

God ? and do we love to converse most on the

things pertaining to the kingdom of God ?

O my cousin, can we answer these questions,

with truth, in the affirmative? If so, we will

dismiss our desponding doubts and fears and

travel with alacrity and zeal the road to Zion.

But if not, we have great reason to conclude

we are yet impenitent and unconverted, and

stand obnoxious to the wrath of an incensed God.

Do let us examine our hopes, and see whether

they will stand the test. All terrestrial things

are evanescent, as the morning cloud and early

dew; and eternal realities imperiously demand

our solemn attention. Ere long we must close

our eyes on all below, and enter on an untried

and unchangeable state of retribution. O how

shall we feel, when we leave all mortal things,

and the light of eternity shall burst on our as-

tonished souls ! What momentous realities, what

amazing wonders shall open to our view, and

interest, unspeakably interest, our disembodied

spirits ! Eternity ! what a word is eternity ! When
this terraqueous globe shall be one general mass

of fire, when time shall be no more, our souls

shall live in eternity ! Millions and millions of

ages hence, they shall flourish immortal in the

New Jerusalem, or be sinking deeper and deeper
I 2
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in the fire that never shall be quenched. We
are now preparing for one of these states. We
are forming characters, which shall decide

our future destiny, and we are enjoying privi-

leges which will extend their influence to eternal

ages. Through an endless duration we may

take a retrospective view of the moments we are

now spending, and that with ineffable joy or

sorroAv. O that I could find language that would

adequately convey to you the feelings of my heart.

Could I use the dialect of eternity, how would I

portray these everlasting truths and realities,

in awful solemnity and emphasis, suited to their

magnitude and importance. May the Spirit of

the Lord write them upon our hearts, and cause

us habitually to live and act under their im-

pression. O my cousin, let our conduct be in

reference to that tremendous day, which shall as-

semble the sleeping nations in one vast con-

course, produce the archives of eternity, reveal

the secrets of every heart, and decide the final

condition of every individual. Now let us

awake from our guilty slumbers, and improve

every remaining moment in the service of our

Maker. Let us evince our attachment to Imma-

nuel, by our readiness to every good word and

work. Let us live as strangers and pilgrims

here, crucified to the world, and the world to us.

Let us deposit our hopes, our hearts, and our
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treasures in heaven, and live the lives of heaven-

born souls. What though we incur the charge

of enthusiasm or superstition ; if we suffer for

righteousness' sake, happy are we; and if we

cannot endure the obloquy and ridicule of a

wicked world, surely we are not worthy the

name of Christians. O let us be ambitious of

that honour which cometh from God, and dare

to be singularly good in this lukewarm time,

always abounding in the work of the Lord, and

living the life of heaven upon earth, that others

may take knowledge of us, that we have been

with Jesus and learnt of him.

That you may be an honour to your Christian

profession, a blessing to your friends, society,

and the world, and at length be introduced to a

state of rich and transporting glories, where

Jesus is all in all, is the wish of your friend.

Fanny.

Extractfrom a Letter to Miss B. P., of Danvers.

Beverley, May 5, 1813

My dear Friend,

CnuisTiAN friendship, endeared by coinci-

dence of sentiments and long habits of intimate

familiarity, is one of the most delightful and

inestimable privileges indulged us in these ad-

verse climes. Though it subjects us to many
I 3
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painful and delicate sensibilities, yet its concomi-

tant sweets and delights vastly preponderate.

It sheds benignant lustre on our pilgrim-state,

and strews the thorny path of life with delectable

flowers. The mines of Potosi, the wealth of the

Indies, " a world in purchase for a friend, is

gain." Of how much greater importance, then,

is the friendship of Him, who is infinite in love

and goodness, and who gives eternal life to all

his friends. If it be desirable to form an at.

tachment with the wise and good of our fellow-

mortals, O how immensely desirable is an indis-

soluble union with the Wonderful Counsellor, the

Father of lights, and God of all comfort, wisdom,

power, and perfection ! What an indubitable

proof has he given of his love to us, in that he

died for us, while we were enemies. Greater

love hath no man than this, that a man lay down

his life for his friend. But He who claims an

equality with the Father, possessed of all divine

attributes and excellencies, condescended to veil

his Deity in humanity, inhabit our wretched

earth, and die on Calvary's rugged summit, for

those who had rebelled against his righteous

government, trampled on his laws, and abused

his grace. He left the bosom of his heavenly

Father, that we might sweetly recline on it ; he

for a while relinquished the adoration of the

heavenly hosts, that we might be elevated to
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their beatific society ; he resigned the joys and

glories of heaven, that we might be raised to

their fruition ; he became poor, that we might

be made rich ; he bled, and groaned, and died,

that he might extract the sting of death, and

open the portals of paradise.

O shall not our souls glow with love and ardour

in his dear cause, and strive to magnify and ex-

tol the riches of his grace? His cause is dear,

unspeakably dear to his heart, and shall prevail.

Though now it seems almost expiring, yet, like

the fabled phoenix, it shall emerge from its ob-

scurity, and shine with renovated lustre and

increasing beauty. Blessed are all they who love

and promote this blessed cause, and whose in-

terests are blended with the interests of Zion.

Blessed are all those who are emancipated from

spiritual Egypt, and steering their course to

Canaan with songs of rejoicing and shouts of

praise. Ere long shall their tiresome wanderings

terminate, and, in " the swellings of Jordan,"

the land of promise shall open to their view,

with all its exuberant beauties and unwithering

joys.

Respecting the general conversation of con-

vivial parties, I perfectly agree with you, that it

is desultory, unprofitable, and unsatisfactory. O
when shall we learn to converse on things per-

I 4
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taining to the kingdom of God, wherewith one

may edify another !

I conclude you are in a school ; and much do I

wish you grace to enable you to discharge its

complicated and arduous duties to the acceptance

of your God.

Your very affectionate and obliged friend,

Fanny Woodbury.

Note to Miss E. S., of Beverley.

June 6, 1813.

How do you do, my dear friend, after your

tedious walk ? I feel quite miserably in body

;

but not more so than I forboded. However, I

do love the place where prayer is wont to be

made ; and, considering only myself, I could

cheerfully make many sacrifices, and bear many

crosses, to enjoy the precious privilege. O how

sweet to encircle the throne of grace, and unit-

edly supplicate the favour of the great Supreme !

How incomparably preferable to the ceremoni-

ous, promiscuous visits so much in vogue, whose

only object seems to be to throw time away in

vain insipid conversation. Does it not grieve

your heart to meet with those who profess reli-

gion, whose tongues run freely on worldly themes,
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but are still, when things pertaining to the king-

dom of God are advanced ? Perhaps, too, they

may suggest, that they have not the gift that

some have, and cannot talk upon their feelings,

&c. We knov^^ there is a variety of different

talents ; but is it probable, or even possible, that

one who has felt the power of religion, and can

talk volubly upon common-place subjects, should

seldom or never expatiate on the beauties of the

divine Saviour, the character of God, the worth

of the soul, the cause of Zion, and the exercises

of his own heart ?

Do write veri/ soon upon this subject ; for it has

exceedingly interested and grieved my heart.

Fanny.

Letter to Miss B. P., of Danters.

Beverley
J
June 9, 1813.

The Christian life, my dear Betsy, is a war-

fare, a continual conflict. If we have renounced

allegiance to sin and Satan, and enlisted under

the banners of the Prince of Peace, we have en-

gaged in a war against three potent enemies, the

world, the flesh, and the devil. We have to

fight, not only against flesh and blood, but

against principalities and powers, against the

rulers of darkness, and spiritual wickedness in

I 5
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high places,—foes, malicious, numerous, invi-

sible, and indefatigable. If Satan could spare a

legion of his subtle emissaries to infest one poor

man, he must have a vast number under his

control, all ready to execute his orders. From

Scripture we learn, that he possesses very great

pow^er, virulence, and turpitude ; and surely he

knows how to avail himself of them to the greatest

advantage. He will not fail to suit his tempta-

tions to all our various circumstances ; and be-

ing acquainted with our most vulnerable part,

he will continually exert himself to effectuate

our ruin. If we have been emancipated from

his iron bondage, though he cannot indeed pluck

us out of our Redeemer's hands, yet will he en-

deavour to insnare, distress, and harass our

souls, and impede our progress. If he cannot

prevent our entering heaven at last, yet he will

strew the road that leads thither with prickly

briers and goading thorns. If he cannot make

us leave the narrow path, yet he will do his

utmost to make us travel slowly, heavily, and

despondingly, and make us continual work for

sorrow and repentance. . If one stratagem fails,

he will try a second ; and if that, a third ; and

so unwearied are his attempts and machinations,

that he is called " a roaring lion, going about

seeking whom he may devour ;" and if his power

were not circumscribed by one stronger than he,
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we had long since been in utter despair and de-

struction. But, blessed be God, he is a van-

quished enemy, and cannot go a hair's-breadth

beyond the permission of the sinner's Friend.

Ah ! ye tempted followers of the Lamb, why do

you go on so mournfully the road to Zion ? though

now and then your adversary gains a temporary

conquest, and insultingly menaces your total

ruin, yet listen not to his wiles, regard not his

threats, nor tamely give up all for lost. But

rather collect and renew your forces, array your-

selves in the panoply of the Gospel, and set your

faces as a flint against every opposing power.

Fear not : the Lion of the tribe of Judah will

infallibly prevail. He will clothe you with ar-

mour ; he will lead you forth to battle ; he will

protect you in every conflict, and enable you to

perform exploits ; and eventually bring you off"

more than conquerors. His name is Jesus; for

he shall save his people from their sins. Pre-

cious name ! sublimely replete with the most

glorious and mysterious excellencies. Eternal

life, salvation, and blessedness, are wonderfully

comprised in it, greater than the mind of man
can conceive, or human language describe. It

is a sweet emollient for the lacerated conscio?ice,

a healing balm for the wounded heart. It opens

a gleam of hope to the returning prodigal, dis-

covers exuberant beauties and transporting glo-

I 6
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ries to his enraptured eyes, and directs his march

to Canaan's rest. It alleviates the pangs of sick-

ness, and pours benignant radiance on the valley

of death. Transcendently delightful name ! be-

yond the explanation of the inhabitants of time.

Its rich and amazing import is more adequately

known in the regions of cloudless day,—^of ever-

lasting light. Immanuel! Jesus! Ye hoary

heads, silvered w^ith years and furrow^ed with

sorrows, and just ready to repose in the slum-

bers of the grave, O let this name reverberate

on your closing lips, and animate your souls with

more than mortal joys, as they take their happy

flight to congenial climes. And you, young im-

mortals and prattling children, let your stam-

mering tongues learn to reiterate it with hearts

touched with sacred fire, and be nobly ambitious

to engage in that angelic employment, which

commences in time, and runs parallel with the

ages of eternity. Christians ! lose not your tem-

per and your time about empty forms and no-

tions, but let this name be the animating theme

of your social converse and retired contempla-

tions, and as oft as it vibrates on your tongues

and pervades your minds, let your hearts burn

within you with ecstatic fire, and your affections

soar to worlds of light. Ah, ye poor deluded

sinners ! ye know not the felicity you lose, while

you are strangers to praise, and ignorant of the
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harmony and rapture of this soul-reviving word.

Awake, awake, and let your dormant powers vie

with angels in adoringly celebrating this name,

which all the host of heaven strive to extol and

magnify in strains too sublimely grand for mor-

tals to hear.

Write soon. Do not forget to love and pray

for your affectionate and obliged

Fanny,

Letter to Miss. S. P. B. of Lynnjield.

Beverlej/f June 18, 1813.

I NEED your friendship, your correspondence,

and your prayers ; and I trust you will confer on

me the precious boon. Surely we ought to exert

ourselves to benefit each other in our wearisome

journey through this thorny desert and waste

howling wilderness. The portentous moment

in which our first parents ate of the forbidden

fruit, " brought death into the world and all

our wo." It changed a garden of Eden into an

Aceldama, " a land of deserts and pits, a land

of drought and the shadow of death." It intro-

duced war, carnage, and destruction, and all the

variegated and complicated hardships and dis-

tresses under which nations bleed, and every in-

dividual more or less despondingly groans. It
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ushered in those envious and rebellious passions

which exasperated Cain to imbrue his hands in

a brother's blood, and which have been the

source of all the calamities and dire convulsions,

and amazing revolutions, which have taken place

in the world. To these malignant passions, the

consequences of that eventful moment, must be

ascribed those intestine divisions and awful

judgments, which distract our beloved country,

and those bloody wars, conflicting commotions,

and heart-appalling catastrophes, which cause

nations to bleed at every pore, and agitate our

globe to its very centre. Ah ! when we think

of that deluge of iniquity, which seems to inun-

date our guilty land, and threatens to swallow in

its vortex all that is amiable and good, do not

our spirits droop within us, and our souls tremble

for the Ark of God ? But the Lord God omni-

potent reigneth ; let the earth rejoice, and all

its isles be glad. Our Jesus sits on the holy hill

of Zion, swaying the sceptre of the universe,

ordering and regulating all its affairs, " from

seeming evil still educing good," and making

the wrath of man to praise him, and all crea-

tures and things subservient to the good of his

church, and promotion of his kingdom. He will

overturn, overturn, and overturn, till he shall

reign King of nations as he is King of saints—till

the standard of the cross is erected in heathen
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climes, and his kingdom swallows up every other

kingdom, and embraces all the nations of the

earth. Precious thought ! Do we not delight

with an eye of faith to look over the lofty moun-

tains of superstition, vice, infidelity, error, and

immorality, to that glorious era of light and

love, of joy and triumph, of peace and tranquil-

lity ? O for another day of Pentecost, when al^

shall be of one heart and one soul, when great

grace shall be upon all believers, and when mul-

titudes shall throng the gates of Zion, and with

joy and gratitude smiling in their eyes, encircle

the table of the dear Redeemer.

Have you, my friend, yet embraced the preci-

ous privilege, with which Jesus has condescend-

ingly indulged his humble followers, that of pro-

fessing his dear name, and enjoying his covenant

love ? I regret that you had not, when last I

heard. I should rejoice to hear that you had

united yourself to a Christian church, and pub-

licly avouched your attachment to Immanuel's

cause, by surnaming yourself by the name of

Israel. Let me tell you, it is not only an im-

portant duty, but an inestimable privilege, tend-

ing to corroborate grace, to enliven faith and

love, and awaken to penitence, humility, zeal,

and obedience. O can we refuse this token of

our affection to Him, who bled, and groaned,

and died, that our poor souls might live for ever ?
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Ought we not, at such a time, to appear expli-

citly on the Lord's side, to come out and be se-

parate from the world and all its insnaring

amusements and wicked customs ? My beloved

friend, do let us be decided and consistent Chris-

tians. Most soothingly and irresistibly does our

Jesus speak, " Do this in remembrance of me."

Where is the heart tinctured with grace, that is

proof against this melting dying command. Per-

haps you might object, that you fear you are not

a Christian. Examine, then, and strive to as-

certain your state. If you are unprepared for

this duty, you are unprepared for death. And

if you were now on a dying bed, would not the

omission of this duty grieve and distress you ?

And let me just suggest, that this may be one

cause of the doubts and fears that now trouble

you, for God will honour them that honour him.

I ^trust, my dear Miss B., that you are engaged

in the cause of religion, and striving unremit-

tingly to advance the interests of your dear Re-

deemer. O strive to extol and magnify his grace,

and embrace every opportunity of recommending

him to others.

The religion of many professors will not stand

the test of Scripture, nor of the final judgment.

That religion which aims to unite God and mam-
mon, would give half to God and half to the

world, and tries to retain the friendship of both.
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however well it may suit the carnal heart, and

prevalent as it is, yet it is not the religion of the

cross,—it will never save our souls. The religion

of Christ admits no mediocrity, no neutrality.

It requires the whole heart, and all the energies

of soul and body. It is incompatible with the

friendship of the world, calls its votaries to be

strangers and pilgrims here ; to take up the cross

and follow their Master through evil report, as

well as through good report ; to deny all ungod-

liness and worldly lusts, and live soberly, righte-

ously, and godly, looking for that rest which re-

mains for the people of God.

O my friend, let us dare to be singularly good,

convincing all around us that we have been with

Jesus, and learnt of him. If others are luke-

warm, and say, "Spare thyself, there is no need

of so much circumspection, self-denial, and zeal,"

O let us beware of their base insinuations, and

bear in mind, that " the kingdom of heaven suf-

fereth violence, and the violent take it by force ;"

and not every one that says, '' Lord, Lord," shall

enter the kingdom of heaven ; biit he that does

the will of God ; and it is his will that we should

be always abounding in his work? redeeming the

time, walking circumspectly, and serving him

with fervency of spirit.

Yoiir very unworthy, though loving friend,

F. W.
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Letter to Miss N.J.,of Beverley.

Beverley, June, 1813.

There is, my dear Nancy, laid in Zion a pre-

cious corner-stone, a sure foundation, upon which

the church of God, and every individual believer,

is immoveably established. It is a foundation,

which affliction, persecution, and death, in all

their most formidable terrors, cannot shake

;

which the malice of earth and hell cannot under-

mine. Since its establishment, through a long

course of wintry years, it has weathered the

blasts and storms of its foes, and still it conti-

nues firmer than the pillars of the universe, and

durable as eternity itself. This is the Rock

;

and its precious stability shall appear to admir-

ing friends, and ruined enemies, when earthly

sceptres, and crowns, and thrones, and kingdoms

—when this beautifully variegated globe, and

all the sparkling luminaries of heaven, shall be

hurled into promiscuous ruin. When the angels'

trump shall sublimely sound, and, as if seven

thunders uttered their voices, penetrate the re-

ceptacles of the dead, and call the sleeping na-

tions to the dread tribunal, when those who have

builded on this Rock shall meet in triumph at

the right hand of their Judge, and those who

have neglected and rejected it, on the left ; then
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shall appear the superlative excellency and pre-

ciousness of this glorious foundation. Is it not

valuable? " No mention shall be made of coral

or of pearls." The brilliant " topaz of Ethiopia

shall not equal it ;" nay, its price is immensely

above all the luxuriant delights and glittering

baubles that the earth can afford. Happy the

soul fixed on this basis ! Ruin, inevitable ruin,

awaits all beside ; and, when the rain and storms

descend, and beat upon the house built upon the

sand, it shall tremendously fall, and its infatu-

ated builder with it, into the abyss of wo.

How important, then, my dear friend, that we
know on what ground we stand. How import-

ant that we build upon that Rock, upon which

millions have built, who now sing in triumphant

strains its worth and glory.

I do long to feel the attractions of that cross,

*' where God my Saviour loved and died," and

have my whole soul assimilated to him, who.

went about doing good. O how much might

we do to benefit those around us in soul and

body ! And what sweet felicity vibrates in the

philanthropic breast ! Who that has entered the

unheeded hut of poverty, and poured the illumi-

nating rays of divine truth on its illiterate inha-

bitants, witnessed their anxious tears, and heard

their plaintive, inquiring moans, as they ten-

derly listened to something wondrously new ;
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who, that has supplied the wants of penury and

cheered the heart, throbbing with misery; who
that has smoothed the sufferer's aching pillow,

and|taught him to seek durable riches and righte-

ousness, and aspire after a crown unfading and

eternal, in that world where sickness, sorrow?

and death shall be known no more ; who, that

has tasted of the divine luxury accompanying

a sincere and unostentatious discharge of these

duties, would relinquish it for seats of royalty

and croAvns of gold ? Does it not grieve your

heart, my dear Nancy, to hear some say, in

answer to inquiry, " I cannot go to meeting for

want of decent clothes, 1 have nothing to wear ?"

Ah ! what shall be done ? Must they bid adieu

to the house of prayer, where God often meets

with sinners, and makes them in earnest for the

one thing needful ? But if they took delight in

the worship of the Most High, would they not

be willing to appear in his earthly courts, though

in mean and homely apparel ? I have sometimes

thought, O that my ability were commensurate

with my wishes ; but then I check myself by re-

flecting, that if I had wealth at my disposal, I

might spend it on my lusts. O for a spirit of

weanedness from the world, and devotion to

God. Why do I sit still in slothful apathy, and

spend my precious time in vain, a useless cum-

berer of the ground ? Were I not awfully sunk
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in stupidity, my tears would bedew this paper,

and mix with this ink. O that my head were

waters, and mine eyes a fountain of tears, that

I might weep over this contagious lukewarmness

and sottishness, that not only has overspread

me, but is manifest in many around me, who
have little more of religion than the name,

whose tongues fluently converse on worldly to-

pics ; but let the character of Jehovah, the

charms of Jesus, the sublime realities of eternity,

the ineffable value of the soul, the delightful in-

terests of Zion, the exercises and experiences of

true Christians, and the vast importance of re-

taining, not only the form, but the power, of

godliness—let these be but introduced, and they

are tacit ; and perhaps surprise and chagrin are

depicted in their aspects. When I have spent

whole afternoons in the company of professors,

and have thus seen their volubility on secular

subjects, and on any subjects but the best and

the sweetest, and if any one had courage to ad-

vance this in the most inoffensive and conciliat-

ing manner, no one would kindly second it, but

all seemed eager the first favourable moment to

give it a widely different turn ; O I have pain-

fully reiterated mentally, " Are these Chris-

tians ? have they tasted that the Lord is graci-

ous ? Have they learnt the sweet language of

Canaan? And are they travelling the road to
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Zion ?" Do tell me, my dearly beloved friend,

what you think of such characters. Can religion

dwell in our hearts, and yet never be heard from

our lips ? True, all have not equal freedom in

disclosing their feelings, and conversing on things

pertaining to the kingdom of God ; yet if we

have one spark of grace, shall we not drop a few

words, and talk as much on this as on other

themes ?

I remain your affectionate

Fanny.

00000000oooo

JOURNAL, 1813.

July. O in what language shall I record the

death of my Harriet? Alas, my pen trembles,

my heart bleeds, my eyes are drowned in tears,

my spirit is wounded by an arrow from the Al-

mighty ! How shall I write that name which

has long been bound up in the tenderest fibres

of my heart, while the dearly beloved object that

bore it is no more on earth ? Earth was too

low, too mean a habitation for thy residence,

and thy celestial spirit, tired of all below the

sun, has winged its aerial flight to congenial

climes. No more dost thou wander from thy

native land to the sultry climes of India, nor
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from that ungrateful soil to the distant Isle of

France, conversant with toils, and care, and

sorrow, and tears, ill suited to thy tender health,

and still more tender spirit, for thou hast found

thy everlasting home, where the wicked cease

from troubling, and where the weary are at rest.

No more it remains a question where thou shalt

labour, and whither thou shalt go. For thy

labours, thy wanderings, thy anxieties, and thy

perils received a final termination in the swell-

ings of Jordan, and thy immortal part has found

that rest which shall never be alloyed with a

rising sigh or falling tear—a rest in the bosom

of thy loved Redeemer. Thou hast bidden fare-

well to this adverse clime, to thy sorrowing

partner, thy widowed mother, and mourning

friends, to meet thy Father and thy God, and

kindred spirits, in realms of bliss. Far from

this western world, the land that gave thee birth,

far from thy maternal abode, and the tender

bosom of a beloved mother ; a stranger in a

strange land, thou languishedst on the bed of

death, and closedst thine eyes on things below.

On yonder distant isle thy spirit took its early

flight, and mingled with the inhabitants of

heaven. Strangers hovered o'er thy dying bed,

caught the last beams of thy closing eyes, and

heard the soft concluding accents that quivered

on thy faltering lips, and their tears bedewed
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thy lamented grave. Ah, as if the land of thy

birth could not afford thee a grave, thou hast

found one in a heathen land, over which the

tears of thy mother and thy Fanny cannot flow.

Thy amiable disposition and endearing virtues

shall, however, live in my affectionate remem-

brance, and thy early departure be embalmed

with the tears of friendship, and the sighs of

grief. Long shall my memory retain thy lovely

image, the benignant traces of that countenance,

which now moulders in the ruins of death, and

consecrates the fields of superstition, vice, and

error.

Ah ! I have lost a friend. The universal con-

queror has snatched from my little circle of

friends, one of my best-beloved and most de-

serving. The cold hand of death has levelled

my Harriet with the dust, and laid her body be-

neath the clods of the valley.

Ye poor pagans ! let floods of sorrow roll down

your sable faces for one who loved you. For

you she bade her friends adieu ; for you she

was tossed on the wide Atlantic ; for you she

became inured to hardship and wo ; and for you

she paid the debt of nature in a far distant and

unfavourable clime.

Ye Christians ! followers of her to a kingdom

of glory, drop one tear over her early exit, and

emulate with zeal her example of humble piety.
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christian fortitude and cheerful self-denial, and

rejoice in the prospect of hailing her happy spi-

rit in the New Jerusalem.

Ye dead sinners ! weep not for her, but for

yourselves ; for she deplored your w'retchedness ;

she prayed and toiled for your everlasting good,

and fain would her benevolent soul have snatched

you from the precipice on which you totter, and

established your feet on a rock, firmer than the

pillars of the universe, and durable as eternity

itself.

