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HiRWARD COLLEGE LIBRARY
FROM
THE BEQUEST OF
FYERT JANSEN WENDELL
198

To tha Rev. Dr. Browas, Pastor of tha Pimt Chorch io Brainties,

Dxar Bre,—In compliance with a vote of the Committes of Arrange-
ments in the Second Parish in Dorchester, we the undersigned would
mast respectfully solicit for the press a copy of the Sermon preached on
the oceasion of the funeral of our late pastor, the Rev. Dr. Copman.

Yours, with muach respect,

EDWAED EHARF,
JOEEPH CLAF,
MARSHALL P. WILDER, : Comarrran
CHARLES HOWE,
JOSEPH CLAF, Ix.,
Dozcuxerzs, Dxo. 31, 1847

To Bowisn Spamr, Josnrm Crar, Manemiis F. Wiuoes,
Casniss Hows, wnd JosnrE Crar, Jo., Committss.
Gerrrzuex,—The S8ermon, of which you request a copy, though pre-
pared in great haste, of necessity, is yet cheerfully committed to your
dispoeal, with all its imperfections, as a just; thongh very fecble tribute to
the memory of & Brother most dear, and a SBervant of Christ eminently
distinguished in all his relationa,

Yours, with groat respect,
R B, ETOREA.
Brarwrexe, Jan, 3, 1648,



SERMON.

HEBREWS xi. 18.

BUT NOW TREY DESIKE 4 RETTER CuUGATRY, TWAT I8, 4N HEAVERLY )
WHEREFORE GO 18 FOT AMHAMED TO BE CALLED THEIR GOl FuR HE
HATH FREFARED FOR THEW & CITY.

Tue Christian here below, is encompassed with
a great cloud of witnesses to the preciousness of his
faith, and to the strength of God’s promises.

Abel, being dead, yet speaketh. Knoch is trans-
lated, that he may not see death. Noah safely
outrides the storm which whelms a world in ruin.
Abraham becomes the father of many nations, and
the heir of a city whose builder and maker is God.
Thence, downward to Messiah’s days, an unbro-
ken succession of holy men trust in God, and are
delivered from evil. Since then, a multitude that
no man can number, have counted their lives not
dear to them, that they might win Christ, and be
found in him. And with united voice have they
proclaimed the faithfulness of God, and the bound-
lessness of his compassion ; and, in their admiration
of his love, in their devotedness to his service, and
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in their confidence of the ultimate triumphs of his
government, they are all one.

And this cloud of witnesses is daily enlarging.
Every year it becomes a more glorious object of
contemplation ; and as it advances te cover the
whole face of the heavens, the voice of its testimony
to the preciousness of faith and the strength of di-
vine promise, waxes louder and louder. Well may
it inspire more than human courage in the bosoms
of the timid ; invincible fortitude and heroic resolu-
tion in the bosoms of the feeble and desponding.

However we may estimate the privilege of living
in millennial days, it is a privilege not necessary to
the vigorous growth of the principle of faith, which
enters so essentially into Christian character. The
ancient patriarchs died in faith, not having received
the promises. They had seen them afar off, em-
braced them, and confessed that they were pilgrims
and strangers on the earth. We have in part
received them. The Messiah has appeared. His
earthly kingdom is established. Nations are joining
themselves to it. True it is, Satan is not yet
bound ; rightecusness has not an universal reign,
nor are the sons of God unmolested by the machi-
nations of the children of men ; there are fears
within and fightings without, not to be shunned by
the most holy and devout. Still, the Christian,
planted on the Rock of Ages, may sing, *Jehovah
Jireh®! The billows of human and infernal wrath
may swell, and roll onward, and dash upon the shore
at his feet, but they harm him not. * The Lord will
provide,” ¢ The everlasting arms surround him.”
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The solemn and affecting occasion that convenes
us to-day, cannot, perhaps, be beiter improved than
in the contemplation of a single distinguishing char-
acteristic of the Christian ; of God’s amazing con-
descension ; and of the glorious prospects that open
on the eye of faith, in the future world.

We are to contemplate,

I. A distinguishing characteristic of the Christian.
 He desires a better country, that is, an heavenly.”

Man has no other instinct so strong as the love of
life. In all his generations he dreads death. It is
¢ the king of terrors,” whose grasp all nature abhors.
Not the Christian, even, can muse on *the pains,
and groans, and dying strife,” without appalling
emotions. And when to the terrors of death itself,
he adds the account of its tremendous consequences,
as they rise up before the eye of faith; the dangers
of self-deception, the unfruitfulness of his life, the
multitude of his offences, and his present unfitness
for the society of the just made perfect, it is no
wonder that he recoils from an embrace which ter-
minates his probationary privileges, and fixes his
endless destiny. And when the Apostle affirms that
he desires a better country, even an heavenly, he
does not affirm that he has no tremblings in prospect
of the grave, or no questionings as to the purity of
his affections, and his acceptance with God; but
only that he does not regard the world as his home,
nor cleave to it as his supreme good.

That such is the experience of every Christian, is
evident from the fact, that the world has no infrin-
sic worth. Its whole value is relative. As it stands
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connected with another and eternal world, it is
priceless; but as an independent good, valueless.
Though a man possess the whole of it, it will profit
him in no sense but a moment, unless he use it to
secure friends, who will receive him into everlasting
habitations. 1n the relation it bears to the devel-
opments of the immortal mind, to the parification of
the heart, to the enlargement of Christ’s spiritual
kingdom, and the salvation of undying men, it has
a higher value than tongue can tell ; but as the por-
tion of the soul, or as a reliable source of enjoyment,
even for the present life, it is empty as the whistling
wind, or else tormenting as the bed of thorns.

The same is evident from the admitted fact, that
the world is full of disappointments. ¢ Vanity of
vanities, all is vanity.” Thus the Spirit of God
affirms, and dear-bought experience proves. It
invites confidence, and then betrays the credulous
victim of its smiles into shame andsorrow. It pours
forth abundant promises on the ear, but never fulfils
them to the heart. It presents a thousand allure-
ments, but under each conceals a snare. It opens
on the eye a smooth expanse and boundless fields of
delight, but pit-falls are every where, and beasts of
prey start up from every nook and corner. Who
has contentment? Not the rich man, nor the hon-
orable ; not the luxurious, nor the proud. Who has
pleasure 7 Not the envious nor the fearful, not the
oppressor nor the avenger. Where is the delight
unconnected with regret, or the sensual gratification
unmingled with the wormwood and the gall 7 Where
is the friendship so pure that no feculence pollutes