Ye tender relatives and affectionate friends !

let the thought of her consummate bliss and im-

mortal glory console your anguished spirits, and

impart serenity and peace to your bleeding

bosoms. From yonder hill of Zion, she speaks

in accents of mild affection and soothing tender-

ness, " Dry up your falling tears, compose your

restless passions with holy assiduity ; follow me
as far as I have followed my blest Redeemer,

and prepare to meet me where my Saviour and

my God for ever dwell."

With pensive pleasure 1 review the days of

other years. My officious memory re-traces those

scenes and joys departed never to return ; but

which are engraven in indelible characters on

my heart, and shall often be the theme of my
meditations. In the literary seminary in the

beloved Bradford, T found my Harriet, of con-

K
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genial sentiments and feelings, and capable of

all the sensibilities and refinements of amity ;

and with her I commenced that intercourse of

heart with heart, and interchange of mutual en-

dearments, which many years and many vicissi-

tudes served but to cement, corroborate, and

improve. Auspicious summer ! grateful is the

recollection of thee to my burdened heart. How
often in reciprocal embraces did we traverse the

verdant groves, conversing on the interests of

Zion, and things pertaining to the kingdom of

God, on the celestial beauties of our Immanuel,

and the ineffable worth of our immortal souls.

Ah, how little did we then think, that mighty

waters, and trackless forests, and towering moun-

tains, were to separate our mortal frames, and

debar a pleasurable interview. How little did

I think that thou wast to tread a path, untrod-

den by the fair daughters of Columbia, a path

strewed with peculiar and heart-appalling trials,

and through so many foes and tiresome trials

force thy way to the haven of rest. How little

did we think, that in the far-distant Isle of

France thou wast to close thy eyes on things

below, and open them in eternal day. But though

thy first and earliest friends witnessed not the

last scene of thy mortal sufferings, nor smoothed

thy dying pillow with their lenient sympathies

and efforts, yet we trust the bosom of Jesus was
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thy rest, his heavenly smiles thy solace, and be-

nignant angels thy guard ; and thus attended

and supported thou "didst greet the peaceful port

of heavenly rest.

Happy spirit, I congratulate thy safe accession

to immortal joys. O may I meet thee on that

blissful shore, where the parting sound and tear

are known no more, where all the favoured in-

habitants are cemented in the most endearing

and everlasting bonds, in the presence of that

Jesus who is all in all. O may the friendship

formed in these frigid regions, be transplanted

to heavenly climes, and there glow with immor-

tal ardour, and burn with a purified and exalted

flame beneath the beams of the Sun of Righte-

ousness, and surrounded by all the transcen-

dently glorious beauties of the celestial Paradise.

O, may I join my humbler voice with thine,

ia everlasting strains of melodious praise, and

vie with seraphim and cherubim in one harmo-

nious concert of sublime adoration and grateful

homage to Him that sits on the throne and the

Lamb for ever and ever.

Well, my dear Harriet, I leave you there ; and

when all the transient joys and sorrows of this

mortal life shall cease to interest me, when my
spirit is just ready to loose from earth, and

commence its flight through the vast regions of

boundless space, O, may you hail its introduc-

K 2
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tion to that bright world, where you have arrived

to spend endless ages in rehearsing the wonders

of redeeming love.

Ah, how many fervent prayers have been

lodged in the courts of heaven for my dear Har-

riet, while she was beyond their reach, employed

in cheerful praise. Well, they shall not be lost,

if offered in real faith and sincerity. But though

I supplicate for her no more, yet, O, let me not

cease to remember the little mission in which

she was so ardently interested, and which she

bore on her heart, when almost overwhelmed

with personal trials. Let me not forget perish-

ing pagans, whose hapless state she so patheti-

cally deplored, and whose immortal salvation she

longed to secure. Let me not forget to deposit

her letters in my heart, as the surest pledge of

our reciprocal affection, and the lively transcript

of the interior recesses of her breast. Farewell,

this theme ! I drop my pen, and sigh, Adieu!

Letter to Mrs. Atwood, of Haverhill, and her

Daughters.

Beverley, July 27, 1813.

O, MY dear Mrs. Atwood, I knov/ not how to

address you on that heart-rending event which
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drowns my eyes in tears, and suffuses my soul

in sorrow ; but which you must feel in all its

ineffable and overwhelming poignancy. Our

dearly-beloved Harriet has quitted this nether

world and all its chequered vicissitudes, joys,

and sorrows. From the celestial hill of Zion,

smilling with joy, she takes a retrospect of the

dangers, the toils, and the troubles of her earthly

pilgrimage, all happily past, and all contributing

to brighten her crown of glory, and enhance her

felicity. With what raptures does she strike

her golden lyre to Immanue/s praise, and in

notes divinely seraphic celebrate the wonders of

redeeming grace and almighty love, absorbed in

the full blaze of consummate beauty, and un-

created glory. With what admiring ecstasy

must she gaze on the splendours of Deity, and

enjoy the beams of the Sun of Righteousness,

and, wrapt with an immortal flame, soar from

glory to glory, making nearer and nearer assi-

milations to infinite excellency,—capacitated for

continual and endless progression and enjoy-

ment. O, the millions and millions of pure and

refined delights, that fill her immortal soul,

adequate to all its boundless desires, and durable

as its existence !

May we, my dear Mrs. Atwood, be prepared

to greet her happy spirit on that peaceful shore,

where those who have here been cemented in

K 3
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Christ shall enjoy a union unspeakably tender,

sublime, endearing, and eternal. Yes, if Chris-

tians, we shall ere long be done with all the

toils and trials of the wilderness, and in the

New Jerusalem meet all our pious friends, and

spirits of just men made perfect, to part no more

for ever.

Great is your trial, and indescribably tender

and distressing must be your feelings. Gladly

would I pour into your bleeding bosom the balm

of Gilead, and wipe the anguished tears from

your swollen eyes. But the hand that has

wounded alone can heal. God is able to give

you strength adequate to your day, and by the

communications of his grace and love, cause you

ever in this night of affliction to sing his praise.

O that his tender hand may bind up your broken

spirit, and be your stay and support in the house

of your pilgrimage. He does not willingly afflict

nor grieve the children of men ; and he has con-

solingly promised that all things shall work for

good to them that love him. O that he may

give you the oil of joy for mourning, and the

garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness, and

cause you to glory in tribulation. Your trial, with

all its distressing circumstances and aggrava-

tions, was ordered by him in infinite wisdom and

mercy ; and the Judge of all the earth has done

right. The dispensations of his providence are
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often mysterious ; but we ought to rest assured

that he knows what is best, and that his ways

are just and equal. Let me request you to di-

rect your weeping eyes to the bleeding summit

of Calvary ; and there behold the blessed Jesus

in the agonies of death ; insulted, despised, and

contemned, and offering up his life for the sal-

I vation of rebel worms. May you leave your sor-

rows and your griefs at the foot of the cross,

rejoicing that you are counted worthy to suffer

for Christ's sake. O that you may lean your

weary head on the bosom of Jesus, and there

sweetly repose all your tears and groans. He
can be touched with a feeling of your infirmities,

knows how to pity, how to succour you ; and

by the sweet visits of his love can impart rich

consolation to your soul, and change your pen-

sive complaints into songs of admiring gratitude

and praise. " The Lord liveth, the Lord reign-

eth." He governs all things in the wisest and

best manner, and he ever lives to protect his

cause, to bless his children, and to be their un-

failing portion, when earth shall be on fire, and

time swallowed up in eternity.

I lament my inability to comfort you ; but I

pray that he who is the Fountain of living wa-

ters, the God of all comfort, and giver of every

good and perfect gift, may suit his comforts and

supports to your wants and necessities, make
K 4
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you an illustrious example of patience, submis-

sion, and cheerful acquiescence, a rich and last-

ing blessing to your family, the Israel of God,

and a world lying in wickedness ; and at last

receive you to the sublime entertainments, and

transporting felicities of his heavenly kingdom.

Your very affectionate, but unworthy, friend,

Fanny.

My dear young friends, sisters of my beloved

Harriet, and fellow-travellers with me to the

eternal world, receive a few affectionate lines

from a heart that loves you, and longs for your

immortal good. Consider your awful state by na-

ture, and your exposedness to the wrath of an

angry God. You stand on the verge of a long

eternity, and while out of Christ you totter on a

precipice, from whence you may tremendously

fall into the gulf of remediless perdition and

despair. A few more short days, and you will

cease to be interested in all that's done on earth ;

nay, this night your souls may be required of

you, and your eternal destiny be fixed beyond the

possibility of a change. O that I could describe

to you the awful solemnities of a dying hour,

and the amazing realities of a future world ! O
that I could tell you, in language equivalent to
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the reality, the worth of your souls, and the im-

portance of securing their salvation ! Now, now,

is the accepted time ; the precious opportunity,

which, if you do not seize and improve, endless

ages hence you may bewail and lament, in all the

horrors of remorse and anguish. I beseech you,

defer not one moment longer. If you value the

happiness of heaven, a happiness that shall sur-

vive the ruins of the world, and flourish immor-

tal in the celestial Paradise, a happiness inter-

minable as the desires of your souls,—if this is

valuable, O strive to obtain an unalienable title

to it. You have every inducement now to for-

sake your sins, and engage in the employment

of angels, and partake of the joys of heaven.

You have had one warning after another, and

will you turn a deaf ear to them, and go on

treasuring up wrath against the day of wrath,

till you are beyond the reach of mercy? I conjure

you not to act so preposterous, so criminal, so

ruinous a part ! Embrace the offers of mercy, and

fly with celerity to the ark of safety—the arms

of Christ. Listen to the voice that speaks from

the far distant grave of Harriet, in accents unut-

terably emphatical ; " Be ye also ready, for in

such an hour as ye think not, the Son of man

cometh." Work while the days lasts, for the

night of death cometh, wherein no man can work.

Lay up your treasure in heaven, and prepare to

K 5
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meet your God. Do you not wish to die serenely,

as she did, with a hope full of immortality ? Do
you not wish to meet her in that blest world,

where she has arrived, and join in the beatific

song of Moses and the Lamb? Why then will

you not repent? why will you not bow to the

sceptre of Jesus, and deposit your souls in his

dear faithful hands, and engage in his delightful

service ? O that I could prevail on you so to do.

O could I speak in the language of eternity, in

what glowing colours would I delineate its sub-

lime realities, and how would I urge you to make

immortality your blessing, not your everlasting

curse. My beloved friends, these are not mere

chimeras and visionary flights : no, they are tre-

mendous truths, and ere long we shall feel them

in all their energy and force. O then let them

sink with all their weight into your hearts, and

urge you to an immediate preparation for death

and judgment. Give not sleep to your eyes, nor

slumber to your eyelids, till you have secured an

interest in the great Guardian of Israel, whose

watchful eyes never slumber nor sleep. The

smiles of approving Heaven are of infinitely

more worth than millions of worlds—can sweeten

all your trials, check your rising tears, calm your

heaving sighs, smooth your descent to the lonely

grave, and crown you with a paradise of rich and

ever-blooming beauties and perennial joys. Trea-



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 203

sure, I entreat you, the instructions of your dear

departed sister in your hearts, and transcribe

them into your lives. O may you, in unison with

her and all the musicians around the celestial

throne, in one glorious band, sing praises to

Zion's King for ever and ever.

I most sincerely sympathize with you all, in

the deep affliction which immerses you in gloom,

and hope you will come out of the furnace refined

and purified. Letters from all of you would be

peculiarly grateful to my heart. I request you

to excuse my freedom and inaccuracies, as I have

written in much haste. Your very affectionate

friend,

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss M. S., of Chelmsford.

Beverleyy August 6, 1813.

My dear and much loved Miss S.,

My earliest acknowledgments and ardent

thanks are due for your very affectionate and

obliging letter, and the freedom with which you

have opened your heart to one who will cheer-

fully reciprocate your confidence, but laments her

inability to establish, strengthen, stimulate, and

direct you as she ardently wishes. You do not

appear to enjoy that clear evidence of your union,

to Christ, and those elevated and rapturous
K6
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feelings, with which you have formerly been

favoured in some previous moments, and for

which you now aspire ; yet I trust you retain a

comfortable hope, that you have passed " from

death unto life." I think we are too easily elated

with raised atTections ; and then, when they sub-

side, though we may be equally in the exercise of

grace, unreasonably depressed ; whereas we
ought to regard more the habitual disposition of

our minds. Frames and feelings are variable

and inconstant ; but God never changes. I do

believe it would be better with us generally, if

we kept Christ more in view, and lived more

simply and entirely on him, and less engrossed

with our little selves. Let us, my dear friend,

strive for a confidential trust in him, and solid

evidence that we are his disciples ; and then let

not every discouraging appearance, every temp-

tation of the adversary, disconcert, and unsettle

our minds, and throw us into yielding timidity

and gloomy despondency. The best way to get

rid'of our doubts and fears, is to engage reso-

lutely in what we know to be duty, however

crossing to our natural propensities : and to re-

nounce all known sin, and to avoid every appear-

ance of evil ; though it should subject us to many

mortifications and trials, like the plucking out

of a right eye, or cutting off a right hand. In

order to Christian enjoyment, much circum-
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spection, watchfulness, and prayer are essentially

necessary. While our course is even, regular,

and humble, we may expect gracious visits from

the Majesty of heaven, and our souls will flourish

as cedars in Lebanon ; but one devious step, one

inadvertent action, may intercept the rays of the

Sun of Righteousness, and involve us in more

than Egyptian darkness. Never, then, never let

us suffer our desires and aspirations towards

God to grow cold and languid; never let our ad-

dresses to Heaven be inconstant, lukewarm, and

formal. Backslidings ordinarily originate in a

failure or negligent and infrequent performance

of those duties which more immediately lie be-

tween God and our own souls, and of whicli no

human eye takes cognizance. When we take

delight in pouring out our souls before God,

when the time allotted to devotion is pleasantly

and devoutly passed, we may be said to make

proficiency in the divine life ; but when we are

reluctant to the duties, of the closet, and glad of

any plausible pretence for omitting them, we may

justly fear that we are in a retrograde motion,

and a dangerous state.

By no means would I insinuate that Christians

do at all times hail the seasons of retirement,

and feel sweet complacency and freedom in their

intercourse with Heaven ; for alas ! their back-

wardness, their coldness, and their deadness are
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often lamentably apparent. But it is certain to

a demonstration, that all true Christians do ge-

nerally love to draw near to God, and hold fre-

quent and pleasurable communion with him;

while they mourn over their wanderings and im-

perfections in the duty. Here I think we may

obtain some light respecting our characters, for

I apprehend that hypocrites pay more attention to

external and moral duties than to those which

are spiritual and secret; and however much they

may do to be seen of men, still they are not

desirous of that honour which cometh from God

only.

My dear Miss S., it is infinitely important,

that we be Christians indeed and in truth,

subjects of the radical change of heart, without

which the benevolent Saviour has declared with

a solemn asseveration, none can enter the

kingdom of heaven. May you, my dear friend,

build your hope on a foundation which will stand

firm and immoveable, when general devastation

and destruction envelop this terraqueous globe,

and the breath of the Almighty extinguishes the

hope of the hypocrite, and sinks him down to

the abyss of wo. Having tasted that the Lord

is gracious, and exulted in the auspicious smiles

of the glorious Immanuel, surely you are under

ten thousand obligations to live entirely devoted

to him, and to glorify him with every breath. O
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magnify, praise, and extol his name and perfec-

tions, and recommend him to all around you, not

only with the eloquence of words, but of actions,

and use all your influence and endeavours to

promote his cause, and advance his kingdom.

Instruct, warn, admonish, and reprove, with all

holy boldness and incontestable argument, as

you have opportunity, without any fear of man,

confiding in the Lord Jehovah ; for in him only

is everlasting strength. Go in the strength of the

Lord God, and he will assist, stimulate, and

accept you ; and who can tell but he may furnish

you with a " word in season," and make you the

happy instrument of saving a soul from endless

death? " They that sow in tears shall reap in

joy." The seed you sow plentifully in faith and

hope, and water with your prayers and tears, may

spring up, when you are removed from earthly

scenes, and yield a luxuriant increase to the praise

of God . What an encouragement is this to active

and indefatigable exertions in the cause of Christ

!

If we would enjoy religion, let us be explicit

and open in our attachment to Immanuel, come

out boldly on the Lord's side, manifesting to all

that we are not ashamed of the cross of Christ,

and that we can cheerfully endure a sneer or a

frown, esteeming the reproach of Christ greater

riches than treasures of gold. Even though

wolves and lions should impede our progress, let



208 MEMOIRS OF

US press forward in the path of duty, " Looking

unto Jesus ;" for vigorous faith in him will sink

mountains into mole-hills, and overcome difficul-

ties and obstructions almost insuperable. ' If

God be for us, who can be against us ?"

Wishing you a seat at the feet of Jesus, I am
your's with sisterly affection,

Fanny Woodbury.

Extract of a JMter to Miss S. P., of Lynnfield.

Beverley, Aug. 26, 1813.

1 DO not feel adequate to the solution of your

important queries, but will suggest a few of my
own ideas, hoping they will not be incompatible

with Scripture. I apprehend a Christian may be

disposed to conform to the world, and to partake

in its vanities, and even prefer the company of

the great and gay to that of the meek and lowly

disciples of Christ. But it must be, when the

gracious affections of his soul are very low, and

all his desires towards God in a lukewarm and

languishing state. While he thus conducts him-

self, he can have little or no religious comfort,

and all who behold his inconsistent and careless

walk, have reason to call in question all his for-

mer evidences of piety. How dangerous is his
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state. He complies with one solicitation after

another, he allows himself one carnal indulgence

after another, conforms to one worldly requisi-

tion after another, and still descending with the

stream, who knows where it will land him ? My
dear friend, we are not to go to the world, and

see how far it will permit us to follow Christ,

and still retain its friendship. No, we have an

infallible guide and standard to which we must

resort, which lifts its monitory voice, and cries,

" Whosever will be a friend of the world is the

enemy of God." O may we learn to detach our

affections from earth, and rivet them on joy un-

changeable and immeasurable. Yours affec-

tionately. F. W.

Letter to Mr, D S., of Beverley, then at Bradford

Academy.

Beverley, Sept. 29, 1813.

My dear Friend,

With tender anxiety and growing solicitude

for your spiritual welfare, I improve a few hasty

moments in writing to you, imploring the Holy

Spirit to guide my pen to a word in season, and

impress on your heart and conscience the great

truths I suggest. The idea that I am addressing
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an immortal Being;, fills my soul with holy dread,

and urges, irresistibly urges me to plainness

and faithfulness, though I am sensible I can say

nothing but what has been already said to you.

You observe, (ah ! my mind revolts at the

thought,) you observe, " I am fighting against

God." Wo, wo unto him that striveth with his

Maker. Has not God given you life, and has he

not crowned this life with a plenitude of mercies i

Has he not been your Preserver from infancy to

the present moment, delivering you from immi-

nent dangers, seen and unseen, when there was

apparently but a step between you and endless

death*? Has he not opened the gate of heaven,

and exhibited the glories of the upper world,

and offered them to your acceptance, "without

money and without price ?" Has he not discovered

to you the heart-rending miseries of the infernal

pit, the awful and inevitable portion of all who
die in their sins, and besought you to flee for

refuge to the shadow of his wings ? And now as

a return for all his favours and mercies, you hate

him; a worm of yesterday, rebelling against the

Majesty of heaven, that Being who is the centre

of all perfection, glory, and excellence, the

source of all felicity, the fountain of living wa-

ters, the giver of every good and perfect gift,

who sways the sceptre of universal dominion,

* He was in danger of drowning.
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having all creatures and things under his con-

trol, whom cherubim and seraphim, angels

and archangels, and all the glorious spirits of

the redeemed, love, extol, and worship, and be-

fore whose throne they cast their crowns in ador-

ing wonder, ascribing all blessedness, might,

power, dominion and glory, with one vast and

universal concert of praise, to that Being whose

potent arm can crush ten thousand worlds, and

sink his opposers into the abyss of wo ! O then,

rush not on '* the thick bosses of his buckler,"

and provoke not his direful indignation. Throw

down the weapons of your rebellion, and submit

to his righteous goverment. " Acquaint now thy-

self with him, and be at peace, thereby good

shall come unto thee." " Agree with thine ad-

versary quickly, whiles thou art in the way with

him," lest sudden destruction overtake you, and

there be none to deliver. The bleeding Lamb
of God will soon appear as the Lion of the tribe

of Judah, roaring for his prey, pouring anguish,

despair, and wrath in one impetuous torrent, on

all those who would not have him to reign over

them. He now sits on a mercy seat, and in the

most alluring accents invites you to his arms ;

but soon he will ascend his dread tribunal ; and

then he will consign all his incorrigible enemies

to the mansions of despair. From those dreary

abodes they cast their mournful eyes across the
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impassable gulf, and viewing the golden harps

and immortal crowns of Paradise, their souls

are filled with keener anguish, and the torment-

ing reflection of what they have procured by

their wretched folly, stings them to agony, mad-

ness, and rage. No drop of water cools their

scorched tongues ; no beam of consolation sooths

their haiTowed spirits ; no ray of hope mitigates

the horror and darkness of that prison. O my
friend, are you travelling that broad road that

conducts to all this misery ? Change your course

then, I beseech you, change your course instant-

ly ! Escape for your life from this devoted Sodom

;

look not behind you, slacken not your pace, till

you reach the place of safety.

Do you feel poor, and wretched, and misera-

ble, and blind, and naked ? Go then to the sin-

ner's Friend, and at the foot of the blood-be-

sprinkled cross, find a tranquil refuge for your

weary soul. Go to Gilead's Physician : give

yourself up to his care ; submit to his directions,

follow his prescriptions ; and your diseased soul

will be in health and prosper. I entreat you to fly

from impending wrath to the only ark of safety.

By the goodness, forbearance, and mercy of God ;

by the tremendous scenes exhibited in Gethse-

mane and Golgotha ; by all the endearing pro-

mises of the gospel ; by the heart-appalling thun-

ders of Sinai ; by the unutterable worth of your



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 2!3

never-dying soul ; by the solemnities of death,

judgment, and eternity ; by all that is glorious

in heaven, and dreadful in hell,— I conjure you

this moment to renounce your sins, believe in

Christ, and make a cordial, unreserved surrender

of yourself to him. Remember the Spirit will

not always strive. Christ will not always stand

and knock. God will not always wait to be

gracious. You have had many monitory calls,

many precious opportunities, many kind invita-

tions ; and if you do not improve them, you may
never have any more ; you may provoke God to

take his Spirit from you, and leave you to walk

in the sight of your own eyes, and after the ima-

gination of your heart. This is the precious,

seasonable moment in which you may rejoice in

the favour of God, triumph in the heavenly

smiles of the divine Redeemer, in the cheering

presence of the Holy Comforter, and call the

joys of heaven your own.

But perhaps you have a hope that you have

embraced the blessed Jesus, and become recon-

ciled to God. If so, let me humbly request you

to examine and scrutinize that hope, and be sure

it is warranted by the only infallible criterion

—

the word of God, Beware of building on a sandy

foundation, lest, when the rains and storms de-

scend and beat, it should give way, and leave

you in confusion and consternation. Strive
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to obtain those evidences for heaven, which

shall elevate your sinking spirits in the Jordan

of death, and stand the test of the last judgment.

Build your hopes for eternity on the immovable

Rock of Ages ; and you shall be safe in the awful

hour of death, amidst the tremendous convul-

sions of the last day, and through the rounds of

endless ages. Realize your utter nothingness

and insufficiency, and the all-sufficiency, ful-

ness, and beauty of Immanuel. To those that

believe, Christ is unspeakably precious. Do you

then, my friend, discern his loveliness, excellen-

cy, and amiableness ? and, renouncing every other

dependance, do you rest entirely on him, and

trust only in his righteousness and merits ? Do
you love the holy character of God as delineated

by the pen of inspiration ? do you rejoice that

he reigns ? and do you hate all sin, because of

its contrariety to his holy law ? If you possess

these characteristic marks of the true disciples

of Christ, you may take courage, and go on

your way rejoicing. It would gladden my heart

to see you coming up to the help of the Lord

against the mighty, and joining the little com-

pany of pilgrims, steering to Canaan's happy

land.

If then you have reason to think you are one

of the number, take heed and shun every de-

vious step, and every crooked path, and labour
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to be deep in penitence and humility, looking

continually to Jesus. Remember you have no

inherent power by which you can fight the Chris-

tian warfare ; but you need fresh and constant

supplies, and must be always a beggar at the

throne of grace. Use great caution ; be circum-

spect ; avoid all known sin ; enter not into temp-

tation ; be fervent, persevering, and constant

in your supplications to Heaven, and do all with

a single eye to the glory of God, and in the name
of the Lord Jesus.

As I know not the state of your mind, I have

touched upon a variety of subjects, and you will

probably find some things applicable. If I have

been too harsh and severe, forgive me. This let-

ter has been written in great haste, part of it in

the silent hours of night, when sleep had closed

almost every eye ; which must apologize for its

imperfections, and the badness of the writing.

If you can read it, and find one word conducive

to your good, I shall think it an ample compen-

sation ; and may the glory be all given to Him
who deserves it. Please to write very soon

the feelings of your heart. Most alfectionate

regards to all my dear Bradford friends, parti-

cularly those with whom, you reside.

Yours, &c.,

. Fanny Woodbury.
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Letter to Miss B. P. of Danters.

Beverley, Oct. 23, 1013. Saturday-eve.

My dear Betsy,

As the evening drew its sable curtains over

our w^estern horizon, I thought my heart rejoic-

ed, and I could say to all my terrestrial employ-

ments and pursuits, as Abraham said to his ser-

vants, " Abide ye here, while I go yonder and

worship." How sweet it is to leave the world

behind, to forget we are inhabitants of this com-

fortless clime, and with an eye of faith pierce

the intercepting veil of mortality, and range the

fields of ether ; and placing ourselves before the

throne of the Eternal, mingle with the spirits of

the just, and with rapturous wonder and sweet-

est melody rehearse the glories of almighty grace,

and make heaven's high arches reverberate with

our songs of praise. Such mental and devotional

excursions make palatable the bitter waters

of Marah, lighten every cross, sweeten every

trial, and smooth the rugged road which leads to

heaven. After such favoured seasons, how in-

vulnerable are our hearts to the allurements of an

insidious world, to the solicitation of sinful plea-

sures, and to all the wiles of a subtle adversary

!

and how are we almost ready to bound over the

intervening years of our pilgrimage, and cry,
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'•'Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly." But ah!

how soon do we descend from the summit we

had gained, and lose the heavenly relish, and

become accessible to the grovelling charms of

this sinful state !

What an inconsistent creature is man ! Who,

that hears a Christian converse on the glories of

heaven, on the beauties of Immanuel, on the

wonders of redeeming love, would not imagine

him insensible to human grandeur, honour and

applause, regardless of reproaches, calumnies,

and frowns, and proof against temptation ? But

this very person you may see the n^xt moment,

ambitious of the honour that comes from man,

seeking after distinctions and emoluments with

avidity, complying with the voice of the tempter,

and thoughtless of his God and his duty, as if

this were his home and his portion. So foolish,

deceitful, and unstable is the heart of man, and

so essentially necessary is the grace of Omni-

potence, the quickening, enlivening influences of

the Holy Spirit, that we have continual need to

look to heaven for help, and say to God with the

Psalmist, " Hold thou me up, and I shall be

safe." We have no inherent power to stand

our ground, or take one step forward in the path

of duty, independent of the assisting grace of

God. The work of salvation from first to last

is the work of that uncreated power, which

L
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spake the earth out of nothing, and man from

earth ; and no power inferior to that, can new

create any of our lapsed race ; nor, after grace

is infused into the heart, maintain its life. The

same almighty arm which snatched the sinner

from the burning lake, must be constantly exert-

ed to keep and uphold him, till he arrives at his

journey's end, and on the peaceful banks of de-

liverance, swells the chorus of heaven.

The precious, precious religion of the cross,

is the only one that can meliorate the obliquities

of nature, subjugate the turbulent passions of

the mind, purify and sanctify the heart, and dif-

fuse peace, harmony, and love through the soul ;

alleviate and support under trials, destroy the

sting of death, and open the gate of the New
Jerusalem. " Here is firm footing, here is solid

rock ; all is sea besides."

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss M. S., of Chelmsford.

Beverley, Oct. 29, 1813.

As I again direct my thoughts to Chelmsford,

my heart solicitously inquires into the concerns

of my beloved fellow-pilgrim there, and tenders

its most ardent and affectionate wishes for her

progress in the Christian race. May smiling



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 219

Heaven shed lustre on the narrow path, strew its

rugged way with Eden's blooming flowers, and

Eshcol's pleasant grapes, and gild its closing step

with the full rays of an immortal sun. May

this find you, my dear sister, not like Martha of

old, cumbered with the affairs of this vanishing

world ; but, like gentle Mary, at the feet of your

beloved Redeemer, imbibing his spirit, and

drinking his instructions, and solacing yourself

under the banner of his love. If, as I devoutly

trust, you are steering your course to the hill of

Zion, O may you accelerate your pace, and climb

with more than mortal speed, the steep ascent.

Let not your heart faint because of the way. It

is indeed a way ungrateful to carnal sloth and

security, formidable to pride, ambition, and lust

—a way beset with snares, stratagems, and diffi-

culties, troubled with numerous, potent, and

malicious enemies, and lined with sorrows and

tears. But it is the way Heaven has marked

out. It is sanctioned by the Captain of our sal-

vation, crimsoned with the blood of the mar-

tyrs, traversed by all the redeemed in glory, and

now trodden by every saint on earth. It is per-

fumed with the merits of Jesus, smoothed with

watchfulness and prayer, sweetened with the pro-

mises of the gospel, illumined with the light of

heaven, and terminates in paradise. O my
friend, it is a good way. The longer you walk

L 2
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in it, the better you will lovo it, the happier and

the easier you will go on.

But you will recollect that the arm of the

Lord is your strength, and that you cannot take

one step, nor even stand the ground you have

gained, but by the special assistance of almighty

grace. O how often do we stumble and fall

through self-dependence, self-love, and self-suf-

ficiency, and thereby grieve the blessed Jesus,

and bring leanness into our souls ; and surely,

if superior power did not raise us, we should

there remain, wallowing in the slough of des-

pond, and sinking deeper and deeper in the mire ;

or, reaching the city of destruction, take our

station there, with wrath impending over our

guilty heads. But, blessed be God, that he is

engaged to perfect the work which he begins,

and that by a mighty power and stretched-out

arm, he will bring all his soldiers from the field

of battle with songs of victory on their lips, and

triumphant joy in their hearts. A true Christian

may fall frequently—may fall grievously, but

shall never fall finally. O no. The grace, the

love, the power, the faithfulness, of Jesus, are

engaged to bring every new-born soul home to

glory in defiance of all the hosts of hell.

Come then, my dear fellow-traveller, forget

your fears and toils, and unite with your un-

worthy Fanny in admiring the riches of redeem-
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ing blood, and the wonders of a wonder-working

God. If we are in Jesus, we are bound to a hap-

pier world, where the heart shall never beat but

with joy and rapture ; where the voice shall never

sound but with songs of bliss ; where the coun-

tenance shall never appear but with ineffable

))eauty and splendour ; where the feet shall ne-

ver walk but on the crystal pavement of heaven.

There the weary pilgrim rests from his labours,

at an eternal remove from all the inquietudes of

this mortal life, and all the varied changes of

this chequered scene. No fear rises in his bo-

som, no tear trickles in his eye ; for all the

powers and faculties of his nature are so many

avenues of delight. Wherefore, we will " com-

fort one another with these words."

But who purchased all this felicity ? Who
opened the door of heaven, which the apostacy

of man had barred ? Let Calvary speak. On the

cross erected there, hangs suspended between

heaven and earth, the Lord of glory, bleeding,

groaning, gasping, dying ! Ye daughters of

Jerusalem, well might ye weep at a scene so un-

paralleled, and so tragical ! Well might the sun

withdraw his beams, when his Maker languish-

ed in the sleep of death. From that cross, trem-

bling with agony, and covered with blood, sal-

vation smiles on guilty man ; and the light of

heaven beams resplendent on a dyiiig world.

L 3
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Jesus ! name divinely sweet ; let the shining se-

raphs above sound it through the realms of bliss,

and set it to every golden harp. Let mortals

catch the fire, and tune their feebler voices to

celebrate its praise. Let it be our glory and our

boast entwined around our hearts, and more

grateful to our ears than the sound of music. O
that my heart were of flesh ; that it might burn

with love and gratitude, and melt with holy

compunction and penitential sorrow. But ah !

its adamantine hardness causes me many a bit-

ter sigh and falling tear, and often clouds my

brow with gloom. But I will still rejoice, my

dear friend, that I know who can soften it, that

Jesus is exalted to give repentance and remis-

sion of sins, and that the blood which once burst

from his sacred body, and has washed away

mountains and mountains of iniquities, still re-

tains its powerful efficacy. When you are look-

ing to him do not forget me. Entreat of him

to clothe me with humility, and satisfy my hun-

gering, thirsting, fainting soul with righteous-

ness. He fills the poor with goodYhings, while

he sends the rich empty away. They that wait

on him shall renew their strength, and he will

manifest his power in their weakness, guide

them by his Spirit, perform all the work for

them and in them, and at length receive them to

his heavenly rest. Fanny Woodbury.
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JOURNAL, 1813.

Nov. 5. Since I last wrote, my very greatly

and justly beloved Mrs. Francis has reached her

wished-for home. Through months of pain and

weakness, I witnessed her patience, resignation,

and serenity, and listened to an unreserved dis-

closure of her trembling fears, her joyful hopes,

and heavenly prospects. My familiar intercourse

with her during her sickness, endeared her to

my heart, and gave me a lively idea of her Chris-

tian attainments, almost unknown before. I

conceive her to have been eminently meek,

humble, and benevolent ; one that made eon-

science of duty, and lived devoted to God in sweet

retirement. Ah ! how often have I grasped her

feeble hand, gazed mournfully on her languid

countenance, while her eyes, full of animation,

indicated her attention to every observation, and

also the tranquillity and peace of her mind. It

is done ; cruel death has executed his commis-

sion, has torn her from all earthly ties, and borne

her to her Saviour and her God. I cannot for-

get to cherish her dying words, and prize as a

treasure the familiarity with which she favoured

me ; and, if I was a mean of affording her one

gleam of comfort and support, I value it more

than rubies ; and Lt all the glory ascend to God.

L 4
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Letter to Miss N. J., of Beverlet/.

Beverley, Nov. 181B, Monday,

It is with a trembling heart, and emotions

almost unknown before, that I now accost you,

my dear Nancy; and O that I had the pen of a

ready-writer, to give you a faint transcript of

my feelings ; but to express them adequately is

a task not to be executed.

Does it not animate you to hear of the pros-

perity of Zion, and the advancement of the Re-

deemer's kingdom ? Would it not cause your

heart to beat with joy to see careless souls, for

which Immanuel bled and died, awakened to

anxious concern, and solicitously inquiring,

what must I do to be saved ? Then, my beloved

friend, you will take a lively interest in what I

am aboutto relate ; you will share in my joy, in

my hopes, and my fears. For some time past,

those whom I have esteemed real Christians,

have appeared to awake from their slumbers,

have had great desires for a revival of religion,

and have felt in a greater degree the importance

of earnest intercession at the throne of grace.

A precious few (O were their number increased !)

have witnessed, with deep concern, the "signs

of the times," have sighed and cried for the abo-

minations that abound, have lamented their past
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lukewarmness, and the general carelessness and

stupidity of sinners, and in season, and out of

season, have importunately supplicated the out-

pouring of the Spirit. This is encouraging
;

but I ardently wish that they felt more impressed

witli these things, that they were incessant and

indefatigable in pleading with a prayer-hearing

and prayer-answering God.

Three or four females, who for years have had

partial convictions, and felt from time to time

the inestimable worth of their immortal souls,

and the necessity of a change of heart, have evi-

dently become more seriously impressed. Their

countenances discover the anguish of their hearts,

and they wonder at their past indifference and

unconcern. One of these I conversed w ith last

evening. I inquired tenderly how she felt. " O,"

answered she, " I cannot tell you how I feel

—

I feel dreadful wicked." She then told me, what

indeed I knew before, that many years ago she

had awakenings and convictions ; that they ter-

minated in comfort ; but that her life had been

such]since,thatshe must admittheconclusion, that

she was an entire stranger to experimental piety.

O could she have the feelings and the exercises of

some, she thought she should have hope. 1 asked

if she had lived Avithout prayer ; she readily rejoin-

ed, " O yes, I have ; and, as I know what you say

to be true, that Christians do love prayer, &c.,
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that makes me think that I never had true reli-

gion. I have grieved the Holy Spirit by my at-

tachment to the world." She said much more

to the same purport; but, as I had not satis-

factory evidence of her being renewed, I did not

dare to administer consolation. So, after expa-

tiating on the vast importance of being created

anew in Christ Jesus, bringing into view some

distinguishing marks, by which she might try

herself, &c., I took my leave. Her daughter,

once volatile and stupid, is much distressed. Her

flowing tears and heaving sighs, evince the grief

that dwells within. I have frequent interviews

with her ; but I fear her convictions are merely

legal. She feels no opposition to God, and the

peculiar doctrines of the gospel ; has but little,

if any, view of the horrid nature of sin, and the

desperate wickedness of her heart ; but feels that

her soul is precious, that it is her duty to love and

serve God, and be a Christian. I alM'ays endea-

vour to represent, as forcibly as possible, her

awful state by nature, her exposedness to the

wrath of God, her aggravated guilt, the import-

ance of immediate repentance and application to

the blood of Christ, the realities of the invisible

world, &c. Some, I suppose, would be for heal-

ing the sore. But is it not proper to fix, if pos-

sible, a sense of sin on her conscience, and in-

crease her convictions ? I fee! that I am ig-no-
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rant as a beast, but I would not for the woiid

cry, " Peace, peace," where God has not spoken

it. O pray for me, that I may have an insight

into the complicated windings and shiftingsof the

human heart, and an acquaintance with spiritual

experiences, that I may be qualified to speak a

word in season to the various cases I meet with,

but especially that, after preaching to others, I

myself may not be a cast-away.

Wednesday morn. Nothing more especial, my
dear Nancy. We had a meeting last eve, in

which stillness and solemnity prevailed. Re-

specting a reformation, fear and hope alternately

agitate my breast ; though in this I rejoice that

the Lord reigns, that the residue of the Spirit

is with him, and that he has a sovereign right to

pour it out when and where he pleases. O that

he would make bare his potent arm here, and

get himself a great name by the triumphs of his

grace, and displays of his mercy, that we might

see his goings forth among us, conquering and

to conquer.

Accept, dear Nancy, these hasty lines. Pray

for us. Pray for unworthy me. Yours in love.

F. W.

I. 6
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Letter to Miss C. G., of Bradford.

Beverley, Dec. 27, 1813.
My dear Charlotte,

As far back as my memory can trace, things in

this place never appeared more favourable in

religious concerns, than at the present critical,

important period, A few^ dear precious souls,

for a number of weeks have realized the neces-

sity of awaking from sleep, and using every

effort for a revival ; have mourned tenderly over

the coldness and stupidity that prevail, and at

the throne of grace have been ardent and impor-

tunate, that God would appear to build up Zion.

A female prayer-meeting has been recently

formed, which I consider peculiarly auspicious

to the cause of that God who heareth prayer.

This meeting is attended weekly, and consists of

seven in number. The two we have already had

were precious indeed. We hope it will meet

with the approbation of God, and be taken under

his smiling protection.

The Spirit is evidently striving with many
souls, convincing them of their lost and wretched

state by nature, and a necessity of a renewal of

their hearts. A few are more deeply awakened

and alarmed, fearing their sins are too numerous

and great to be forgiven, that there is tio mercy

for them ; and in their countenances are de-
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picted the grief, sorrow, and distress that rend

their hearts. One young man is hopefully li-

berated from the bondage of sin and Satan, and

goes on his way rejoicing. I had a number of

interviews with him, while under conviction ;

and have also heard him relate what God has

done for his soul. I might detail his conversa-

tion, and answers to my interrogations, did time

permit. He expresses wonder and astonishment,

at his past careless and wicked life, and at the

forbearance and mercy of God, and appears

filled with a sense of the odious nature of sin,

and an ardent desire to honour and glorify his

Maker. If his language is, as I hope, an un-

disguised representation of his feelings, he must

have passed from death unto life. And where

is the benevolent heart, that does not overflow

with joy ? How sweet to behold the weary wan-

derer, harassed with fears, and burdened with wo,

finding an asylum in the ark of safety, and di-

recting his eyes to the blood-stained cross ! Hov\^

delightful to see a returning prodigal added to

the little band of Christian pilgrims, steering

their upward course to Zion's heavenly hill.

But O what must it be when heaven shall re-

sound Avith louder strains of joy over nations

born in a day, millions of happy beings ushered

from darkness to light, blooming in all the

beauties of holiness, and singing the praises of
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their beloved Redeemer ! The saddened heart,

bleeding over the sins and miseries of mortals,

loves to look down the stream of time, and hail

the salvation of a dying vv^orld, behold this vale

of tears, this barren desert, transformed into a

beauteous paradise of love and joy, smiling in all

the light of heaven, and reflecting the image of

Immanuel. Yours affectionately,

Fanny Woodbury.

Note to Miss E. S.,qf Beverley.

Dec. 30, 1813. O my dear Betsy, do you knovf

what trouble is? Your Fanny knows by painful,

incessant experience. My deafness is peculiarly

trying ; the more so, as I long to fly to the abodes

of penury, sickness, and affliction. Will you not

do it for me ? Go then and console the wretched,

warn the stupid sinner, and relieve the indigent.

Can we say we have nothing to give ? Can we

not curtail our expenses ? Can we not lop oft'

some superfluity of dress ? Can we not with our

own hands make garments for the poor ? And

can we not put into their hands some tracts ? We
can visit the rich, the prosperous, the influential.

And can we not visit, counsel, instruct, admonish,

and assist the poor and the needy? My friend,

do not be displeased at my freedom. I speak to

myself also. I feel my own guilt. I feel that I

have been too negligent ; and yet I am in a man-
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ner incapacitated. Tlie wants of the poor are

imperious and numerous, A certain delicacy

prevents many from complaining to others, when

they need help. Shall we indulge in tlie comforts

and perhaps luxuries of life, and other dear

fellow-creatures be destitute of the necessaries ?

True, the wealth of Peru is not ours ; and perhaps

there is little we can call our own. But have we

not two mites we can throw in? and if we are

faithful in that which is little, may not a boun-

teous Providence bless us with more ?

O that we could be ready to every good w^ord

and work. It is but a short winter's day, com-

paratively speaking, that we have to spend on

earth. Opportunities to do good daily occur,

and soon they will be over for ever. Let us then

improve them without delay. " Be ye steadfast,

immoveable, always abounding in the work of

the Lord." I long to see you. Yours in love,

F.

cooooooooooo

JOURNAL, 1813.

Dec. 31. Arrived at the last day of another

year, I pensively resume my pen to write. My
hand is not yet mouldering in the dust, nor my
heart still in death, though the time is near

when this will be the case. Yes, I feel eternity
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to be near, the bar of God in view, and death

advancing with speedy step. The world sinks

in my esteem as less than nothing, unworthy to

occupy a serious thought ; while Christ appears

more exceedingly amiable, his cross dearer to

my heart, and the good of Jerusalem more pre-

cious and desirable.

The year which will soon close, has been

marked with goodness and mercy from above ;

but on my part stained with innumerable sins.

Streams of mercy, ever flowing,

Call for songs of loudest praise.

In connexion with those great spiritual blessings,

which ought ever to warm the Christian's heart,

I have been the recipient of thousands of favours,

which my pen fails adequately to record. My
hearing has been of late very clear, and my

health uncommonly good ; so that I have sat un-

der the droppings of the sanctuary with sweet

delight, and heard many precious discourses

from the legates of the skies, and, I trust, not

altogether in vain. I have had large additions

to the cheering boon of friendship, the zest of

mortal life, in whose society and correspondence

I have oftentimes found a solace to my aching-

heart, and light and direction to my wayward

feet. I have had many religious privileges, par-

ticularly have attended many female meetings,

and on the social altar of prayer and praise have
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had devotional fire inflamed, and felt my heart

to burn within me. A weekly female meeting,

through the good hand of God, is established in

this place for the purposes of prayer, reading

the scriptures, and religious conversation ; and

it is in a fair way to prosper. May the Lord

have it in his holy keeping, and prosper it abun-

dantly with his blessing, and make it the means

of advancing his glory. May every member of

it be a member of his spiritual kingdom, be en-

dued with a spirit of prayer, have liberty of ut-

teranccj and sweet access to God within the veil,

and be prepared to praise him in the upper

regions of endless bliss. May all our hearts %e

knit together by the blood of sprinkling ; and,

when we rest together in the dust, may all our

spirits meet and mingle in the praises and adora-

tions of the heavenly world. We have also fre-

quent evening lectures, and an affectionate rous-

ing preacher ; and several careless sinners are

awakened, and very seriously impressed. And
above all, two or three have been hopefully

brought into the kingdom of Christ, and raised

from death unto life. Our prospects of a refor-

mation are very encouraging, and, I hope, will

not be blasted. O may the Lord appear in his

glory, to build up Zion in these troublous times,

revive his blessed work, and bring glory and

honour to his great name. May he tenderly
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commiserate this afflicted church, appear mer-

cifully in her behalf, and make her a rejoicins^

and her people a joy.

Eve. Well, we have had another little female

meeting, and found it good. And now, perhaps,

I am about to close the last year of my mortal

life. Be it so, if the years that are taken from

the usual term of life, may be added to a happy

eternity ; in that case, come. Lord Jesus, and re-

ceive my spirit.

Jan. 1, 1814. I have entered on a new year;

so have millions whose eyes will be closed in the

sleep of death before its close. Who are the

victims, is known only to Omniscience ; but may

I not be included in the number ? Dear Lord, if

it is enrolled in the book of thy decrees of me,
" This year thou shalt die," O wilt thou gra-

ciously fit me for the event ? Enable me to gird

up the loins of my mind, to grow in grace and

ripen for the celestial world, O grant me a

meetness for glory.

O Lord, if I should be spared this year, or a

part of it, do not let me spend it in sin and use-

lessness, but in thy service, in glorifying thee

and finishing the work thou hast given me to do.

O let large measures of grace be communicated

to me, that I may be filled from thy fulness, and

glorify thee more. O wilt thou lead me, instruct

me, and keep me in the way wherein I should go,
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and throw light upon thy sacred word, that it

may be sweeter than honey or the honey-comb.

Letter to Miss H. P., of Francistown.

Beverki/, Jan. 1814.
My dear, dear Huldah,

We have had one short interview ; and we
shall soon have another, if not in time, yet in

eternity. Yes, I look forward beyond the narrow

bounds of mortality, beyond the short standing

of this earthly globe, to that vast unutterable

period, when the sound of the last trump shall

penetrate the silent mansions of the dead, and

summon the sleeping nations to the bar of Jeho-

vah. O that we may then lift up our heads with

joy, and the sentence, " Well done, good and

faithful servant," salute our ears.

But have we good evidence, that our names

are written in the fair volume of the book of life,

and that we are hastening to that rest Avhich

remains for the people of God ? Alas ! for my-

self I have reason to question, whether Christ

is formed in me, and I belong to his little family.

Can I be a child of God, and possess such a hard

and rocky heart, such a stubborn and rebellious

will, such wayward and unholy passions? Can I

be one of his peculiar people, created in Christ

Jesus unto good v/orks, while I exhibit so little
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of the meekness, self-denial, heavenly-minded-

ness, crucifixion to the world, patience, love,

humility, and devotion, so much inculcated in

the scriptures of truth ? Indeed I am at times

almost ready to give up all hope of having passed

from death unto life, and sit down in disconso-

late wretchedness, despairing of heaven. But

then again a gleam of comfort disperses the

thick darkness, new strength seems to be af-

forded, and I arise from the dust, and run the

good ways of the Lord.

Tuesday, Religious appearance s are very fa-

vourable in this place, and excite us to hope the

Lord will appear to build up Jerusalem. Since

the serious attention commenced, four have

hopefully been made the happy subjects of rege-

nerating grace ; three are now under deep con-

viction, and a number more solemnly impressed.

One young lady has been in very pungent dis-

tress for some days, and her sighs, and groans,

and melancholy countenance, are enough to affect

any beholder. I made her a short visit this

morning, and inquired whether she had any new

views or feelings. " O no," said she, " I am
almost perfectly stupid, and fear I am given over

to hardness of heart, and that there is no mercy

for me." I asked her if she could not surrender

herself into the arms of Jesus, and let him take

possession of her heart ? " Till I do it," answered
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she, " I shall never be happy. But I am so

wicked that I cannot do it, nor repent, nor be-

lieve." She said much more, and in all expressed

a deep sense of the evil of sin, and great views

of her own wickedness, and the justice of God,

should he cast her off for ever. I hope the Lord

will do great things for us, andglorify himself in

building up Zion, and turning sinners to himself.

I earnestly request you to write as soon as

possible a long letter, and tell me all your heart.

I must bid you an affectionate adieu,

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Miss N. IV., of Boston.

Beverleyy Feb. 7, 1814.

My dear and estimable friend,

I KNOW you are a very strong advocate for

female prayer-meetings, and when you learn that

we have formed one in this place, I think your

grateful praises will ascend in unison with mine

to the Giver of every good and perfect gift, and

your ardent prayers for its success and prospe-

rity. Yes, my dear friend, I have now the heart-

felt-pleasure and benign privilege of mingling

with kindred souls, and encircling the social

altar of devotion, while Jehovah bends his ear,

and Immanuel vouchsafes his presence. O that
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our united supplications may reach the court of

heaven ; and in gracious answer, mercies large

and perennial descend upon our guilty globe.

Soon after you left us, feeling very sensibly the

importance of this measure, I determined to

make one vigorous effort, and if I did not suc-

ceed, to give up entirely. But the finger of the

Lord was apparent. Obstacles, before deemed

insuperable, were easily overcome, and difficul-

ties vanished. The dear evening was appointed.

Five of us met in love, and all called on a prayer-

hearing God ; some drops refreshed our trem-

bling souls, and the pilgrim's place of sweet re-

cess was consecrated a Bethel.

We at first agreed that all should verbally

take a part, thinking it conducive to freedom.

But after a number of weeks, some of the sisters

of the church desiring to meet with us, and not

agreeing with us in this point, we reluctantly

submitted to their wishes ; and though we have

double the number, yet we have not had that

unreserved enlargement and engagedness, ex-

cepting one or two evenings.

I have been thus particular, because, I con-

clude, it will gratify the heart of my friend. You

will be anxious to know something relative to

the revival. Many are under serious impres-

sions, and five or six have, it is hoped, forsaken

the gilded vanities and fancied joys of earth, for
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pleasures, pure in their nature, and endless in

duration. Their feet, sinking in the miry clay

of sin, and travelling swiftly the broad frequent-

ed road to the gulf of perdition, have been turned

into the strait and narrow path, which conducts

to regions above. Their eyes glisten with sweet

delight ; their smiling countenances are an in-

dex to what passes within ; and their lips cele-

brate the praises of Immanuel. We do hope that

the Spirit is yet moving, and that we shall see

still greater things than these. For this, let

every Christian frequent the throne of grace.

Indeed, we have much need of a reformation.

O for the out-pouring of the Spirit, plenteous

floods of righteousness, to water the church and

the world, to gladden the hearts of the pious,

and bring glory and honour to God. O what a

glorious day we have in prospect, a day which

shall call a dying world to life, and shed light

and salvation on regions enveloped in the sha-

dow of death. Rapturous hosannahs shall roll

across the oceans, and warble sweetly in every

desert wild. From the lowly hut of the Hotten-

tot, praises shall ascend to the lovely Babe of

Bethlehem. All heaven joyfully looks down on

our happy globe, and tunes anew its golden

fiarps to the wonders of redeeming love.

Pray for me, my dear Miss W., and may Jesus

bless your soul abundantly. Yours, &c.,

Fanny Woodbury.
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Letter to Miss P. B., of Danvers.

Beverlet/, Feb. 7, or 8, 1814.

I READILY join with you, my dear Betsy, in

placing " secret devotion among our principal

duties," and think no one has any reason to con-

clude he is a Christian, if he lives in the omis-

sion of this duty, or performs it habitually in a

cold and formal manner ; I say habitually, for,

alas ! eminent believers are too often languid and

lukewarm. They enter their closets, and shut

the door, but their hearts are glued to this world-

They assume the humble posture of devout sup-

plicants ; but they are weary of being continu-

ally beggars, and secretly wish they had some-

thing to recommend them to the favour of the

Most High, They look towards heaven, and call

on the great and glorious Eternal ; but their

views are clouded and almost bounded by things

that are seen ; their thoughts wandering on for-

bidden objects ; and a thousand vain and foolish

chimeras crowed upon their minds, till, in hurry

and distraction, they willingly conclude. After

such a heartless prayer, ought not, must not,

compunction, self-abasement, and contrition pe-

netrate the cold breast, and cause it to heave

with the most painful emotions ? And when ac-

cess and enlargements again smile on the mourn-
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iiig soul, how delightfully will he love, and

praise, and admire ; how carefully will he guard

every avenue to his heart; how vigorously repel

temptation ; how earnestly watch and pray, lest

he offend his God, and bring leanness and dark-

ness into his soul !

I am more than ever convinced of the utility

of importutiate, J'reqiienf prayer. What God gra-

ciously does in answer to the cries of his children

will never be known, till the judgment-day brings

hidden things to light, and discloses the immu-

table plans, purposes, and procedures of Him
who is " wonderful in counsel and excellent in

working." Were it not for the sweet incense,

which continually ascends to heaven from the

bosom of the Christian, sinners would instantly

sink into the pit of perdition, and the world be

wrapt in flaming ruins. Invaluably precious

are all, whose pious breath perfumes our guilty

globe, and, soaring beyond the skies, sheds

blooming beauties and immortal blessings on

this waste, howling valley of tears. How much

may we benefit our beloved friends in this way.

Unknown to them, and unobserved by mortal

eye, we may increase their pious joy. If they

are oppressed with darkness and afflictions, we
may wipe the tear of sorrow from their eyes,

and cause their bleeding bosoms to realize the

heavenly peace and immortal comforts which

M
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Immanuel bestows. O why are we not more

intimately acquainted with the benevolent duty

of intercession for others ? And why are we not

more sweetly familiar with a throne of grace ?

Communion with God, how ineffably delightful,

how unspeakably honourable ! It is one of the

most precious drops of heaven, that bedews this

dry and distant land, the lenient soother of care,

" the mighty solace of immense distress." It

gives a rich zest to all the numerous blessings

and enjoyments of life. O what an import do

these words convey ;
" Our fellowship is with

the Father, and his Son Jesus Christ
!"

May divine grace animate my dear Betsy,

and enable her to imbue the tender minds of her

young pupils with useful knowledge and true

piety.

Respects to your mother, love to your sister,

and a large share of affection to yourself. Write,

my dear friend, soon to your obliged unworthy

Fanny.

Letter to Mrs. M. C, of Marblehead.

Beterhy, Feb. 12, 1814.

My dear and venerable Mrs. C,

Mr. B. requests me to wTite a few lines to you,

alleging it will give you satisfaction ; and though
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I should esteem it a favour to conduce to your

enjoyment in any way, yet I am loth to believe

I can effect it by my pen.

Standing, as you do, on the brink of Jordan,

in daily expectation of the summons to pass over,

I trust you have good evidence of your title to an

inheritance in the Canaan beyond, and faith to

espy its blessedness and glories. You witness a

good old age, and goodness and mercy have at-

tended you to the present moment. Yet when

you look back, and behold how swiftly your life

has passed, and how chequered with difficulties,

fears, and troubles, I doubt not but you can rea-

dily adopt the language of the patriarch, " Few
and evil have the days of the years of my life

been." Happy is it for the Christian, that he

is not always to wander in this dark and inhos-

pitable wilderness, exposed to enemies, snares

and dangers, and far from the God he loves. No,

his time of trial and probation is short, and, as

he lives a stranger and a pilgrim here, so, when

the shadows of the evening draw ever him, and

his sun sinks to rest, his happy spirit shall find

that better land, where God, and saints, and

angels dwell. There he rests from his labours,

from all his conflicts, trials, and sorrows, and,

leaning on the bosom of Jesus, finds eternal re-

pose and everlasting peace. No subtle tempter,

no insnaring world, no wicked heart to trouble

M 2
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and oppress him. These he left with his expir-

ing breath, and bade them a delightful and end-

less adieu. Holiness and happiness possess his

enlarged soul, and faith, changed into vision,

beholds the glories of Deity, while songs of im-

mortal praise dwell on his tongue. He stands

complete in Christ his Saviour, and love, joy,

gratitude, and hallelujahs, shall form his blest

employ, lasting as eternity.

It is good, my dear friend, to look beyond this

vale of tears into that glorious rest that remains

for the people of God. The prospect of this

cheers us in this distant land, and sweetens our

wearisome pilgrimage below. It is this that

enlightens the night of adversity, and pours con-

solation into the sufferer's cup, while it strength-

ens the fainting traveller by pointing to his eter-

nal home. This has oft raised my spirits, sink-

ing with grief, and eased my heart, oppressed

with fear. But I frequently question whether

this hope is not the hope of the hypocrite, which

shall perish when God takes away the sou!—

a

hope which takes the comfort of the promises,

while it overlooks the conditions. I know it is a

gi'eat thing to be an humble follower of the Lamb,

to have Christ formed in the soul, the evil dis-

positions and lusts subdued by grace, holiness

enstarnped on the heart, and heaven begun be-

low. And doubtless thousands ruin their im-
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mortal souls, by thinking they are something^

when they are nothing, contented with a name

to live while they are.dead, deceiving themselves

by some refuge of lies, and yet vainly imagining

they are going to heaven. But, O, how great

will be their astonishment, consternation, and

misery, when death undeceives them, and opens

their eyes, not in the bright regions of glory, but

in the yawning gulf of black despair. O ! if I

should be deceived and go blindfold to hell,

while my hopes of heaven are firm and bright,

how dreadful will be my condemnation, how ag-

gravated my doom !

But while I see myself a vile and guilty sinner,

I see likewise that Christ is just such a Saviour

as my perishing soul stands in need of, ever way

fit, excellent, and glorious. On "the cross, all

stained with hallowed blood," hangs my hope,

my refuge, my only sure support against despair.

Jesus !—Precious, soul-refreshing, life-giving

name! Let it be sweeter than the sound of music

to our ears, and invaluably dear to our sin-sick

hearts. Christ ! Immanuel is the only physi-

cian of the wounded conscience, the only pass-

port to the favour of God, and the only way to

eternal life. O may we be allured and capti-

vated by his transporting beauties and heavenly

charms, and be favoured abundantly with the

soft whispers of his love and grace. May you,

M 3
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my clear and amiable friend, experience more

and more the riches of his mercy and goodness,

and sitting daily at his feet with Mary of old,

lind his fruit sweet to your taste, and his pre-

sence and smiles your song and your solace in

the house of your pilgrimage. May your declin-

ing days glide sweetly and serenely away, filled

with usefulness, duty, and happiness. May death

advance, stript of his terrors, as a welcome mes-

senger to convey you home ; and, v^^hile his cold

hand presses on your furrowed cheek, may your

moments be gilded with the bright rays of the

Sun of Righteousness, and reflect the joys and

glories of heaven. And when your parting spi-

rit wing^ its upward flight, may it be introduced

into the glorious regions of immortality and

bliss, to unite with the company of the redeemed

in one harmonious and endless song of praise to

the Lamb. To these ardent breathings of my
heart, I think you will add. Amen. Even so be

it, thou lovely Immanuel

!

Please to let me have a respectful and affec-

tionate remembrance to your daughter and grand-

daughters, with wishes for a visit from them. If

you can gain another hand to write, Avhy cannot

you send me some advice and instruction ? Ever

in your best moments pray for your unworthy

Fanny ; and accept this as a small testimony of

her friendship, and Avish to oblige.
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Note to Mrs. H. P., of Bradford, then at Beverk/i-

Sabbath-eve, 1814.

You seem, my dear Mrs. P. exceedingly distress-

ed with a view of your sinfulness, and though

I am far, very far, from that knowledge of my
heart, and that acquaintance with the evil of sin,

you appear to possess, yet I think, for this pain-

ful discovery you ought to be thankful. Will

not your heart always be wicked in this world ?

and do you not daily pray for greater sight of

its vileness ! Arid could you have any evidence

you had repented of sin, unless you had seen its

turpitude and malice? Rejoice, then, evermore.

The religion of Jesus, though it involves trials,

crosses, and conflicts, unpleasant and far from

small, is yet a happy religion, and brings with it

present enjoyment. Do let us seek for a little

of heaven by the way. Let our souls anchor on

the only sure Foundation, and then let Satan

rage and threaten, let the globe shake to its

very centre, and " the wreck of matter, and the

crush of worlds," cover the wicked with con-

fusion and despair, our peace and joy shall re-

main firm, and smiling serenity shall calm our

bosoms. Well, Satan has not long to reign,

and though he devours whom he may, yet not

whom he would. May you lift up your standard

M 4
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against him, and find your Captain helping you

to fight ; and may shouts of victory, victory

through him, soon fall from our lips.

In your best moments supplicate for your

oblifj-ed Fanny.

Note to Mis. H. P., of Bradford, then at Beverle/i.

After the hurry and toil of the day, I hail a

retired moment in my dear chamber, to unfold

my feelings to my beloved sister, and affectionate

fellow-traveller. If you wish to know how my

mind has been employed today, I can tell you

—

much as usual—on the state of religion here^

and the awful coldness of those who have pro-

fessed to have union to our dear Lord Jesus. I

could weep, when I think of the divine injunc-

tion, " Be not conformed to this world ; but be

ye transformed by the renewing of your minds ;"

and almost question whether the eye of the for-

mal professor ever met it. I am decidedly of

opinion, that the check of this revival is to

be ascribed in a degree to those who proclaim

themselves Zion's friends : and if I be the ac-

cursed Achan, alas ! my heart trembles. I would

not for worlds be a mean of retarding this bles-

sed work ; but alas ! I have reason to fear. O
my friend, what shall we do at this critical mo-
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ment ? I long to see Christians take a decided,

bold, and consistent stand on the Lord's side,

and let others see the wide difference between

them and the frozen-hearted formalist. When
the Lord shall come to search Jerusalem with

candles, how many will be discovered to be set-

tling on their lees, and at ease in Zion. For

millions of worlds, I would not be in their case,

and incur their terrific wo. Let me then search

and examine, and rest in nothing short of that

heart-renewing change, which alone secures ac-

ceptance with my Judge. Great is the deceit-

fulness of the heart, and numerous are its refuges

of lies. Who, that knows it, dares to trust it?

I long, as it were, to fly beyond mine to the

adorable Redeemer, and solace myself in his ever

blessed smiles ; but this stubborn and relentless

thing ties me down to dust, and mocks my fond

desires. Well, there are no wicked hearts in

heaven, no cold affections, no earth-born pas-

sions, no evil thoughts ; but all immortal ardour,

love, and delight.

•ooMeocoooo

JOURNAL, 1814.

April 2. I am a wonder to myself ; and I am
such a mystery of mysteries, that I am in doubt

M 5
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what to think of my real state and character, 1

have little, very little, solid evidence of my inter-

est in the promises, and of true and supreme

love to the most glorious and all-perfect Jehovah.

My heart is so basely deceitful, that 1 find it

exceedingly difficult to determine what motives

influence my conduct, and I am sometimes almost

led to think, that I never had one exercise incom-

patible with supreme attachment to self ; that

all the religion I have, or ever had, is a regard

to my own personal interest. Yet I humbly

hope I have seen moments, when self was out of

view, when I could rejoice in the character of

God, and view it as altogether excellent and

glorious, worthy of the love and admiration of

intelligent creatures, and feel perfect complacen-

cy in his universal and sovereign government,

when all his ways and works appeared righteous

and holy, and therein I could take satisfaction.

When sorrow and trouble have thrown a gloom

over my aspect, and sunk my feeble heart, I

could sweetly take comfort from these little

words, "The Lord reigns." This brief sentence,

short yet full, is of more worth, and goes farther

to reconcile the pious person to his condition,

than all the numerous and splendid volumes of

the Vatican*. It supports my mind under pre-

* The Pope's palace, contaiiiing one of tlie richest librariis

i the world.



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 251

sent depression, and alleviates anxiety for the

future ; and O may it ever be my strong hold in

all the adverse and chequered scenes of this tran-

sitory life. My days, I feel, are hurrying- away,

and I am rapidly gliding down the hill of life to

the low mansions of the dead. Yonder is death

waiting for his prey, and the grave opening to

receive me. To mortals, and their cares, and

joys, and trials, I soon shall bid the long fare-

well. Ye, that have seen my eyes suffused in

tears, or sparkling with joy, shall behold them

obscured in the darkness of death ; ye that have

listened to the plaintive moans and cheerful strains

that have flowed from my lips, shall see them

sealed in awful silence, and all my mortal powers

chilled and broken by the ruthless stroke of the

last enemy. No more shall you share with me
in earthly concerns ; no more partake of the boon

of friendship ; but instead of walking hand in

hand in social and endearing converse, you must

follow in funeral gloom the sable ruins of death,,

to the house appointed for all the living. O
may you exult in solid and well-grounded hope,

that what you commit to the noisome grave,

and cover with the dusty clods, shall be raised

in mighty power, and glorious splendour, assi-

milated to Christ's body, no more to see corrup-

tion, but to shine in everlasting vigour, beauty

and glory. Then may you chectc the falling tear,

M 6
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as softly and pensively you visit my grassy rovei"-

ing, and reading from thence the affectionate

address I silently proclaim to you, " Be ye also

ready,"' you will vigorously seek to be prepared

for a lowly bed by my side in kindred dust, that

believing in Him who is the resurrection and

the life, you may confidently look back to the

radiant climes of transcendent glory, where the

righteous " rest from their labours."

O my soul, art thou ready for the assault of

death ? Canst thou meet this grim messenger,

unappalled ; and leave thy companion beneath

the footsteps of thy fellow-mortals, unheeded by

the thoughtless traveller ? How, O how canst

thou meet this mighty conqueror, and submit to

his strange and freezing operations! Canst thou

pass his territories with cheerful step, buoyed up

with the prospect of the rich field of bliss that

smiles beyond, and greets thy closing eye? Say,

my soul, art thou prepared to meet thy God ? to

stand the dread decision of the last great day I

to see thy Judge assume his awful seat, and

award the retributions of eternity ? My God, fit

me for these momentous scenes ; hide me in thy

pavilion ; shelter me beneath thy wings ; and

sprinkle my soul with the rich blood that stained

the cross of Calvary ; that I may meet all these

of mind which no hypocrite ever attained, no

tremendous realities, with that tranquil peace
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worlds of dying pleasures ever bestow, no legions

of infernal spirits take away, no length of ages

impair. O graciously grant me thy glorious

perfections for my feast, thy almighty bosom

for my rest, thy praise for my employment, thy

heaven my home, and eternity the duration of all

Be pleased to shed upon me the riches of thy

grace ; fill my heart with the fervours of holy

love, and abase every high imagination before

thee into nothing. I beseech thee, suitably to

humble me at thy feet, and never let my conduct

or my temper be unbecoming. In spite of what

a flattering world may say, may I ever retain

a low opinion of my best actions and perfor-

mances, viewing them all unworthy the notice

of thy pure eyes, and far below what ought to

come from one so in debt to thee ; and so highly

favoured. O wilt thou favour me with the most

self-abasing views of myself, and with the most

deep and abiding sense of my own utter help-

lessness, vileness, and nothingness, that when-

ever I approach thy mercy-seat, it may be as an

impotent beggar, craving a crumb of mere un-

deserved mercy. I beseech thee at this critical

period, when the voice of adulation sounds in

my ears,* and so many things concur to inflate

* It is probable she here refers to what was said in favour of

a letter of hers, which was published iu the Pauopiist the pre-

ceding February.
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my proud heart, O I entreat thee to subdue every

self-exaltingthought, and clothe me with the lowly

graces of the Spirit. And wilt thou bless the

weak efforts of my pen to the awakening of

Christless sinners, and to the comfort and benefit

of thy humble followers ? O make me an instru-

ment of good in the w^orld, a blessing to some

precious souls, that I may not be a worthless

cipher in creation.

Lcltei' to Miss C. T., of Beverley.

Beverley, April 10, 1814.

My dear, dear Clarissa,

As I highly appreciate your friendship and cor-

respondence, and ardently wish their continuance,

I should esteem it a privilege to address you in

the epistolary way, could the production of my
pen add in the least degree to your edification

and felicity. But, filled as I am with a sense of

my w^eakness and insufficiency, I still know and

rejoice that the Lord can bless the weakest means

to the advancement of his cause, and the glory

of his name ; and to him we look for a bene-

diction upon our mutual communications, that

Ave may be helpers of each other's joy and spi-

ritual good.
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Our wishful eyes seem already to greet the

gliinmerini^ dawn of the latter-day g'^ory, and

with hearts beating high with wondering ex-

pectations we look forward to its meridian

splendour. Glorious period ! big with events

beyond the narrow ken of worms, bring"ing an

immense revenue of praise and glory to the Most

High, and issuing in the everlasting felicity and

excellency of innumerable intelligences ; events

which shall attract the admiring attention of all

the celestial spirits and cause them to celebrate

in higher strains, the mighty displays of all-con-

quering grace. Yes, my dear sister, this apos-

tate earth is to be reclaimed by the povrer of

Immanuel, and constrained to bow in meek

homage at his feet. Though nov/ it is the scene

of wide-spread wretchedness, misery, and sin,

convulsed to its centre with desolating judg-

ments, a Golgotha, covered with the skulls, and

crimsoned with the blood, of slaughtered millions,

yet ere long it shall be tilled with the rising-

glory of our God, and, decked in righteousness,

peace, and holiness, shall reflect the image, and

taste the joys of a fairer clime.

We have pitied and prayed for the millions and

millions of our immortal race, whose eyes have

never glided over the page of eternal truth

;

whose ears have never listened to the messages

of Heaven, who are perishing for lack of vision.
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We have hung in anguish over the dying pagan,

and beheld him pass the dread gulf that separates

time from eternity. To him the dark valley is

not illumined with a single ray of light ; and

gloom impenetrable rests upon the grave. He
sinks into the icy arms of death ; but no light

from heaven cheers his desponding soul. Our

hearts have ached for the youthful widov^', wrapt

in the devouring flames, and for the hapless de-

votees of Juggernaut, submitting to the awful

crush of the ponderous wheel. We have pitied

the sable sons of Africa, torn from all that was

dear in home, and friends and native land, and

burdened with the galling yoke of bondage. We
have felt for the degraded Hottentots, wandering

in the sandy desert, unmindful of a country

flowing with better blessings than milk and

honey.

But these scenes and acts of cruelty, at which

the bosom of humanity bleeds, shall ere long

cease to exist. They shall be swept from the

face of the earth, when the religion of the cross

shall cover all lands. Our God has declared,

(and not one tittle of his word shall fail, he has

declared (that he will give his Son the heathen

for his inheritance, and the uttermost parts of

the earth for his possession ; and that those who

sit in darkness, and the shadow of death, shall

come to the light of religion, and triumph in the
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joys of his salvation. Ethiopia shall stretch out

her hand unto God, and the wilderness shall bud

and blossom as the rose, bearing on her gentle

zephyrs, songs of praise to the Prince of Peace.

Yonder is the lowly hut of the Hottentot, smiling

in peace and righteousness, and triumphing in

the wonders which Calvary exhibits ; while the

sweet incense of prayer ascends to the court

of heaven, and enters the ears of the Eternal.

The temples of superstition shall be consecrated

to Jehovah, where his eyes and his heart shall

be perpetually, where shall stand the legates of

the skies, upon whom admiring crowds shall gaze,

breathing from their grateful hearts, " How
beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of

him that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth

peace, that saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth."

The glorious gospel of Christ shall travel to the

remotest corners of our habitable globe, spreading

life, light, and salvation, far as the curse ex-

tends, and converting the habitations of cruelty

into habitations of righteousness, solitary deserts

into fruitful fields, and the regions of darkness

into a valley of vision. From the east, from the

west, from the north, and from the south, shall

come forth an illustrious army of Christian

champions, ransomed from the ruins of sin and

death, and elevated lo the joys and pleasures

that flow from a fairer clime. The warring na-
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tions, drinking into the sublime spirit of Chris-

tianity, shall drop their feuds and jealousies, and

harmoniously become one in Christ ; and wherever

the sun sheds his genial rays, there shall the Sun

of Righteousness shine in glorious splendour,

and get to himself honour and glory, the reward

of his bleeding love. Hosannas to his name,

sung by young men and maidens, old men and

babes, in joyful concert, shall roll across the

mighty waters, fill the forests with melody, and

soaring sweetly beyond the skies, shall increase

the joys, and swell the chorus of heaven. O my
sister, viewing this millennial morn only in per-

spective, is enough to warm every benevolent

heart, and dictate the fervent petition,

Come, tliou desire of nations, come,

Anil, added to thy many crovi^ns, receive yet one,

—

TLie crown of all ttie earth.

Letour hearts glow with love to the Redeemer,

and let his cross be all our glory. O may you

be filled with his love, and know more and more

the charms of his person, and beauty of his cha-

racter.

Adieu, my dear sister ; may the friendship

commenced in this vale of tears, be, ere long,

transplanted to brighter regions, and realize the

ardour and consummation of heaven.

Pray that your Fanny may be emptied of self,

nnd clothed with humility, that she may ever
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realize her nothingness and vileness, and drink

deeply into the spirit of that religion which

ascribes ail glory to God, and abases man to the

lowest dust.

May my Clara's bosom be the residence of

peace and joy.

Extract of a Letter to Miss H. P., of Bradford.

Beverlei/y April, 1814.

Shall we not, my sister, be willing to become

fools for Christ's sake ? If we have the least

degree of love to the Man of sorrows, shall we

not be willing to be counted the ofF-scouring of

all things, to have our names cast out as evil,

and loaded with contumely, ridicule, and re-

proach, that we may secure the favour of our

God, and the salvation of our souls? Surely we

should esteem it an honour to be conformed to

our bleeding Lord in suffering, knov.ing that it

is enough for the disciple that he be as his Mas-

ter.

Friday-eve. Well, my dear sister, we have

had a precious meeting,—five prayers ; the same

number we had last week, and j'ou were re-

membered with tender affection. These meet-

ings must not come to nothing, for I feel they
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are good. May we have a meeting soon, where

sin and sorrow, parting and death, are no more

for ever. Fakny.

Note to Miss E. S., of Beverlet/.

April IZ, 1814. Well, my dear Betsy, one more

week is gone, and gone beyond recal. How has

it been spent ? O what are we doing ? Friends

drop—gone to present their accounts—to appear

before their Judge—to enter their eternal ha-

bitations. We are following fast as we can

draw our heaving breaths—fast as the flying

moments whirl away. A very little while, and

all the great and magnificent objects that now

occupy this globe, will no more interest us than

the clouds that fly unnoticed above our heads.

A very little while, and the world will be to us

as if it had never been ; only the effects of what

we have been and done in it will remain. A
very little while, and these eyes shall see the

Son of man riding triumphant in the clouds ;

these ears shall hear the shrill sound of the

trump of God, and the awakening sentence,

" Arise, ye dead, and come to judgment." Be-

hold the judgment-seat in view ! The books are

brought forth! Angels and saints rejoice ! Devils

and damned spirits mourn and despair ! To those

on the right hand are awarded riches, honour,
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and glory imperishable and eternal ; to those on

the left, the blackness of darkness for ever, un-

mitigated by one gleam of hope. Shall we wit-

ness, shall we have an interest, in these scenes ?

Do we believe these things ? What ! and stupid,

lukewarm, cold, and indifferent ? O for a mite

of Whitfield's zeal to warm our frozen souls.

Yours in love,

Fanny.

JOURNAL, 1814.

j^pril 23. I have just formed this large book*

for serious soliloquy, and have this moment
given it the first touch of my pen. Perhaps it

is reserved for some abler hand to fill it, while

mine is motionless beneath the earth, and mixes

with its native dust. Possibly I may cover but

a few pages, and then drop my pen for ever.

This may contain the last expression of my feel-

ings, the last written breathings of my soul, over

which the affectionate eye of some dear surviving

friend may rove, dropping one tear of fond re-

membrance and tender love. Yes, I must die!

I must die soon! To the chamber, which has wit-

nessed oft my bended knee, my solitary medita-

tions, my grateful songs of praise, and my search-

* Consisting of ii2 pages, of whicb she lived to fill only 17.
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ing the sacred page—to this dear place I must

bid the long- farewell. To my books and to my
pen, and to all the avocations relating to earth,

I must breathe a final ami everlasting adieu.

My friends, the loved associates of my pilgri-

mage, the kind soothers of my cares and sor-

rows, and the participants of my joys and plea-

sures, to you—O hov/ can I pronounce the part-

ing word ! AVell, the separation will be short.

If united in Calvary's bleeding Lord, and sprin-

kled with sacred blood, our friendship shall not

expire with the lamp of life, nor be buried with

our bodies in the dust. No ; as it was purchased

by the dying agonies of Immanuel, and is the

rich fruit of a fairer clime, so shall it outlive

this passing world, survive the conflagration of

nature, the awful scenes of the last great day,

and continue long as eternity shall roll its ages.

It shall flourish in all the purity and vigour of

the New Jerusalem. In yonder world of light,

may we meet ere long, no more to take the part-

ing hand, nor sigh a last adieu. There may we

greet each other's happy spirit, and, filled with

raptures of flaming love, together talk of all the

way the Lord has led us, and congratulate each

other's escape from all the hazards and perils of

this state of trial, and our safe landing on the

peaceful shores of a blissful immortality. There

may we fall at tbe feet of heaven's adored King,
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and unite our soni^s of joy with the harmonious

throng of ang-els and arch-angels, and all the

numerous company of saved sinners around the

throne, while glory immortal shines in every

countenance, and eternity is written on every

joy.

But who bought this amazing bliss, and con-

fers it on mortal worms ? " I even I," says the

adorable Immanuel, "with my agonizing sweat,

my bursting sighs, my expiring groans, my vital

blood." Ah, this is the voice of my Beloved, and

mournfully pleasant it sounds in my ears. Let

me praise him with all the energies of my soul

;

for, all lovely and glorious, he is infinitely

worthy.

This afternoon I have been employed in look-

ing over my first writings of this kind ; and, im-

perfect as they are, I have reason to rejoice I

have saved so much from the flames ; for they

have been a mean of confirming my hope, and

enlivening my feelings. It has often been a dis-

tressing fear with me, that my language has

been that of others, not my own, taught me by

the Spirit of God. But on a view of what I yet

retain, penned when I was little acquainted with

authors, young and ignorant, I humbly hope

those exercises are agreeable to the word of God,

the production of the eternal Spirit.

Now I long for fixedness of soul in dutv, en-
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largement of heart, in prayer, and holy prepara-

tion for al! the many and interesting duties of the

coming day. Sweet Jesus, shine on my soul in

all thy matchless beauty, and make me to repose

myself in the green pastures of thy love, and

walk by the side of the still waters of thy won-

drous grace.

April 24. The day of our Lord has dawned,

grateful to the stranger's heart, while he wan-

ders in this strange land—sweetly refreshing to

all who love the blessed service of God, and have

raised their eyes to a region where one eternal

Sabbath forever reigns. Welcome morn, my

soul greets thee with fond delight ; and as thou

art hastening away, O wilt thou bear on thy

wing a tribute of gratitude to Him, who is mind-

ful of his humble followers in this world of sin,

and drops on their waiting souls some heavenly

joys. I hail thee, happy day, as propitious to

the suffering, languishing interests of the Re-

deemer's kingdom, and reviving to this afflicted,

solitary daughter of Zion ! For thee, many ar-

dent wishes, many fervent prayers have ascended

to the great Head of the church ; and, now thou

hast arrived, God shall be glorified with praise.

This day the city of our God here shall be

gladdened by the accession of eight new members

to this church ; a sight which the oldest of our
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professors have not witnessed for many dark

and cloudy years.

It is now above six years since I publicly join-

ed myself to the Lord in an everlasting covenant

;

and as I entered the church the youngest mem-

ber, so I have ever continued. And Oh I have

esteemed it an honour, that, in the morning of

my life I should sit with older saints around the

table of our common Lord, and be so highly dis-

tinguished as to be their youngest sister. But

this day I resign for ever this station to others.

I rejoice that it is to those who will fill it with so

much more usefulness than I have done. This

day, dear Lucy takes my place, and bears the

honour of a young disciple of Jesus in the midst

of a wicked and gainsaying world. O may she

be prepared for all its duties and trials, and be

enabled to endure and perform, looking unto

Jesus for grace and strength*.

Noon. It is done. Eight souls have stood

forth in the view of God, angels, and men, and

professed their faith in the Lord Jesus, their at-

tachment to his bleeding cross, and their deter-

mination to consecrate all their future days to

his blessed service. Solemn and awfully mo-

* Miss Lucy Edwards lived within a few yards of Miss W.,
aud died within a few days of the same time, aged nineteen

;

leaving the most conifoiting evidence of living and dying in tiie

Lord. " They were lovely and pleasant in tlieir lives, and in their

death they were scarcely divided."

N
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mentous transaction ! one, in which they never

were engaged before, and never can be again ;

one which extends its interesting influences

through the revolving ages of an interminable

career, and instamps its impress on their future

undying existence ; one, which Jehovah and all

the heavenly hosts bended to behold, and which

the recording angel has enrolled in the annals of

eternity. My soul felt for them, and realized the

awful vows they were sealing, and the weighty

duties they were binding themselves to perform.

O that this solemn event may never be produced

at the last great day against one of their souls,

to cover them with confusion, consternation,

and wo. O may they never falsify their promises,

nor bring scandal on that holy religion for which

the blood of heaven flowed. May they never be

traitors in the camp, betraying the interests of

Christ to his foes, and occasioning the scoffs

and blasphemies of the enemies of the cross.

But O may almighty grace enable them to live

as strangers and pilgrims in this transitory

world, as those who are born from above, and

associates of the inhabitants of heaven. May
they breathe the spirit of the gospel in their

every action, and may their future deportment

shine eminently with all the beauties of holiness,

and excellences of Christianity, that others may

have reason to say, Surely the Lord is with them



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 267

of a truth. O that they may manifest the power

of religion in these hikewarm days, love and

seek the prosperity of Zion, be blessings to the

church, to society, and to the world ; and when
the evening of their days draAV near, and death

approaches to demand his prey, O may they

safely and securely go down the declining vale,

and land their wearied feet on Canaan's happy

shores.

Eve. Yonder is the sun, shedding his last

cheering beams on our western hemisphere ; re-

signing us to the shades of night. I catch his

last faint rays as he sinks from my view, and

pensively turn my eyes to the closing period of

life. My morning is spent, my meridian is ad-

vancing, and long before that arrives, the dark-

ness of death may encircle my horizon.—^Behold

ray sun has set, no more to rise in earth. Earth

!

where art thou, with all thy boasted honours

and promised joys ? Vanished like a dream

—

buried in oblivion, as though thou never wast

!

Eternity ! eternity ! is my mighty portion ; and

its awful wonders press on my separating spirit.

Every feeling and every motion of my soul bears

its weighty impress, and shall for ever. Worlds

unknown burst upon my view, beings new and

strange salute my astonished eye ; and scenes

amazing enwrap me all around. Where am I?

In heaven or—hell ? Do I greet the smiling eye

N2



268 MEMOIRS OF

of Jesus ? or do I meet the incensed wrath of an

angry God ? Do holy spirits welcome me to their

blest abode ? or do ghastly fiends conduct me to

their mansions of wo ?

O thou great and eternal Jehovah, I beseech

thee to prepare me for the moment of death. O
suffer me not to go into eternity under the guilt

of one unrepented sin, nor to appear at thy

judgment-seat in the poor fig leaves of my own

righteousness. I humbly, I devoutly, I earnestly

implore thy pardoning mercy, thy forgiving love,

thy reconciling smiles ; that when the last mo-

ment shall arrive, I may be fitted to enter into

the joy of my Lord, and to partake of the holy

employments and purified delights of thy glorious

habitation. O Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner.

Kind Redeemer, be merciful to me, the vilest of

the vile.

May. " O that it were with me as in months

past," is the mournful language of many true

Christians. And why ? because they have left

their first love, lost the ardour of their spiritual

exercises ; and contracted a worldly-minded,

lukewarm, spirit. Settled upon their lees, and

immersed in the cares and pleasures of earth,

they enjoy no delightful intercourse with God,

no transcendent glories from the blissful mount

of vision, no fervent zeal for the honour of their

Maker, and the benefit of those souls he died to
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redeem. If the duties of the closet are not en-

tirely omitted, they are but very unfrequently

and coldly performed ; as though they regretted

the transient moments thus employed, and were

glad when they were gone. Instead of commu-

nications from the divine Spirit, and heart-

cheering visits of love from Immanuel, which

once made their closets Bethels, they now hardly

breathe a desire or raise a petition to the eternal

Jehovah, but mechanically and formally hurry

over a duty, in which every power of their souls

ought to be engaged. They go with others to

the house of prayer, to keep a holy-day. But

while sitting beneath the droppings of the sanc-

tuary, and hearing the most sublime and im-

pressive truths, delivered with the most ani-

mated pathos, their thoughts are Vv'andering to

the ends of the earth, or culling fairy visions.

No wonder they return empty and unedified ;

while those who are hungry for the bread of life,

have been fed and nourished with manna from

on high. The Sabbath, once grateful and re-

freshing to their souls, is now spent in indolence

and coldness ; and they rejoice, when its weari-

some hours are terminated. Travelling still the

wayward path, they continue to relax from their

former strictness ; and verge from one devious

step to another, till they exhibit little or nothing

of the power of godliness, and the heavenly

> 3
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nature of religion. Behold them in a convivial

party, and you w^itness conformity to the world,

satisfaction in vain conversation, and a compliant

temporizing spirit, forbidden by the gospel, and

by no means characteristic of strangers and

pilgrims here. Surely worldlings might well

inquire, "What do ye more than others?"

Thus Christ is crucilied in the house of his pro-

fessed friends, and his ways and truths are evil

spoken of, his heaven-born religion is loaded

with ridicule and contumely of its enemies ; and

a stumbling block is thrown in the way of many
sincere souls. Alas ! for the lukewarm, back-

slidden believer ; how unbecoming and incon-

sistent his deportment ! how careless and lament-

able his condition ! Who knows how far down

the declivity of vice he would slide, if abused

mercy and infinite grace did not intercept his

career, and turn his erring feet again to the

way of holiness and path of peace. Touched

with the sorrows of deep compunction, he mourns

over his past folly and criminality, and abasing

himself before the mercy-seat of his compassion-

ate Father, reiterates with the publican, " God

be merciful to me a sinner." He engages in the

divine life with new fervour and strength, with

a heart-felt sense of his own liability to err and go

astray, and humble dependance on the Rock that

is higher than he. His character now appears
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with an amiable lustre, adorned with all the

graces of the gospel.

Extract of a Letter to Miss C. T., of Beverley.

Beverki/, May 11, 1814.

My dearly beloved Clarissa,

Painful as my feelings are with regard to

letter-writing, I have this moment come to a

resolution, that I will again make the feeble

attempt; and O may it be from love to God, and

with a view to that day, when Clara and Fanny

must stand at the bar of their Judge, and render

an account how they have written, and how they

have received. Do we realize the unutterable rea-

lities of that tremendous day ? O day of dread de-

cision, and despair ! Hark! the trumpet sounds ;

and penetrating the receptacles of the dead, calls

the sleeping nations to shake off the dust of the

grave, and assemble in one vast and mighty con-

course to give up their accounts, and receive

their ineffable, eternal rewards. Behold them

collected, and, according to the characters they

had formed here on earth, fixed on the right or

the left hand of Jehovah ; their actions, their

words, their thoughts, unveiled to the view of

countless millions, and brought to the test of the

sure oracles of truth. Where now are the deeds

N 4
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of darkness, perpetrated unobserved by mortal

eye ? Brought to light and stamped with im-

mortal infamy. Where the flimsy covering of

the hypocrite ? Gone for ever, and his soul,

naked and forlorn, finds to his overwhelming

wretchedness, that crying, Lord, Lord, will

never gain an entrance into the kingdom of

heaven. The impenitent on the left hand wait

in dread dismay, to hear the awful sentence,

" Depart, ye cursed !" But there on the right

stand the glorious company of the redeemed,

shining in the immaculate glories of their adora-

ble Redeemer, greeting the heaven-beaming

smiles of their Judge, while their works of faith

and labours of love are brought into view as

evidences of their acceptance with Heaven, and,

" Come, ye blessed of my Father," salutes their

ravished souls.

O the surprising realities, the astonishing

wonders, which the last great day will reveal.

O the mighty bliss or wo it will pour upon every

soul. Its decisions will be firm as the throne of

Omnipotence, and lasting as the existence of the

immortal mind. Could we constantly live under

deep aixl realizing apprehensions of a judgment

to come, would not our general deportment be

widely different? We should indeed do with

our might whatsoever our hands find to do ; and

in constant watchfulness against sin and tempta-
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tion, should be habitually looking unto Jesus

for pardon, peace, and assisting grace, making-

mention of his righteousness, and of his only.

O how earnest, how importunate would be our

supplications to Heaven for our own souls, and

the souls of others. Feeling that we are pray-

ing for no less than the eternal salvation of im-

mortal souls, O with what fervour, with what

animation, with what assiduity, should we ad-

dress the mercy-seat, and send the breathings

of our hearts to Jehovah's ear. Never, never,

would our closets witness the strange averseness,

wanderings, and languor, they now, alas ! too

often do ; but they would attest to the constancy,

sincerity, and wrestling ardour of our secret

devotions ; and Heaven in answer would shed

immortal blessings upon a world of wo.

When I glance at a dear fellow-mortal I think,

O you are formed to live for ever ; and my bosom

heaves with wonder and astonishment too vast

for utterance. Where is the language that can

portray in all its magnitude and solemnity the

worth of one soul ! And what can amount to its

equivalent ? The language of earth fails to ex-

plain ; and millions of perishing worlds dwindle

into nothing.

If these are truths, where, O where, is that

benevolent spirit, which Christians profess to

have imbibed, and which their blest Redeemer so

N 5
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eminently displayed, when he wept over perish-

ing Jerusalem—when he had sought solitary

repose by the side of Jacob's well? A spirit

which shone conspicuously in his every action,

and led him finally to the cross of Cavalry. If

they are followers of the Man of sorrows, where

are their bowels of compassion for Christless

sinners, their glowing love to the glory of God,

and their incessant, indefatigable exertions, for

the enlargement and extension of the Mediator's

kingdom ? If they are travellers to a world of

holiness, where is their conformity to the temper

and employments of heaven, their elevated su-

periority to mortal things, their devout and

ardent aspirations after those joys which know

not the alloy of sin and imperfection, flowing

pure from the throne of Deity? O did they

more exercise and illustrate the heaven-born

spirit of their holy religion, they would enjoy

vastly more of its refreshing and sublimely ani-

mating comforts, and they would shine as lights

in this dark world to the glory of the Being they

love and adore. Fanny.

ooooooocoooo

JOURNAL, 1814.

May 12, Last night was chiefly spent in read

ing the writings of my departed Harriet, and
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sweetly melancholy it was to my soul. " Safe is

she lodged above these rolling spheres," far dis-

tant from this land of sorrow and region of death.

After many a struggle and many a tear, she has

arrived at the mansion of unclouded bliss, and

peacefully rests in Eden's bower. And does she

not from her golden seat cast a pitying look on

her dear Fanny, wandering forlorn in this vale

of tears? Does she not witness the mourning

tears and tender sighs of bereaved affection, and

gently whisper, " Weep not for Harriet, but re-

deem the time, fulfil your work, and come and

join me in our Father's blest abode ?" O, Har-

riet ! my much-loved Harriet ! shall our spirits

one day meet, and be blest with a friendship

which separation cannot wound, nor death de-

stroy ? which shall glow with seraphic fire in

endless day ? Tossed to and fro on the tempestu-

ous sea of life, distressed with fears, assaulted

by temptation, oppressed with iniquities, shall I

ever find my way to a brighter world ? O why

tarry I here, seeing I groan day after day over an

unprofitable life, and spend my time in vain ? Is

not the hour of release at hand, and shall I not

soon drink abundantly of the wine of my Fa-

ther's kingdom, and feast on fruit dropping

sweetly from the tree of life ? Haste, my Beloved,

shorten these interposing days, and receive my
parting spirit to thy glorious rest,

N 6
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May 13. The years that are past arise to my
view, and present cause for deep humiliation,

self-abasement, and contrition. Ah ! they are

recorded in the annals of eternity with all their

numerous mislmprovements, imperfections, and

sins. Not one moment of them can ever be re-

called ; not one action ever be undone. As I

kneeled before the throne this eve, as usual, I

ruminated on what I have been and what I now

am, and the tears of sorrow stole gently down ;

and when I was engaged in supplication, I was

blest with some fixedness, ardour, and importu-

nity, and found the season grateful to my souL

Letter to Miss M. JV., of Beverley.

Beverley, May 14, 1814.

It grieves me to learn you are in darkness,

seeking after your Beloved, but finding him not«r

and wandering about in this distant land, with

scarce one drop of bliss to smooth the way. But

despond not. Your case is by no means pecu-

liar. Trust in the Lord, and cast your every

care on him, for he careth for you, and will re-

lieve and succour you in the best time. Ere long,

I trust, you will rejoice in his returning smiles,

and the rich manifestations of his glory to your
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soul ; and then you will go on your way rejoic-

ing with lively gratitude and ardent zeal. Con-

tinue in the use of his appointed means, humbly

imploring his gracious presence, and the cheer-

ing influences of his Holy Spirit ; and be more

anxious to have your trials sanctified, then re-

moved. Such feelings are unpleasant, but they

are necessary to teach us our weakness and no-

thingness, wean us from the world, increase our

humility, watchfulness, and prayer, and make

us more dependant on the arm of the Almighty.

If they have this effect on you, through the bless-

ing of God, you will have great reason to mag-

nify and adore his holy name, and rejoice in his

universal government.

O, my sister, be not weary, nor faint in your

mind. Press onward in the path of duty, looking

to Jesus, who was tempted like as you are, sin

excepted; and exercise faith in his mighty

name ; for it is by faith, and not by sight, we

must live here. I feel a tender interest in your

concerns, and I cannot but long that the com-

forts of religion may be yours. O may your

weary soul rest sweetly on the bosom of Jesus.

We have had no meeting this eve ; but all is

right, for the winds and the storms might easily

have been calmed by Jehovah's word, if on the

whole it had been best for us to have encircled

the altar of social prayer and praise.
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If you have not read dear Mrs. Newel's " Me-

moirs," I wish you would, for I think you will

be pleased and profited. She is gone to her rest,

and my pained heart says it is right, all right,

though she was the best-beloved of all my nu-

merous friends, and fondly united by many a tie.

Yours in love,

Fanny.

Note to Miss E. S., of Beverley, then at Wetiham.

May 21, 1814.

You ask, ' What is communion with God ?"

I wish I were better able to tell you. But it can

better be known by experience than by descrip-

tion. I think, however, I have just felt it in

my retirement, unless I am most fatally deluded.

I have been favoured with much enlargement in

petition for almost every thing. I seemed to

leave all sublunary things, and grasped after

durable riches, and soul-satisfying blessings for

myself, my friends, my acquaintances, my sisters

of the church, my dear * enemies, poor perishing

jmgans, for the ministers of Christ as a body,

and particular individuals, for humane and reli-

gious societies, praying female societies, for the

* Matt. T. 44.
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enlargement of Zion, and universal diffusion of

peace, love, and religion. If I know my own
heart, there is not a false friend, nor an enemy,

nor a soul in this habitable world, but I can

carry to the throne of grace, and supplicate the

same mercies, and enjoyments, and graces, that

I do for myself. O I want to have my whole

soul moulded into pure gospel-love, and to ex-

hibit it illustriously in my temper and conduct.

Will you not pray that this may be the case ? Do,

my dearly-beloved, and forget not to praise the

Lord for the precious filial freedom I have en-

joyed, and still hope to enjoy, in pouring out my
soul before him,—a cordial for all my sorrows

and trials,—a sweet relief from every wo. O !

if one drop of heaven is so good, what is heaven

itself? May you and I know by happy experi-

ence. O may you be in the Spirit on the Lord's

day, and make advances in experimental piety.

Good evening, my dear friend.

F.\NNY Woodbury.

^ote to Miss E. S., of Beverley^ then at Wenham.

May 22, 1814.

As it is not customary to keep school on elec-

tion days, you will probably come home. I want
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you should devote Wednesday morn to a delight-

ful ramble with me. I anticipate it with sensa-

tions of joy. But no : let us not depend too

much, for it is a day which myriads of our race

will never see. I want to feel that I have no-

thing to do here, but to glorify God, benefit im-

mortal beings, work out my own salvation, and

make my way to a fairer region.

Blessed be the Lord for the griefs and woes

that have of late been mine to suffer. For they

show the utter vanity of all below, and the pre-

ciousness of that gospel, which bringeth life and

immortality to light. Welcome then our trials,

if thereby we may be conformable to our suffering

Lord, and purified, and fitted for that world,

where tears are wiped from every eye, and sor-

rows are known no more. Is this our home?

Shall our spirits meet there, when these bodies

repose in a bed of dust ? O if we should not

—

But I must hope ; and may Heaven and mercy

grant that my hope may never prove destructive

to my soul. The storms of life are blowing over,

and to the meek follower of Christ, an everlasting-

calm shall soon succeed. Let us then be patient,

and establish our hearts ; for the coming of the

Lord draweth nigh. And may grace work in us

to will, to do, and to suffer, and then bestow the

rich and glorious reward. Yours, Fanny.
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Letter to Miss M. W. of Bexerky.

Beverley, May 30, 1814.

Sabbath-morn. I am happy to learn, my dear

Miss W., that you have regained peace and tran-

quillity of mind, and are now reposmg sweetly

under the shadow of Immanuel, and feasting on

the rich food he has prepared for his humble fol-

lowers. You think you do not yet feel that lively

faith and love you desire. But you have every

thing to encourage you to hope and trust in the

Lord ; for he is good to the soul that waiteth for

him, and none shall seek his face in vain. O may

you keep near to him, and be favoured with times

of refreshing from his presence—rich streams

of consolation, flowing gently from the exhaust-

less Fountain to exhilarate and gladden your

heart, while you traverse this desert wild. It is,

my dear friend, through much tribulation, that

we must make our way to the port of rest. All

that will live godly in Christ Jesus shall suffer

persecution. Those who exhibit the beauty and

power of godliness, and are active in the service

they love, meet Avith opposition, not only from

Satan and the openly ungodly, but also from

many who bear the Christian name. This, I

think, one of the many and heavy trials the de-

cided votary of religion is called to sustain ; and



282 MEMOIUS OF

needful indeed are the consolatory truths and

promises of the gospel to cheer his fainting

heart. But surely we will follow our Lord

through evil as well as good report, and delight

to endure the cross, as well as look forward to

the crown.

I rejoice that, vile and unworthy as I am, our

dear Lord has favoured me with many estimable

friends, in whose society and correspondence I

take so large a share of placid joy in this inhos-

pitable world. But, O how painful, to " weep

o'er many a friend to dust consigned." Peace

to the far distant grave of Harriet, and em-

balmed be her memory in the hearts of the pious.

May our last days be like hers,—calm, serene,

and marked with the trium.phs of faith and hope.

I intend to let you have her memoirs a few days,

and I think you will admire the loveliness of her

character, her ardent piety, and engagedness of

heart in the work of the Lord. " That life is

long which answers life's great end." Her years^

though few, were consecrated to diligence and

zeal in religion after her conversion, and she

has quickly performed the arduous work assigned

to her, and now sweetly rests from her labours

and her sorrows. Will not my dear Mrs. W.
supply her place to me, and be a faithful friend

to warn, admonish, and instruct ? Pray for your

affectionate, Fanny.
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Letter to Miss H. G.,of Bradford.

Beverley, June 4, 1814.
My dear Hannah,

Blest with a renewed opportunity of address-

ing you, I readily improve it ; and could I im-

part some spiritual gift to your edification, and

to the glory of your God, my heart would rejoice,

even mine. But, alas! while I am so cold and

negligent in the best of causes, T have no reason

to expect to animate and engage others. Why
is it thus ? The character of Immanuel is still

lovely and glorious ; and in his vineyard there is

much to be done. Life is hastening to its close,

and I am drawing near to the grave, whe^-e,

" forgetting the world, and by the world forgot,"

my mortal frame must repose, till the last trump

shall summon the sleeping dust to the bar of

God. Yes, my dear friend, our earthly course

will soon be completed ; but the consec^uences of

this state of trial will be tremendously awful or

ineflTably blissful to our immortal souls. Through

an endless duration, we shall reap the reward of

our doings, either rising in glory or sinking in

wretchedness. Eternity, eternity, is entailed

upon poor earth-created man, and this eternity

is yours, is mine, is the mighty portion of all the

descendants of Adam.

Is it so, my dear friend ? and can we for a mo-
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nient be indifferent to our eternal all, and live as

though earth was our abiding place, or death

would extinguish the breath of the Almighty ?*

Is it so ? and can we be insensible to the situa-

tion of those who are in bondage to sin and Sa-

tan, and verging to the lake which burneth with

fire and brimstone ? Is it so ? and can we be luke-

warm in the blest service of our adorable Re-

deemer, and uninterested in the concerns of Zion

the city of our God, and the welfare of the

world at large ?

Did these truths properly affect our hearts,

solemn indeed would be our feelings, and differ-

ent would be our lives. We should then behold

the vanity of this passing Avorld, and, soaring be-

yond its trifling things, should penetrate the veil

of futurity, and survey that ever-blessed region,

where flourish substantial joys and unrivalled

honours. We should labour earnestly and un-

remittingly for the salvation of our own souls

and the souls of others, content to have our

names cast out as evil, and loaded with slander,

reproach, and ridicule. We should be anxious

to fill every remaining moment of our lives with

duty, and every duty with holy activity and de-

vout ardour, depending on the strength of Christ,

and with reference to the glory of God. Filled

* The human soul.
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with a deep and continual sense of our innumera-

ble sins and imperfections, our utter nothingness

and unworthiness, we should make constant ap-

plication to the blood of sprinkling-, and fly to

the righteousness of our great High Priest.

O that you, my dear friend, may not have so

much occasion for self-accusation as your unwor-

thy Fanny ! May you live as a dying mortal ; as

a probationer for eternity, and treading the

W'Orld beneath your feet, may you hold sweet

and ravishing communion with God, and read

your title clear to a mansion in that kingdom

bought with the blood of Jesus, and destined to

flourish in eternal splendour. Happy indeed are

the saints of the Most High. O that their pri-

vileges and immunities, their present sublime

support, and future enrapturing prospects, may
be ours ; and their trials and crosses, their fears

and temptations, we will likewise hail, if their

God may be our God, and their home our home,

O the calm and serene rest, the boundless and

inconceivable delights, which await those whose

robes -have been washed and made white in the

blood of the Lamb, who have traced the narrow

path, though lined with difficulties, snares, and

woes, and safely reached its end. With what

amazing bliss will they salute the bright throng

around the throne, and casting their crowns at

the feet of their Lord, unite their lavs, in concert
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with adoring millions, in ceaseless songs of

praise to God and the Lamb. Far from this

earth of sorrow, and beyond the reach of sin, they

shall for ever solace their weary souls in the

bosom of their Saviour, and drink of the streams

that flow unruffled at his right hand.

If the glory of heaven be such as mortal eye

hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor heart conceiv-

ed ; how awfully miserable must those be, who,

despising all its immortal joys, choose the road

to death, and ensure a portion in the bottomless

pit ! O my dear friend, trembling seizes me,

when I think how many will come short at last,

whose hopes were firm and strong, and who by

the judgment of erring men where deemed the

salt of the earth. Pray that this may never,

never be the case of your friend Fanny ; for it is

what I have reason to fear, when I glance at my
life and my heart. O may we build our hopes

on the corner Stone laid in Zion ; may we glory

in tribulation ; may we exult in death ; and,

amidst the momentous scenes of that day, for

which all other days were made, may we lift up

our heads with triumphant joy, and in tranquil

serenity sing the victories of Christ our King.

My friend, when our few fleeting days are over,

and death has chilled our mortal frames, may
our spirits be cemented by the endearing ties,

and glow with all the ardour of heaven ; and to
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our glorified and lovely Immanuel we will render

a never-ending tribute of grateful praise. So

may it be. Yours in love.

Fanny.

JOURNAL, 1814.

June 19. For four Sabbaths I have heard

scarcely a sentence from the pulpit. Glowing

with inextinguishable thirst to visit the courts

of my God, and listen to the truths of the gospel,

who can conceive my emotions, when I im-

mure myself in my retirement. With the Psalm-

ist, tears have been my meat, though I greatly

fear they were tears of sinful impatience.

This day Dr. W. preached below, and esteem-

ing him highly as the compiler of my Harriet's

writings, with what relish should I have heard

him. But alas ! Providence destines me to many

a wo, and I will cheerfully submit.

But can I be useless ? In this critical moment,

when the world is in tremendous agitation, and

all intelligent beings are actively engaged for or

against that kingdom which shall prevail, O can

1 be a solitary neutral ? No, it must not be.

I must be useful in some way. I have devoted

my pen to the Lord*, and if he has any thing

* There is no doubt that she here refers to her determination

to write occasionally for the Panoplist. To some it may appear
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for me to do by writing, he will assist. O may

I be enabled to consecrate to him my every

talent, and in his blessed service, improve them

strange that she should form such a purpose. An explanation,

therefore, may not be deemed improper.

It is doubtful whether she would ever have thought of writing

for the public, had it not been suggested to lier. She was ear-

nestly addressed upon the subject in a manner nearly as follows.

" Though you have a very low opinion of your own composition,

yet others, and especially the editor of the Panoplist, can judge

of its merits much belter than you. He has seen fit to publish

oue of your letters, which has doubtless been received with

pleasure and advantage by thousands. Possibly you may write

something of equal merit, and even superior. Think not that

you will appear ostentatious in dflFering a few pieces for the Pa-

noplist. It may be done very secretly ; or even if it should be

known, it will be readily perceived, that there is a vast difference

between offering a composition to the public directly, and sub-

mitting it lo an editor, who has full liberty to publish or not,

according to his judgment, without being obligated to assign any

reasoiifi. It is exceedingly desirable, that greater numbers should

write for the Panoplist. For though now excellent and very

useful, it might be more so, if all who have the ability had also

the disposition to enrich its treasures. It is desirable, that

the editor should have a large number and variety of composi-

tions, from which to make a selection. You feol that others can

write much better than yon, and that they ought to supply the

pages of the Panoplist with matter much better than you can

produce, and leave you to move in a narrower, humbler sphere.

But while such writers as Z. X- Y. are casting of their abund-

ance into this sacred treasury, are you certain that it is your duty

to withhold your mite? What if his communications upon Intem-

perance, and upon the Sabbath, are greatly superior to any thing

that you can hope to produce upon those subjects: yet is it not

possible that upon some subjects you may be able to furnish a

few sentences or a few paragi ajjlis, that might be pleasing and

edifying even to him ? Supposing your qualifications for writing

to be really as small as you imagine, may not a person of ordi-

nary talents and scanty information be enabled sometimes to
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all with fidelity and success. Human applause

is less than nothing. To my own Master I stand

or fall, according to the improvenjent or mis-

improvement of what he has entrusted to my

keeping. And Oh I tremble, lest I incur the

excel? May not such a person, in some peculiarly happy hour,

when fired by some subject that he had long been accustomed

to ponder with the deepest interest, be able to furnish a few

pages that might prove more useful to thousands of readers, than

the learned disquisitions of the ablest writers ? It must also be

considered, that the best writers have generally such a pressure

of numerous and important duties, as to leave little time to write

for the Panoplist. And not only so, but what may be done by

many is in danger of beiug neglected by all.

Surely you cannot fear that any great evil will result from com-

plying willi my request. With regard to yourself, it must con-

diice to your improvement and edification. Nor need you fear

that the public will be injured. If your pieces shouhl be really

unworthy of publication, you need not fear that tlie editor will

suffer tliem to encumber his jjages. But if one in four should

stand the test of his judgment, might it uot do more good than

thirty private letters ? More good than you would otherwise do

in a month .'

You have given yourself to the Lord in an everlasting covenant.

You have often sealed your solemn vows around his holy table.

You know, and you feel, that your obligations to do good are

inexpressibly great. If you have any talent lor doing good, it

is probably your pen. Can you then let it rest ?

To such considerations as these she listened with the most pro-

found attention, and with a downcast look, and scarcely at-

tempted to make any reply. It was probably some weeks before

her conscience could prevail on her diffidence and humility to

comply with the request. She lived to complete only two papers

for this purpose, both which have been published. See Address

to Careless Sinners, published in the P.uioplist for May, J814,

and Address to Christians, in the numbers for February and

March, 1815.
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guilt and doom of the unprofitable servant. May
he instruct, guide and lead me ; for

Weaker than a bruised reed,

Help I eveiy moment need.

I want to feel that I am acting for eternity. I

want to be influenced supremely and solely by

those pure and powerful motives which the gos-

pel holds to view, as those which will alone be

pleasing in the eyes of infinite purity, and should

ever be the stimulus to external action. A bubble

indeed is the praise of man. I have prayed,

" Lord let not my heart be haughty, nor my
eyes lofty, neither let me exercise myself in

matters too high for me ;" and surely a com-

passionate Saviour will attend to my feeble cries,

and guide my doubtful soul. Should others

know what I am doing, they would censure, envy,

and reproach. But it would be nothing to me ;

for their souls are not in my soul's stead, neither

to them do I stand amenable. At a higher tri-

bunal I must coon appear, and pass a solemn and

strict examination, and receive my eternal por-

tion according to the deeds done in the body.

To God I owe my all, and his approbation I

ardently wish. My business is with him, and

my own conscience, and not with a misjudging

world. May he ever guide my pen, and bless its

poor and humble efforts. O may he use me, un-
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worthy as I am, for the promotion of his gbry

and advancement of his cause. O may he favour

me with a heart large enough to embrace the

millions of my species, and earnestly to long for

their immortal good. I am w^eary of this nar-

row, mercenary selfishness, this strange indiffer-

ence to the spiritual wants of a dying world.

Blessed Immanuel, thou who didst bleed for sin-

ners, O vouchsafe me a portion of thy compas-

sionate, feeling spirit, and inflame my bosom

with ardour fresh from heaven. Come, dear

Jesus, I long to see thy face, and enjoy thy smiles.

Note to Miss E. S,, of Beverlei/.

July 5, 1814.

I REJOICE, my sweet friend, that your heart is

enlarged with love and gratitude, and smiling

joy sits placid on your brow. As you have re-

ceived Christ Jesus, so be anxious to walk in his

holy commands, and simply trust his faithful

word. O may he keep you near himself, and

cause you to travel the path he appoints. You
are now under renewed obligations to your God

;

for you have witnessed fresh instances of his

mighty mercy and abounding love, and have in-

creasing cause to say, " Bless the Lord, O my
o 2
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soul." Most cheerfully would I join with you

in a hymn of praise for his wonderful mercies

vouchsafed to us in relieving our anxiety, and

dispersing our fears, by his signal kindness to

your dear mother. May she be enabled to con-

secrate her dear children to her covenant God,

and bring them up in the nurture and admoni-

tion of the Lord, and with grateful heart per-

form her vows to the Most High. You, my
dear Elizabeth, have now new duties to perform,

for your prayers for the little infant should be

ardent and constant, that the Lord would wash

his soul in the laver of regeneration, and make

him a partaker of his grace ; that he may be a

chosen vessel unto God, and from a child seek

and serve his Maker.

Letter to Mrs. H. P., of Bradford.

Beverley, Aug. 21, 1814.

My dear Sister,

O WHAT a vast and glorious assembly will

there be in heaven, when the last sand of time

shall drop, and the judgment day award to the

waiting millions their eternal homes. What
honours will crown the head of our Redeemer,

when, having fixed the everlasting destinies of

all created intelligences, he shall recede from his
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awful seat to the dwelling-place of his glory,

kindly conducting a mighty retinue of holy be-

ings to dwell with him in cloudless light. Who
would not burn with desire to grace his final

triumphs, and proclaim his boundless charms ?

Who would not leave this mortal state, with all

its fading pleasures, to survey his lovely beauties,

and delight in his enrapturing smiles ?

But if our souls have been enlightened to be-

hold the perfections of his character, if they

have tasted his love, where are our bowels of

compassion for those who see no form nor come-

liness in him ? Have we no pity for the many

millions of our species, who roam the burning

wilds of the east, conversant with the miseries

of the apostacy, but strangers to the salvation

of Christ ? Shall not our hearts melt with ten-

derness over the numerous savage tribes, who,

enwrapt in nature's starless darkness, most mov-

ingly address us from their abodes of wo, "When
it is well with you, think of poor Indians !" Pre.

cious souls, we will not forget you. No ! we
will long and pray for the day, when you shall

emerge from your present gloom, and pointing

your eye to mansions of light, and hanging your

hopes on the cross of Immanuel, you shall send

to heaven your tuneful songs of admiring joy.

O when shall the kingdom of Jesus rise

throughout the earth, in millennial strength,

o 3
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majesty, and splendour, bearing heavenly peace

to warring nations, and causing an Eden again to

bloom beneath the skies ? When shall Zion shake

herself from the dust, forget her days of mourn-

ing, and her rei)aired walls bear the impress, in

characters legible to every eye, " salvation

and PRAISE." The era is not far distant, and

from heaven proceeds the immutable words, " I

the Lord will hasten it in its time." Our hearts

must gratefully respond, " Even so, come, Lord

Jesus, come quickly."

Sabbath-eve. Respecting visits, my dear Mrs.

P., I take it for granted you know my opinion

and practice ; but as you request, I write a word

on the subject, hoping you will be guided in this,

and every other concern, in a manner well pleas-

ing in the sight of God, and conducive to hia

glory, and your own best interest. Though

common-place acquaintances merit our civility,

and every proper expression of respectful atten-

tion, yet an intimate and frequent intercourse

with them I consider unnecessary, injurious, and

criminal. The Scripture is a sure directory ;

and, I believe, that does not allow of Christiana

mingling much with the people of the world.

Even where large parties have been chiefly

formed of professors, I have seldom found much
edification. We are commanded to redeem the

time. And can we not, when solicited to make
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a visit, which we have every reason to conchide

will be unprofitable, can we not improve the

time better by conversing with our Bibles, our

hearts, and our God—in writing to some dear

separate friend, in visiting the poor, the sick,

and afflicted, or holding familiar intercourse

with some humble decided follower ofthe Lamb ?

Were the time thus spent, should we not, on the

review, feel more peace of conscience, than if

wasted in tiresome scenes of vanity and folly ?

We must not, however, affect singularity and

preciseness. Much wisdom from above is need-

ful to direct us in the right way ; and with this,

I wish you might be favoured in an eminent de-

gree. Your affectionate

Fanny.

Extract of a Letter to Miss N. K., ofNewbury-port.

Beverley, Jug. 24, 1814.

My dear Cousin,

Blest with another opportunity of addressing

you, may the divine Spirit direct my pen, and

make its feeble efforts conducive to your spiritual

good.

Pausing on the immense value of the soul, the

ruined state of man by nature, the beauty, free-

ness, and fulness of the gospel-plan of salvation,

and the eternity of future rewards and punish-

ments, my mind expands with sensations not to

o 4
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be fully expressed. Have we immortal souls f

and can we be indliferent to their concerns T Are
we involved in the ruins of the apostacy ? and

shall we not be solicitous for our recovery ? Are

we formed to live through endless ages? and shall

we not wish to pass those ages in the sublimi-

ties and glories of the worM of light ? If these

concerns are everlastingly momentous, as repre-

sented by him who cannot lie, O let us attend to

them, my cousin, with all the assiduity, dili-

gence, and ardour we can command, now while

the time of our probation is protracted, and

heaven allures us with its unnumbered charms.

Let us beware of the blandishments of this

insidious world, the temptations of the Prince of

Darkness, and the corrupt propensities of our

own depraved hearts, for they all urge us in the

most plausible manner to forget eternity, our

Maker, and our souls. They, with united voice,

bid us put far away the evil day, and linger

thoughtlessly on the plains of Sodom, till the

fierce storm, bursting from above, shall ingulf

us in remediless destruction. O that we may
find a refuge in the bosom of Immanuel. If re-

novated by his grace, and interested in his re-

demption, we need not fear, though the arch-

angel were commissioned this moment to sound

the last trump, and issue the dread mandate,

" Time shall be no longer !" With the smiles of
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Jesus, we may enjoy serenity amidst all the ruf-

fling scenes of life, and in that awful day, when

worlds shall be wrapt in flames, and the rewards

of eternity distributed with an unerring hand.

But if we are yet in our sins, alienated from

God, and enveloped in the awful blindness, ig-

norance, and darkness of nature, we stand on

the awful verge of interminable perdition, on

the frontiers of that lake which burns unceas-

ingly with fire and brimstone. May we, my dear,

dear Nancy, be favoured with a view of the true

state of our souls, and be enabled to secure the

approbation of Him who is able to save and to

destroy. May he illumine our minds with the

light of his countenance, and guide our erring-

feet to Zion's hill. I feel that, with his friend-

ship, I should be sublimely happy in the solirtfc'j

wilds of Zaara ; but without it, I must languish

in pining wretchedness, though possessed of all

the earth calls good or great. One smile from

him can soothe to rest my aching heart, and dis-

perse the gloom of affliction, and change my
sighs of grief to songs of joy. Happy, indeed,

are they who gain intimate access to him, and

enjoy the endearing manifestations of his love

in this far distant land ; but more divinely blest

are those unfettered spirits who encircle his

shining throne, and chaunt in rapturous strains

his deserved praise. Yours, Fanny.

o 5
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Letter to Miss. S, D.^of Wenham.

Beverley
f
Sept. 1, 1814.

My dear young Friend,

I DOUBT not but you will be surprised at the

receipt of a letter, from one who is almost a

stranger to you. But our short interview yes-

terday afternoon gave rise to that ardent concern

for your immortal salvation, which induces me
to write. You have almost been constantly in

my thoughts this morning; and, while I have

bound you tenderly to my bosom, I have com-

mended you to Him whose mercy and compas-

sion to sinners are more extensive than man can

conceive. He can guide my pen to express those

truths which are of eternal importance ; and he

alone, by his new-creating Spirit, can imprint

these truths effectually on your conscience, and

make them available to your everlasting good.

Without his blessing, Paul may plant and Apol-

los water in vain ; but with it, a feeble effort of

the most unworthy, undertaken from right mo-

tives, may save souls from endless death. This

is the Being, even the ever glorious Jehovah,

whose favour and smiles I wish you to possess.

In him you will find all that you can desire for

time and eternity. If you secure his friendship,

you will pass your few short years on earth in
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nsefulness ; you will have ineffable peace within,

amidst all the numerous troubles incident to this

mprtal state ; and when you are closing your

eyes in the long slumbers of death, you may re-

joice in hope of immortal glory, in the prospect

of rising to the New Jerusalem, and uniting

with the glorious spirits around the throne, in

singing the praises of the dear Redeemer.

But let me reverse the picture. You are by

nature an enemy to God ; continuing, and dying

so, you must perish for ever. Should this be

your wretched case, (O may almighty grace pre-

vent !) every day and every hour you live here,

you will be treasuring up wrath against the day

of wrath, increasing fuel to feed that fire, which

will torture you with unspeakable and eternal

wo. I direct my eyes to the regions of despair,

and look for one of its most miserable inabitants.

Ah ! a lost child of believing parents rises to my

view. Enwrapt in the blackness of darkness,

she addresses me from the prison of hell :—" My
parents blest with eminent piety, consecrated me

early to God. They sought the sanctifying grace

of Heaven for my soul, with many a prayer and

many a tear. They nurtured my infantile days

with tender unremitting assiduity. They che-

rished and cultivated my opening powers, with

the most solicitous and aft'ectionate attention,

o 6
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They instiiicted me in the great doctrines and

duties of Christianity. They strove, by precept

and example, to draw me from the path of des-

truction to the path of peace. Their house ever

afforded an altar^ upon which the morning and

evening sacrifices ascended to heaven ; so that I

had line upon line, and precept upon precept.

But I, fool that I was, hardened myself in ini-

quity till the harvest was past, and the summer

was ended. My day of probation closed. Fear,

desolation, and destruction came upon me, as a

whirlwind. And now I must cry in accents of

doleful despair, ' How have I hated instruction,

and my heart despised reproof !'

"

Dreadful as this representation is, my young

friend, it is realized, fully and awfully realized,

by many wretched beings in the lake of fire ;

and the number will probably be increased. O
make not one of the company. You are favoured

with many advantages for the acquirement of

true piety. But, should you misimprove or neg-

lect them, they will aggravate your condemna-

tion, and enhafnce the misery of hell. In this

case you would envy the poor untutored Hotten-

tot, who had spent his days in wandering over

burning sands, whose eyes had never seen a Bible

nor a Christian, whose ears has never been sa-

luted with a Saviour's name. My heart glad-
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dens at the thought of your privileges ; but when

I think of the depravity of nature, and the deceit-

fulness of sin, I rejoice with trembling'.

But, my friend, why will you not be a Chris-

tian ? Why will you not give joy to your pa-

rents, to your pious friends, to the holy spirits in

heaven, by your early devotion of heart, and

soul, and life, and all, to your glorious Crea-

tor ?

Peculiarly blest are those who turn to God in

the morning of life, and consecrate to the ser-

vices of religion the vigour of their affections,

powers, and faculties. Commencing in the

bloom of youth a journey to yon celestial world,

being planted early in the courts of their God,

they shall flourish in usefulness and felicity, ex-

hibit eminent examples of the native excellence

of piety, reflect honour on their divine Saviour,

and hereafter shine in the kingdom of God with

immortal splendour. By embracing religion and

declaring themselves pilgrims and strangers

here, when earth appears in its most alluring

attire, and presents its most powerfully attrac-

tive temptations, their piety is not only almost

unquestionable, but singularly lovely. They will

rejoice that they gave to God the dew of their

youth, and for ever adore that grace, which led

them to adopt a course so wise, so happy, so

honourable to God, so fraught with heaven.
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And will you not, my dear friend, select this

couree for yours? Will you not early repent of

your sins, seek pardoning mercy, and secure an

interest in the merits of that Saviour ? Will you

not ensure a seat in the regions of a glorious im-

mortality, where the righteous shall reign in

everlasting light, when the earth shall be des-

troyed, and all the wicked shall be turned into

hell?

You are now destitute of all good, inclined to

evil ; and without new feelings you can never see

God in peace. As you now are, you are totally

unfit for heaven ; you are lingering about the en-

trance of eternal perdition ; and nothing but the

mere mercy of God, that mercy which you forfeit

every moment, continues you in this land of

hope. Should God in awful vengeance cut you

off now, say, my dear young friend, where would

you be ? Would you not be lost and ruined for

ever? And will you, can you, rest in this hazard-

ous situation ? Shall I not urge you to flee from

the threatening danger, to the refuge which the

g-ospel exhibits? Come then to Jesus Christ.

Bow to his fceptre ; welcome him to your heart;

and you will be happy for ever. You will find

him all that you can wish—a redeemer mighty

to save—a physician able to make you whole

—

a sun to enlighten and guide—a shield to guard

and defend—a friend infinitely powerful and
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compassionate—a glorious resting-place through

all the changes of time, through all the ages of

eternity.

Shall he not be yours ? O ! I entreat you, if

you have any regard for your future well-being,

if you wish to be holy and blessed for ever, re-

sign yourself cordially into his dear faithful

hands, and choose him for your portion, your

God, and your all. Defer not another moment,

lest that moment should place you beyond the

reach of mercy, beyond the solace of hope. Death

cannot be far distant. Many younger than you

have taken their flight to the bar of God. In

some unexpected instant, you may fall before

the universal conqueror, and go to receive your

doom for eternity. You know you must die,

and let me affectionately tell you, that you may

die soon. O, then, I entreat you to prepare with-

out delay. You will never, never repent of lov-

ing and serving God, nor of doing it too early.

Religion is the only thing you will want on the

agonizing pillow of death, and, if it is needful

then, is it not important that you should possess

it now ; since this night your soul may be re-

quired of you. God is waiting to be gracious:

the Saviour's arms are open to receive you ; but

if you continue to rebel, He that sits upon the

throne may swear in his wrath, you shall never

see his rest.
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What more shall I say ? What more can 1 say i

O that I could tell you of that eternity to which

you are hastening. O that I could lead you to

think of those ages on ages, which shall never

end, which you, and I, and all rational beings

must spend in heaven or hell. This eternity we

must soon enter, and become acquainted with

joy or sorrow greater than we can now conceive.

My beloved friend, think of these things. Attend

to the things that make for your peace, before

they are for ever hidden from your eyes. Listen

to the voice of conscience, to the warnings and

invitations you daily receive, to Him who speaks

from above in accents of love, " Give me thy

heart."

I commend you to the pious instructions of

your parents and friends. I commend you to the

counsel benediction, and keeping of your father's

God. May the Lord renovate and sanctify your

heart, guide your heart, guide your life, comfort

you in death, and bless you with his love through

eternity.

Remember me with affection to your ho-

noured parents, with a wish for the best of

heaven's blessings to rest upon their souls, and

the souls of their children. Love dear Betsy>

and listen to her advice.

F.



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 305

Leiier to Mrs. E. C, ofWenham.

Beverley, Sept. 2, 1814.

My dear Mrs. C,

Yo u requested me to write, and my own in-

clination urges me to comply with your request.

In treating on the great truths of the Gospel,

truths of more importance to your soul and mine

than language can express, I shall write with

plainness, and you cannot surely wish me to do

otherwise.

In reply to my question, whether you had a

hope, I think you observed that you sometimes

feared you had no evidence. It remains, then,

to inquire, what are the evidences of a well-

grounded hope, that hope which none but a

Christian can possess. I apprehend these evi-

dences are, love, supreme love, to the glorious

character of God, as exhibited in his word and

works, a governing regard to his glory, a con-

formity of heart to his moral image, a cordial

delight in his holy law, a constant and vigorous

endeavour to keep all his commandments, a

hatred to sin in all its various forms and actings,

a most endearing affection and union to Jesus

Christ, and entire reliance on his merits. I might

enumerate many more, but these are sufficient

to enable you to decide, whether your hope b-e
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true or false. Permit me to say, that no person

in a state of nature ever possessed one of these

evidences, and every Christian possesses all,

and other concomitant ones.

Great, my friend, is that change of heart, ne-

cessary to an entrance into the kingdom of

heaven. It is a radical change of the views,

feelings, and dispositions of the soul, effected by

the operation of the Holy Spirit. Without this,

I neither expect to enter the New^ Jerusalem

myself, nor to see any one else there. He who

cannot lie hath said, " Ye must be born again,"

and sooner shall the heavens pass away, than

one jot or tittle of his word shall fail. Are we the

subjects of this change? If we are, we are safe

on the Rock of Ages, have deposited our trea-

sures in the bright world of glory, and the united

powers of earth and hell can never prevent

our salvation. But, if we are not, we are con-

demned already, the law thunders its tremendous

curses, the wrath of Omnipotence abides on our

Bouls, and hell, with all its horrors, is open be-

fore us. While in this state we practically say

to the Almighty. " Depart from us ; we desire

not the knowledge of thy ways ; we will not have

thee to reign over us ;" we live in continual

violation of his holy commands ; we foster

the malignant iniquities of our desperately

wicked hearts, and we make incessant and raoid
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advances to that land where hope sheds not its

soothing balm, where mercy drops not a cheering

solace.

It is a solemn consideration, my friend, that,

till we act from holy principles, we can do no-

thing well pleasing to God. For he can accept

of no services which do not flow from love to

him ; and of true love to him, every unrenewed

heart is entirely destitute. Hence the vast im-

portance of immediate repentance, and lively

faith in Christ our Lord. Every moment we

procrastinate these great duties, we hazard all

the bliss of heaven, and, for aught we know, fix

our future destiny in the abyss of despair. Shall

we, can we, be regardless of the things that be-

long to our peace ? Have we no concern for

those souls of ours, which must survive all sub-

lunary things, and live for ever beyond the grave?

Do we despise that salvation which a Saviour bled

to purchase, and which now lie tenders from his

exalted throne, " without money, and without

price ?" Shall we not awake from our dangerous

slumbers, and use every effort to obtain an inte-

rest in that kingdom, which shall stand for ever ?

Surely it is time. We have passed many preci-

ous years in the service of the Prince of Dark-

ness. The remainder of our allotted time must

be short. The last sand will soon drop ; and

then all that is undone, must be undone for ever.
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The closing period of life,—how unutterably so-

lemn. How precious will the religion of the

cross then be—a religion which can diffuse im-

mortal comforts around the pillow of death, strip

the last enemy of all his terrors, and open the

gate of paradise to the separating spirit. How
desirable, then, to have that hope, which shall

be an anchor to the soul amidst the struggles of

dissolving nature, and direct the closing eye to

a country where the tempestuous storms which

rage in this adverse clime never, never rise;

but where unruffled peace spreads its heavenly

charms, and joys, divinely transporting, for ever

grow. But that eventful moment, which crowns

the Christian's hope with full fruition, destroys

the hope of the hypocrite, and whelms his soul

in endless wo. Then " tired dissimulation drops

its mask ;" every refuge of lies, every false com-

fort, flees away, and all dreams of future glory

are transformed into the sad realities of ever-

lasting misery. The self-deceived and deluded

hypocrite, who had fondly imagined himself sure

of heaven, shall, too late, bewail his mistake,

when surrounded by the eternal flames. His

hope expires with his breath, and leaves him to

the corroding anguish of unutterable disappoint-

ment.

O, my friend, we have reason to tremble in

view of these awful truths. Should Ave build



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 309

our houses upon the sand, they will fall before

the rising storm, and bury our souls in irrepa-

rable ruins. Let us not madly bind a hope to

our bosoms which will facilitate our destruction,

and forsake our sinking spirits in the opening

light of futurity. Let us not think we are tracing

the upward path to Zion's hill, while we are

bending our course to the mansions of despair.

Without holiness, we shall never gain admittance

into those regions where consummate purity for

ever reigns. Natural amiableness, without grace,

will avail nothing with Him whose eyes are like

a flame of fire, to search the heart and try the

reins of the children of men. We may have

many moral virtues, many pleasing qualities and

attainments, and yet be void of every good ex-

ercise, and far from that way of peace which

leads to glory on high. A false hope is easily

imbibed, but, perhaps, seldom eradicated, till

death unveils eternity.

O, my friend, let me earnestly entreat you to

examine the ground on which you stand, and

realize that you do it for eternity. Your ever-

lasting all is implicated. You are amenable to

a tribunal from which there is no appeal, the

decisions of which must be perfectly just and

unalterable. This is your day of probation. It

is hastening away, and every moment, as it

passes, can no more return. Look a little for-
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ward, and view approaching death, judgment,

and eternity. The scenes of mortality will soon

terminate ; the enchanting beauties of earth

will recede for ever from our grasp, but the

consequences of our conduct will be infinitely

interesting, and abide through rolling ages.

And when eternity shall be our portion, we shall

see these truths in all their energy, solemnity,

and awful import.

Let me urge you, my friend, to prepare <o meet

your God. Let me intreat you to realize your

situation, to awake to your own eternal good, to

secure Christ for your Redeemer and your God,

before he shall assume the seat of judgment, and

award incorrigible sinners to the " blackness of

darkness" for ever. Except you bow before

Jesus in humble abasement, be sprinkled with

his atoning blood, and appropriate his salvation

to yourself by faith, you can never find that rest

which remains for the children of God. Give

conscience leave to speak, and attend without

delay to its faithful admonitions. O give not

slumber to your eyes, till your soul rests securely

on the glorious corner-stone laid in Zion, for

there only will you find safety, when the incensed

wrath of Omnipotence shall burst in one eternal

storm on all the impenitent. Take refuge this

moment in those arms which once were trans-

fixed with rugged nails for the rescue of perish-
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ing worms, and which are now benevolently ex-

panded, to embrace repenting sinners. All things

are now ready. The door of heaven is wide open,

and the way which leads thither is exactly point-

ed out in the oracles of eternal truth. Will you

not, then, be wise for eternity ?

Be assured, my friend, I have sought your best

good in penning these important truths. I can

give you no greater proof of my friendship, than

I have now manifested. Let me indulge the

fond hope, that you will receive this with can-

dour, and, as though it were my dying advice

attend to it with deep solicitude. If you find

any thing repugnant to Scripture, reject it with

abhorrence ; but if these things are true, they

merit our solemn consideration. I commend
you to Him who alone can savingly illuminate

your soul, and guide your feet to yonder hill of

Zion, where all the redeemed of the Lord shall

stand in immortal glory, and make the celestial

plains to ring with songs of joy. My dear, dear

friend, with the most tender anxiety, with ar-

dent wishes for your future felicity, I bid you an

affectionate adieu.

Fanny.

O make God your friend, and heaven your

home.
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Letter to Mrs. yl. N., of JVenham.

Beverley, Sept.B, 1814.

I SEIZE a hasty moment, my friend, from the

necessary refreshment of sleep, to write you a

few lines.

May I ask, are you near to God by the blood

of sprinkling ? or far off in nature's darkness ?

Have you meat to eat that the world knows not

of? or do you feed your immortal mind with the

perishable husks of earthly joys ? If our com-

fort be scriptural, it will be accompanied with

the renunciation of all known sin, a vigorous

performance of all known duties, a dread of

temptation and an habitual desire to please God.

In keeping the commandments there is great

reward. But the joy and confidence, which are

not materially lessened by the commission of sin,

may well be suspected to arise from a wrong

source. True religious joy will lead us to watch

and pray, to be humble and penitent at the feet

of Jesus, to deny ourselves and take up the cross,

and walk in the path of duty, however strait and

narrow, however beset with difficulties and trials.

All other joy is vain, is dangerous, and calcu-

lated to lull us to sleep in thoughtless security,

till our souls sink in the flames of hell.

Many, it is to be feared, deceive their own
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siouls, thinking themselves something when they

are nothing, imagining they are Christians,

while they retain their native love of evil, and

are destitute of saving grace. Many who pro-

fess themselves the children God, have no part

nor lot in the salvation of Christ, and will hear

from the lips of their Judge at the last gi-eat

day, " Depart from me, I never knew you."

Many have the lamp of profession, but what

will that avail without the oil of divine grace i

Alas ! without repentance, it will only increase

their condemnation, and involve them deeper in

future wretchedness. Awful, indeed, must be

the situation of those, who, while they name the

name of Christ, crucify him afresh, and put him

to open shame. They open the mouths of sin-

ners against our holy religion, harden the hearts

of the careless, grieve the children of the Most

High, and are a stumbling-block in the way of

many. If they die strangers to the power of

vital religion, what pen can describe their an-

guish, when they stand trembling before their

Judge, and hear him speak in a voice like thun-

der, " Who hath required this at your hands ?"

Their criminality must then appear in all its

odious light, and cover them with confusion,

consternation, and despair. They must lie down
in endless sorrow, though once they vainly

thought they were sure of heaven,

p
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O, my friend, when I think of these things, I

tremble for myself. We have reason to fear that,

through the deceitfulness of our own hearts, we

shall at last come short, and prove that we were

Christians only in name. Let us see whether

Christ is formed in us the hope of glory ; or

whether we are not yet in our sins, walking in

that broad road which leads to perdition. If we

have been deceiving ourselves, it will be far bet-

ter to discover it now, than when it is too late

to rectify mistakes, too late to repent, and work

out our salvation. O let us, with the greatest

diligence, attend to the one thing needful, and

so number our fleeting days, as to apply our

hearts to true wisdom. Soon our mortal years

will be ended, and then we shall commence an

eternal round of joy or wo ; and in eternity we

shall reap the reward of our doings on earth.

We shall feel the effects of our present conduct,

when time has finished his appointed course,

when the heavens shall be rolled together as a

scroll, when creation shall lie in mighty ruins,

and when one vast eternity shall be all in all.

Nay, we shall be sensible of their influence, as

long as our existence endures.

O, then, how important is it, that we should

awake from sleep, and sow to the Spirit, that we

may of the Spirit reap life everlasting ! Now is

the accepted time, and now is the day of salva-
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tion. To-morrow we may be where all is immu-

table and eternal. O could we realize these con-

siderations as we ought, what solemnity and awe

would fill our minds ; how jealous should we be

over ourselves, how afraid of deception, how

watchful against sin and Satan, how engaged in

duty, how constant and ardent in prayer, how
earnest to approve ourselves to the Searcher of

hearts. Let us, then, forsake our sins, and pe-

nitently return to the Lord, for our souls are infi-

nitely precious ; time is short, and eternity is

near. May we both be made holy in heart and

life, that we may glorify God on earth, and at

death have an entrance ministered to us into that

kingdom which consists in righteousness, peace,

and eternal joy. O my friend, rest not, unless

you are created anew in Christ.

Fanny Woodbury.

Letter to Mrs. S. £. D., of Beverley.

Beverley, Sept. 1814.

My dear Mrs. D.,

The present is, indeed, a day of darkness, of

thick darkness, illumined but with a few glim-

mering rays of cheering light. Our national

iniquities are exceedingly numerous and aggra-

p2
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vated, so that God in just judgment has poured

out his wrath upon us, to show us that it is an

evil and bitter thing to forsake him. If these

afflictions, indeed, shall lead us to consider our

ways, mourn with godly sorrow over our sins,

and penitently return unto the Rock of our sal-

vation, then M-e may hope that the Lord will

spare us, defend and protect us, and favour us

with his gracious smiles. But, alas ! our pride,

ambition, and vanity, have arisen to a greater

height ; and we seem to grow more hardened

under divine rebukes. Much do we need a spirit

of humility, of amity, and of dependance on the

Almighty, and a thorough, universal reforma-

tion, that again we may enjoy those blessings we
once possessed, but which we so wickedly abused

and forfeited. O may the saints of the Most

High seek the good of Jerusalem, and pray and

labour for her prosperity, till her brightness go

forth as a lamp that burneth, and her rising

glory fill the earth. The glorious appearing and

power of Immanuel shall destroy the man of sin,

subdue every enemy of his church, and cause the

ransomed to travel the road that leads to the ce-

lestial Zion, with gladness and songs of joy. The

day of the millennium is not far distant. Al-

ready with eager expectations we look for its

dawn ; and our bosoms glow with delight, when

we contemplate what glory it will bring to God,
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what happiness to man. The desolations, per-

secutions, and afflictions of the church, and the

miseries and sins of a wretched world, will soon

come to an end. The happy saints will soon

take the kingdom, and possess it for ever, while

the King of Saints shall display the banners of

his cross through this wide earth, and all the

numerous tribes of heathen and nations of the

world shall bow in homage at his feet. The

church shall dry her tears, bid adieu to her sor-

rows, and shine in her beautiful garments, the

joy of many generations. Hosannas to the

name of Jesus shall fall from the mouths of

babes, and every lip shall sing in cheerful strains

the praises of the King of kings. O, my sister,

what a glorious period is just at hand, even at the

door ! And amidst all these calamities and com-

motions, when errors come in like a flood, and

temptations to apostacy are on every side, how

important is it that Christians should hold fast

that which they have, and be ever abounding in

the work of the Lord. How closely should they

walk with God, that they may derive from him

all those supplies of grace and strength, which

they need in the discharge of their various du-

ties. Their faith and patience must be tried ;

but they will endure every trial, and in the end

be more than conquerors over all their enemies.

The Lord God of Israel is their inheritance,

? 3
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their refuge, and their salvation, and all his per-

fections are pledged to secure their complete re-

demption, and the final triumph of his cause

over all the earth.

If we, my dear friend, can repose our trust in

Jehovah, we need not despond, though there be

great distress and perplexities among the nations

—though all nature be convulsed, and rent in

dreadful anarchy. Amidst the most tremendous

revolutions, we may rejoice, and joy in the God
of our salvation. O may we be favoured with

holy confidence in him, that we may not hang

our harps upon the willows, nor go mourning all

the day long. It becomes Christians to rejoice

in the Lord, that they may show to others, that

religion is not a melancholy thing, as many are

prone to believe. And the Lord is pleased when
he sees his children abound in grateful joy and

praise, united with penitence and humility.

My dear, dear sister, take comfort, and still

hope in your covenant God ; for he is a Rock

upon which you may stand securely in time and

to eternity. He has been your helper in six

troubles, and in seven ; and he will be your re-

fuge for ever, giving you abundant reason still

to sing of his mercy, faithfulness, and loving-

kindness. The soul that leans on him shall

never be dismayed nor confounded ; but shall go

from strength to strength in this desert land.
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and hereafter appear in the Zion above, to join

the innumerable company around the throne in

songs of ceaseless praise. May this be the pri-

vilege of my dear sister, and her unworthy

Fanny. O may grace, free grace, make us meet

for the blessedness of the redeemed above, and,

when time shall close with us, introduce us to

that city, not made with hands, eternal in the

heavens. And to grace shall be all the glory.

May the Lord bless you and yours with showers

of the richest blessings. When you commune

with God, sometimes think of me. F. W.

Letter to Mrs. L. B. of Salem.

Beverley, Sept. 11, 1813.

My dear Mrs. B.,

I AM happy to acknowledge the receipt of a

few lines from you last evening, by which I un-

derstand the intention of your sisters, to devote

to prayer a part of the hour from two to three,

when from one to two is not practicable. I

rejoice that you have agreed to meet in spirit at

the throne of grace, and I think the time you

specify, the best which could be selected, more

especially on account of its nearness to ours. 1

shall often in imagination visit your retirements,

and participate with you in the heavenly solace

of communion with God, while my warmest

wishes shall ascend in unison with yours, that

p 4
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our supplications may be those of humble faith

and sincerity, that they may meet with the divine

acceptance through the mediation of our adora-

ble Immanuel. " Praying breath shall not be

spent in vain."

Blessed are those who sigh and cry in secret

places, for the abominations which abound in

our guilty land ; for their tears and moans shall

be a sweet memorial before God, of their detesta-

tion of sin, and of their ardent love to the souls

of sinners. And though the Almighty may pour

out his fury unceasingly upon our much loved

country, yet his dear children are safely hid in

his pavilion, and shall surely find him a present

help in time of trouble. He is a resting place,

where we may sweetly repose our souls, when

heavily laden with a sense of indwelling ini-

quity, and burdened with oppressive wo. He

presides over our convulsed world, overrules all

events for the good of his church, and the glory

of his name ; and with a regard to that auspici-

ous period, when all shall know him from the

least to the greatest, and the beauty of Zion

shine conspicuously over this benighted earth.

When shall the millennial morn shed its cheering

splendour among the nations, and the day-star

from on high lighten the heathen tribes to the

mount of glory ? O when shall the lapsed mil-

lions of our race, fasten every hope of bliss on
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the cross of Calvary, and unite in one vast har-

monious chorus of praise to the Lamb ? O for

the long-expected era, when all the ends of the

earth shall rejoice in the salvation of God, be

filled with the happy subjects of redeeming grace,

and reflect the image of that upper world, where

holiness, peace, and happiness display their

heavenly charms, and songs of joy drop with

divine melody from every lip. Though we, my

amiable friend, may ere that time close our eyes

on mortal things, yet if our spirits salute the

glories which grow on mount Zion, we shall

behold from thence the victories of Immanuel

on this perishable ground ; and O what gladness,

what transport, what rapture, will fire our bo-

soms at the glorious view ! May the bliss of

Paradise be ours to enjoy, when these changing

scenes end with us in an unchanging eternity.

I often think of our first and last interview

with pensive pleasure, and hope you will favour

me with another, if you find it consistent. But

as life and all things here are uncertain, I direct

my eyes to a region, where the saints of the Most

High shall all soon collect to part no more for

ever, and where pious friends shall be more in-

timately and endearingly allied, than it is possi-

ble to be in this unfriendly clime. My dear,

dear sister, may we see each other there, and

enjoy a friendship ineffably sublime, which no

P 5
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death or separation shall ever wound—a friend-

ship, pure as those realms of light, and immor-
tal as our souls.

When you have an hour of leisure, you will

give joy to my heart by writing a long letter,

though I am most unworthy. Tender, most re-

spectful and affectionate love to dear Mr. B., ac-

companied with an ardent wish, that the Lord

would shed upon him abundantly the influences

of his sanctifying, illumining, and comforting

Spirit, and make him an eminent instrument of

good to immortal beings. May you, my dear

Mrs, B., enjoy richly that peace which passes

understanding, pass your fleeting days in tran-

quillity and usefulness, and, when the scene of

mortal life closes, enter into that rest which re-

mains for the people of God.

Accept with candour this small expression of

my esteem ; and when you commune with

Heaven, raise one affectionate petition for your

unworthy Fanny.
coeooocccooo

JOURNAL, 1814.

Oct. 2. Have this day been permitted to encir-

cle the table of my divine Redeemer, and again

renew my engagements to be his. But ah ! what

coldness, what indifference, what amazing sot-

tishness usurp their sway over my heart, and

paralyze every rising emotion of piety. What
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infinite reason have I to abase myself below all

mankind, and freely confess, I am of sinners the

very chief. Oh I need true humility, a deep and

abiding view of my own depravity, while faith's

enlightened eye fastens on the bleeding Lamb of

God, and points to a region where perfection

flourishes in immortal charms. Beauteous in-

deed must be that house not made with hands,

eternal in the heavens, filled with holy inhabi-

tants, and abounding with every blessing its

Maker can devise. May I be so favoured as to

find some humble mansion there, when this

earthly tenement shall be dissolved by the chill-

ing blast of death, and sink beneath the sod. O
my Redeemer, be thou my sun to illumine my
path through this benighted world, and to gild

the lonely vale of death with some heavenly ray.

Let the precious blood with which thou didst

once crimson the rugged nails and accursed cross,

be efficaciously applied to my polluted soul, that

it may be a temple fit for thee. Come, my
Saviour, remove this interposing veil, and dis-

close to me those boundless charms of thine,

which inflame the bosom of the most exalted

seraph with ecstasy, and tune his heart to cele-

brate thy praise*.

* These were probably the last words she ever wrote. About

the middle of October she was seized with an inflammation of

the brain, of which the did not recover.

P 6
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VALEDICTORY ADDRESSES*,

DICTATED BY MISS WOODBUllY, ABOUT A WEEK
BEFORE HER DEATH.

My father, my mother, my brothers and sisters

dear ; when you hear my expiring groans, when

you survey my worthless remains, when you fol-

low me in mournful silence to my long home, O
think of your mortality, and prepare for death.

And when, in some more distant day, you shed

an affectionate tear upon the white marble that

rises over my dust, O remember you must lie

by my side ; and look up to Heaven, and beg for

grace to prepare to join the blessed. I beg of

you to forgive me the millions of times I have

wounded your hearts ; entomb my follies with

me, and my virtues (if any) treasure in your

hearts. I thank you for all your kindness to me,

and in return 1 beg the best of Heaven's bles-

sings to rest on your souls. O think how uncer-

tain is life, and how certain is death ; and do, O
do be ready for the coming of your Lord. My

* On this solemn occasion, she felt that the subjects and the

circumstances were too awfully interesting and affecting to ad-

mit of her addressing her connexions verbally.
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dear, dear friends, do not rest without grace in

your hearts. Do exert yourselves in every way

for the promotion of the religion of Christ, and

the advancement of that glorious kingdom which

shall flourish in peace and righteousness. O
that I could tell you what it is to die and go into

eternity. O that 1 could tell you of the ever-

lasting worth of the soul, and the amazing im-

portance of having Jesus for a friend. My dear,

dear friends, to Jesus I commit my departing

spirit, and I pray that you may be his in life and

death. A tender and affectionate farewell. O
may we meet in that world where tears, and

sickness, and sorrows, and sins are known no

more. My dying love rests with you all, and O
may the love of Jesus possess your hearts, and

dictate hereafter in mansions of glory, songs of

endless praise to God and the Lamb. O do let

me exhort you to leave this worthless world be-

hind, and live as becomes heirs of immortality.

Friends of my heart, I bid you farewell !

My dear, dear Betsy, when those I love visit

you, take them to the place where Fanny mould-

ers ; and as you pass around my grassy hillock,

listen to the voice that calls loudly from thence,

" Watch and pray, and be ye also ready." Talk

of the affections which have bound our souls to-

gether, talk of death, of judgment, and eternity,
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and depart laden with wisdom. Do all your

hands find to do, and do it as for eternity.

To my dear correspondents. The pen has

dropped from my hand ; but the love I bear you

dwells in my heart ; and may it survive the shock

of death, and be consummated in the regions

of light. My parting message to you is, live as

strangers and pilgrims here ; live devoted to the

service of God, and exert every power and fa-

culty to honour your divine Redeemer. Let the

small pledge* of affection, which may be given

you, be a memento of the dying love of your af-

fectionate Fanny.

To the praying sisters at sister C—'s. I have

heretofore constantly met with you, knelt by your

sides, and implored the blessings of Heaven.

Those moments, so sweet and so dear, are gone

to return no more. As often as that dear even-

ing shall return, let your attendance there evince

that you love the place where prayer is wont to

be made. Let the thought, that I meet with you

no more, stimulate you to redoubled diligence,

to ardent prayer, and to active exertions for the

continuance of those meetings. Let me exhort

you never to forsake the assembling of yourselves

* Possessing a little library of about forty volumes, she di-

rected that one of them should be ^ given to each of her corre-

spondents.



MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 327

together, and let your hearts be united by the

most endearing ties. Farewell, my dear sisters.

May we soon meet in the place where praise, not

prayer, shall flow from every heart. I commend
you to God and the word of his grace. May he

from time to time bless you with an abundant

spirit of prayer, and answer your petitions in

copious benedictions on your own dear souls, on

the church of Christ, and a perishing world.

Peace be to you, my sisters, a peace ineffably

sweet, such as our dear Jesus gives his humble

disciples, and such as shall ripen in the glories

of heaven.

To all my dear friends. Beware of earth ;

live above all terrestial things, and live as though

you possessed immortal souls. O think how

soon the days of your mortal life will be over,

and an eternity of retribution be your portion. O
remember the last counsel you can ever receive

from me, and so number your days as to apply

your hearts unto wisdom. Let the remembrance

of our friendship be dear to your hearts, and O
be sure that you gain an interest in the sinner's

Friend, who will never leave nor forsake those

who put their trust in him. We soon shall meet

again. O may it be in yonder world of light,

that celestial Paradise, which Jesus purchased

with his expiring breath. The Lord bless you all

with blessings for time, and with blessings that
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shall run parallel with the ages of eternity. An
affectionate adieu.

To this dear Church, with whom I have so of-

ten met, and sat round the table of our lovely

Redeemer. My best, last wishes, and dying love

are to you. It has grieved me that there has been

so much formality, so much lukewarmness

among us. Oh I beg that you would seek to ex-

hibit more the power of religion in your lives

and conversation. Do adorn the doctrine of

your Saviour better than your unworthy sister

has ; and let my death be sanctified to all your

hearts. Do strive for the faith of the gospel,

for there-settlement of a faithful minister among

you, who shall break to you the bread of life,

and be instrumental in leading you onward to

heaven. My seat is now to be vacated. O pray

that it may soon be occupied by one who shall

be more faithful in good works, more holy and

more heavenly-minded, than I have ever been.

Do live as brethren ; be earnest for each other's

spiritual good, and tender to each other's infirmi-

ties, and live answerably to your high and holy

profession. Wherein I have erred, and gone

astray, be so kind as to forgive me, and avoid

my follies. Receive this aflTectionate advice in

love, as the last expression of my ardent and sis-

terly friendship, and may we all be prepared to

join the Church triumphant, and sing with end-
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less rapture the songs of Moses and the Lamb.

Farewell, my dear friends, my brothers and

sisters dear. The grace of our Lord Jesus

Christ make you faithful in every good work ;

strengthen, stablish, and comfort you ; and

make you meet for the inheritance of the saints

in light. My ardent love abides with you ; and

now I bid you, farewell

!

Through the whole course of her very distress-

ing sickness, her appearance was such as we

might reasonably expect from a person of her

character. It is thought that very few have ever

exhibited clearer evidence of living the life, and

dying the death, of the righteous. Her numerous

connexions, correspondents, and friends, cannot

but feel their loss to be irreparable. They may

comfort themselves, however, with the precious

consolation, that she has gained admittance into

that rest, that society, that bliss, and is engaged

in those employments, for which she was so hap-

pily prepared, and for which she was almost con-

stantly longing, panting, and pleading.
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AN ADDRESS TO CHRISTIANS.

[Though this address has been already pubhshed in the Panoplist,

it has been particularly requested that it might be printed

with Miss Woodbury's other writings.]

How great, my fellow Christians, are your ob-

ligations to your adorable Redeemer ! How strong

and endearing are the ties which bind your souls

to him, and urge you to ardent zeal in his glo-

rious cause. His grace has rescued your souls

from exposure to endless flames, and will con-

duct them safely to the hill of Zion, there to

mingle in all the sacred felicities and unfading

glories of the saints in light. When the thun-

ders of the divine law filled your hearts with

anguish, and there appeared but a step between

you and all the miseries of the bottomless abyss,

then the hand of mercy from on high conducted

you to the foot of the cross, where, leaving your

burdens and reposing your souls, you commenced

with cheerful step your journey to a better coun-

try. Happy indeed was the hour of your espou-

sals to Christ. Liberated from the bondage of

Satan, and standing secure on the immoveable

Rock, your souls triumphed in the contemplation
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of pardoning mercy, and your lips sung hosannas

to your great Deliverer. You were then made

acquainted with feelings and principles never to

be extinguished, to which you were before utter

strangers. Warmed with the ardours of holy

gratitude, did you not ask with the devout

Psalmist, what shall I render unto the Lordfor all

his benefits? This question you have doubtless

frequently repeated. Say, my friends, have you

not a supreme regard to the glory of God, a pre-

dominating desire to honour your Redeemer, and

extend the victories of his grace ?

You are engaged in a cause precious to angels.

For its advancement all holy beings unite their

voluntary and cheerful exertions, and unholy

beings promote it, though they mean not so, neither

do their hearts think so. It is a cause for which

your Redeemer bled ; and he has pledged his

word that it shall prevail. Every event, however

minute or apparently inauspicious, will be ulti-

mately subservient to its prosperity ; and vain

are the combined efforts of men and devils to

exterminate it from the earth. Amidst all the

commotions and calamities, which lay kingdoms

and empires waste, covering our globe with car-

nage, devastation, and wo, rejoice. Christians,

that this cause is safe. Exult in those predic-

tions of its universal triumph, which we derive

from holy men of old, who spake as they zcere moved
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hy the Holy Ghost. How sublime the prospect of

the millennial glory! How divinely transporting

to penetrate the cheerless night which now wraps

the earth, and discover the bright effulgence of

that morning which shall ere long burst upon

the world from on high ; a morning without

clouds, enlightened by the beams of the Sun of

Righteousness, and vocal with songs of salvation

from millions of redeemed sinners. When a

few more years of gloom have run their rounds,

this period shall arrive, with all its amazing

realities. Then shall this dying world rise to

immortal life ; and, filled with ardent devotion

and admiring joy, shall unite in one immense

concert of rapturous praise. Then shall the

peace which descends from the regions of purity

and love, scatter its enduring blessings in every

land, and indissolubly unite all nations in the

bonds of Christian affection. The hearts of men

shall beat in happy unison, influenced by the

benevolent spirit of the gospel, while their lips,

touched like Isaiah's with hallowed fire, dwell on

Immanuel's name with holy trnnsport. If angels

and departed saints rejoice over one repenting

sinner, what must be their emotions when nations

are born in a day ; when unnumbered millions of

our apostate race reflect the image of Jesus, and

are forming for eternal improvement in the ex-

cellencies and glories of the heavenly state ! What
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celestial ardour will swell their bosoms, and how

divinely will they tune their harps to louder

notes of praise I And shall we, my friends, in

view of these glorious displays of almighty grace,

be indifferent? Have our hearts felt the glow

of pious affection, and shall they not burn with

a livelier flame ? Shall we not exclaim, Even so,

come, Lord Jesus; come quickly'? If this period,

so full of glory to God and happiness to man, is

nigh, even at the door ; and if it is to be intro-

duced by the instrumentality of Christians, how

alluring, how powerful the inducements to new,

combined, and vigorous exertions, in the cause

of Christ ? Is it possible for a friend of Jesus

to slumber in criminal supineness at this momen-

tous crisis ?

My friends, the time is short. With every

passing moment, with every heaving breath, you

curtail the transient term of life, and draw nearer

to the grave, " where there is no work, nor de-

vice, nor knowledge, nor wisdom." Your days

are flying away with great rapidity, and with

them all your opportunities of communicating

and receiving good ; but the manner in which

you spend them will appear from the archives

of eternity, and will have a vast influence on

your future condition. Eternity! let the word

deeply affect your hearts, and extend its salutary
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power to every action. The consequences of this

state of probation will reach through scenes of

" futurity for ever future," through ages on ages

in endless succession. Our weeks, our months,

our years are rapidly measuring their flight. The

last particle of our allotted time will soon arrive,

and leave our mortal frames in the embraces of

death, while our souls will survey with awful

interest, the regions beyond the grave: and

when, in the unclouded light of eternity, we shall

view divine truths, O how infinitely important

will they appear ! What shall we then think of

earth, of souls, of heaven, of hell, of the work of

redemption, of the means of grace, and of en-

gagedness in the service of God ?

Did we live under just apprehensions of eter-

nity we should do with our mighty whatsoever our

hands find to do, performing every duty with a

promptitude, fidelity, and zeal, of which we have

now little conception. Feeling that we are act-

ing with reference to the bar of Jehovah, how

earnestly should we seek that honour which cometh

from God only. What holy circumspection should

mark our habitual conduct. With what noble

indifference should we look upon the censure

and applause of mortals, and upon all the fleet-

ing things of this world. Shall not these con-

siderations be engraven on our minds, and urge
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US to a diligent improvement of our time, our

talents, and all our active powers, in prepara-

tion for the last great day ?

I repeat it, Christians, the time is short ! Your

moments are too invaluably precious to be trifled

away in unworthy pursuits, or negligence ; for

they will certainly be few, and on them rest con-

sequences lasting as the existence of your souls.

Your Saviour speaks to your souls ; work while

the day lasts, for the night cometh wherein no man

can work. O, let it be realized, that what you do

for him must be done quickly. Should you neg-

lect present opportunities of glorifying him,

you may never be indulged with more on earth ;

for death may be at hand to convey you hence.

Your days, with all their toils and sorrows, are

transient, and will soon give place to the rest of

Canaan, your everlasting home. Be not weary in

well-doing, nor suffer your minds to faint because

of crosses and trials ; for they belong to this

state of probation, and are especially the portion

of pilgrims and strangers here. What though

with David you ascend mount Olivet, weeping

as you measure your weary steps; yet shortly

your feet shall stand on the verge of heaven, and

walk the streets of the New Jerusalem.

My friends, are you heavily oppressed with

numerous and complicated afflictions ? Do you

groan under a weight of sin ? Turn your eyes,
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then, from this valley of wo, to those regions of

glory to which you are hastening, where millions

of holy spirits for ever encircle the throne of

God, and mingle their ceaseless hallelujahs

;

where the character of the Deity presents its

transcendent charms without a veil, filling the

bosom of saints and of angels with considera-

tions too mighty for utterance ; where pleasures

immeasurable and eternal flow without ceasing,

from the exhaustless river of life, far surpassing

the comprehension of finite creatures, and such

as the language of heaven alone can adequately

describe. O the infinite value of that blood,

which was shed by the compassionate Saviour,

to purchase this amazing bliss for worms of the

dust ! O the boundless mercy, which can raise

ruined sinners from the gulf of everlasting per-

dition, to share in the exalted employments and

felicities of angels. Say, Christians, is not your

Redeemer altogether lovely, worthy of your per-

fect confidence, your unreserved obedience ? Do
you not rejoice in prospect of the hour, when,

far from tempestuous winds and storms of this

unfavourable clime, you shall find that rest

which remains for the people of God ? And when,

from the heights of the celestial Zion, you shall

take a retrospect of your wanderings in this waste

howling wilderness, will you regret your labours

and sufierings in the cause of your Lord ? If tears
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could be found in heaven, you would ingenuously

weep to think how much time you had wasted,

how many opportunities of doing- good you had

neglected, how many duties you had entirely

omitted, how many others had been very coldly

performed, and in how many various ways you

might have advanced the honour of your Divine

Master, which alas ! you failed of entering upon.

Were these considerations familiar to your

minds, unquestionably you would exhibit lives

more honourable to God, more ornamental to

your profession, and more conducive to the best

interests of immortal men ; while you would, of

consequence, be abundantly more acquainted

with those sublime comforts of your holy reli-

gion, which are usually enjoyed by such as culti-

vate the power of godliness, and render uniform

obedience to the requirements of the gospel.

Bat, after all these motives to ardent engaged-

ness in the best of causes, motives which ought

constantly to retain a commanding influence over

your hearts, do you, my friends, wish for more ?

If so, more I present you. Direct your eyes to

Calvary, and survey that cross on which are sus-

pended your hopes of heaven. Whom see you

there, loaded with ridicule and insults of rebels,

oppressed with anguish and agony unutterably

severe, and meekly sinking into the arms of

death? Ah! Christians, it is your Lord. To

Q
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these sufferings he voluntarily submitted, that

he might procure pardon, peace, and salvation

for guilty men, who were obnoxious to the tre-

mendous curses of a broken law, and exposed to

all the interminable horrors of endless death.

Through his meritorious passion, " mercy and

truth have met together, righteousness and peace

have embraced each other ;" the gate of heaven

is unbarred ; and the tree of immortal life ex-

tends its fruit to a destitute, famishing world.

Ye humble votaries of the cross of Christ
; ye

followers of the Man of sorrows, when you con-

template this melting scene, do not your hearts

yield to a heavenly influence, and burn with a

sacred flame ? And do you not resolutely deter-

mine, that by divine aid, you will shake off in-

activity, and be co-workers with God, in accom-

plishing his purposes of love and grace ? Come

then, and consecrate yourselves anew to the ser-

vice of your Beloved ; and henceforth, let every

day bear to heaven a favourable report of your

efforts to extend the conquests of Immanuel,and

promote the spiritual welfare of beings destined

to live for ever. Thus you will constrain sinners

to recognise the excellence of Christianity, and

prevent their taunting cry. What do ye more than

others ? Thus you will manifest your cordial at-

tachment to the Saviour, bring glory to your

God, be blessings to the church and the world.
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and increase your imperishable felicity in the

kingdom of heaven, where departed saints •' rest

from their labours, and their works do follow

them."

Christians, evince to the world that you are

followers of Christ. Manifest by your sublime

and heavenly deportment, that, not satisfied with

terrestrial good, you have fixed your hopes and

affections on a brighter world, where neither sin

nor sorrow can ever intrude. Are you not ex-

pectants of glory ? Then be nobly indifferent to

the charms of this perishable earth, and live as

becomes those who have caught the spirit, and

anticipated the joys, of heaven. Bought with the

blood of your Redeemer, let a view of his honour

guide your conduct, and impart sacred energy to

all that you do. Call forth your latent powers

to exertion for the promotion of his glorious

cause, and, by a constant readiness, to every

good word and work, let your light shine with a

divine splendour before others, alluring them to

go and do likewise. An extensive field for use-

fulness presents itself to your view ; where ar-

duous labour is imperiously required, and may be

crowned with blessed success. This is the season

for action ; the time for ardent, and zealous, and

persevering efforts. Your Redeemer condescend-

ingly looks down to behold your conduct, and

having encompassed you with immeasurable

92
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mercies, and manifested his glories to your ad-

miring souls, he now waits to receive your grate-

ful returns. Comply with his gracious invita-

tions ; obey his holy commands ; and while you

testify the ardour of your love, by your fidelity

and engagedness in his service, he clothed with

humility, and repeat each one to himself, the

penitent exclamation, " God be merciful to me,

a sinner."

Christians, how much may you do for the ho-

nour of your Lord. Arise, then, and shaking off

the slumbers of the night, exert every faculty,

and strain every nerve, for the enlargement of

that kingdom which is not of this world. Look

around j'ou, and witnessing the spread of error

and infidelity, the merciless ravages of sin and

death, let your eyes affect your hearts, and in-

duce you to enter earnestly upon every hopeful

plan for the suppression of vice, the alleviation

of misery, and the general promulgation of the

gospel. Behold your fellow-mortals, bound to

an eternity of retribution, and endowed with

souls which must await the unutterable destinies

of the last day, and earnestly inquire in what

way you can be instrumental in promoting their

immortal good. When you see them walking

the downward road to perdition, and tottering

on the crumbling margin, beneath which roll

the billows of devouring fire, O raise your warn-
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ing voices as those who have felt the terrors of

the Lord, and cannot forget that the vengeance

of heaven impends, over the heads of the impeni-

tent. Entreat and admonish them, with all the

eloquence of holy zeal and tender compassion,

accompanying all your attempts with importu-

nate supplication to Him that heareth prayer,

and can subdue the hearts of rebels. But be not

selfish and contracted in your views. Extend

your benevolence to the utmost bounds of the

earth, wherever wanders an apostate being, and

expand your besoms to feel for a perishing world.

Yonder are the forlorn heathen, immersed in ab-

ject ignorance, idolatry, and wretchedness, des-

titute of a single ray of light to illumine their

benighted minds, and guide their wayward feet

in the path of life. They feel the baneful effects

of the first disobedience ; they groan under the

galling yoke of Satan ; but no life-giving sound

of salvation salutes their ears, no pardoning

mercy from Calvary whispers peace. While they

roam the solitary desert, spending their days in

listless indolence and degrading vice, they fix

their characters for eternity, and seal up their

endless doom. Friends of Immanuel, feel for

their souls. When you enjoy the delights of

communion with God, and the smiles of your

Redeemer, commiserate the hapless millions,

who never raised to heaven the uplifted eye, nor

C 3
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listened to the cheering sound of a Saviour's

name. When from Pisgah's eminence you des-

cry the boundless joys and imperishable glories

of the upper world, and, ravished with the sub-

lime perspective, you are ready to long for the

coming of the Lord, O turn from the enrapturing

vision to those who never greeted from on high

the message of God's pacification, nor beheld the

flowers of paradise blossom in the grave.

Their souls are infinitely precious. Realize,

if you can, their celestial origin, their exalted

capacities, their undying existence, and your

bosoms will heave with emotions too vast for

expression. Surely you will recoil from the

thought of being accessary to their eternal ruin.

Consider, then, the importance of prayer, and of

pecuniary aid, for the promulgation of the gos-

pel and the diffusion of its everlasting blessings

among the perishing heathen. Open the hand

of liberality, and scatter its charities far and

wide. Contribute, according to your ability, as

under the inspection of Jehovah, and with re-

ference to that day vi^hich shall more clearly dis-

close the value of such offerings ; when the

world with all its glittering wealth shall be en-

veloped in flaming ruins, and you and the hea-

then must give up your last account, and receive

your final allotments. While you press the Bi-

ble to your bosoms, and the meridian lustre of
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the Sun of Righteousness shines upon your path,

you will ardently long that its light may arise

upon, those who are sitting in the darkness aiul

shadow of death. For the attainment of this be-

nevolent object, lend your countenance and as-

sistance to those measures which are calculated

to bring it into effect. Nor rest here, but devise

and execute new plans for the spread of the gos-

pel, which bringeth salvation.

The numerous Bible Societies which have re-

cently been ushered into existence, have excited

the liveliest gratitude of wondering thousands,

and smile propitiously on the interests of the

Redeemer, and the immortal souls of men. Let

those who have engaged in these labours of love,

be stimulated to abound yet more and more, ex-

ulting in the thought that your labours shall net

be in vain in the Lord.

Christians, you love to pray, and God does

wonders in answer to prayer. If you wish the

spiritual welfare of your own souls, if you long

to hail the glorious splendour of the millennial

day, and the salvation of a dying world, be ex-

horted to frequent, fervent and importunate

prayer. Sacredly cherish a spirit of devotion,

and a reverent familiarity with Heaven. Re-

member for your encouragement, that in your

humble retirements, you may render your hiost

important services to the kingdom of the Mes-
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siah, secluded from the observation of mortals,

and known only to Him who seeth in secret.

To female disciples of Christ, permit me to

say, here is employment to which your souls are

attuned, and in which you may be instrumental

in producing great and lasting good. In your

closets and circles for devotion, you may be the

means of qualifying and commissioning faithful

ambassadors of Christ, to carry the tidings of

gi'eat joy, wherever the curse of sin extends ; and

you may, in the same manner, secure the listen-

ing attention of multitudes to the heavenly mes-

sage. The Gentiles will join in that divine song,

" How beautiful upon the mountains are the

feet of him that publisheth peace, that bringeth

good tidings of good, that saith unto Zion, Thy

God reigneth." You may clothe the prowling

inhabitant of the wilderness with the robes of

righteousness, and make the desert vocal with

Immanuel's praise. You may bid the benighted

pagans forget their miseries, and unite with you

in drawing living waters from the wells of sal-

vation, and in exploring a country beyond the

boundaries of mortality.

Say not, that you move in a sphere so circum-

scribed, as to exclude your usefulness. Verily

you hate much to do. Your assistance is urgently

required and needed in erecting the house of the

Lord, and adorning it with the beauties of holi-
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ness and praise. Without passing beyond your

proper bounds, you may render as essential ser-

vice to the cause of Christ, as the faithful legate

of the skies, who proclaims the glorious truths

of the gospel to listening thousands. You love

your Lord ; you love the souls for whom he died ;

and you prefer Jerusalem above your chief joy.

Frequent, then, your closets, and breathe to

Heaven your fervent supplications for the coming

of that blessed day, when the Rose of Sharon

shall bloom in the desert, and every solitary cor-

ner of the earth shall reverberate the songs of

Zion. In these favoured seasons of intercourse

with God, you will affectionately bear on your

hearts the ministers of the altar, and missionaries

of the cross, for surely they need your prayers.

Fail not to pray ardently, that they may have di-

vine support under all their peculiar labours and

trials ; that they may be led by the Holy Spirit

to select those subjects which shall be most ap-

propriate and useful to their hearers ; and that

their ministrations may be abundantly blessed

to the edification and consolation of believers,

and the awakening and conversion of formal

hypocrites and stupid sinners. Realizing that

i\iQ harvest truly is greats hut the labourers few

^

you will entreat of your Lord to multiply the he-

ralds of salvation, that great may be the com-

pany of those that publish his word, and thaf
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the gospel may be preached to every creature.

Be exhorted to let no opportunity of usefulness

escape unimproved. Devote not your inestima-

bly precious hours to visits of ceremony, w^here

trifling conversation so lamentably prevails, but

redeem them to spend in the too-much neglected

cottages of the poor, in the chambers of sickness

and affliction, and in encircling the female so-

cial altar of devotion. Those of you who are

possessed of a moderate share of learning, and

have time at your disposal, may be eminently

useful in the benevolent task of instructing ig-

norant and indigent children. The rising gene-

ration ought to be near your hearts, and such,

especially, as have few or no advantages for

mental culture, and the acquirement of religious

knowledge, urgently claim the exercise of your

compassion. It is believed that Sabbath schools,

well conducted, may be largely conducive to the

interests of morality and piety; and that so many

have been formed, is matter of gratitude to Him
who works in his people both to will and to do.

Those of you who are engaged in these delight,

ful acts of charity, may reflect, for your encou-

ragement, that if you entered upon your employ-

ment with right feelings, and are faithful to the

souls intrusted to your care, though you may

not witness the happy fruits of your labours,

y<>ur prayers, and your tears, yet at the bar of
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God many may rise up and call you blessed, re-

garding you as the instruments of their eternal

salvation. But it is not my design to enumerate

the various ways in which you may effectually

subserve the interests of your Lord. If your

hearts are warm with grateful affection to the

Redeemer, you will readily observe, and dili-

gently improve, the opportunities of glorifying

him, which continually occur. Let me affec-

tionately urge you " to live for God—to live foi

eternity !"

My Christian friends, patronise, as far as

possible, every plan and institution calculated j,

for the benefit of society, and the glory of your

Maker. Direct all your energies to the cause of

Heaven. Be willing to labour and suffer in th •

vineyard of the Lord, not counting even your

lives dear to you, so that ycu may accomplish

your assigned work, and finish your course with

joy. Mark the signs of the times. Consider

how eventful is the day in which you live, and

say, can he deserve the appellation of Christian

who now indulges in slothful iriactivity and in

difference ? May the Lord refresh his children

with abundant effusions of grace from above, and

hasten that divinely glorious day, when ZioD

shall shine in renovated and transcendent beauty

when the religion of the cross shall pervade everj

land, arraying this apostate earth in all the im-
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iiwtal charms of holiness, peace, and sublime

..Micity. Let every pious heart breathe to heaven

the ard«^ aspiration, O thou desire of nations.

Come, and adiled to thy many oiowns,

Receive yet one, the crowa .» all the earth,

Thoo. v'w. -.1-., ,. art worthy.

FINIS.
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