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A SERMON.

1 CoriNTHIANS, xv. 26.

The last enemy that shail be destroyed is
Death.

We are assembled to day on a solemn and
affecting occasion. The death of a prince is a
national logs. It is felt in every part of a loys)
and religious nation. 'We mouarn over departed
greatness, We sympathise with the afliction of
oar Sovereign and bis royal house; we see the
vanity of the most splendid human distinctions ;
we are appalled at the tyranny of death; and we
learn the necessity of an imstant preparation for
our own encounter with an inexorable enemy,
who spares neither rank, nor prospects, nor age,
ner profession, but sweeps away with a relent-
less hand, all the glory and pride of man.
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For death, in such calamities as the present,
seems to revel in his victories over the highest
dignities and possessions of feeble mortals. He
appears in all his ruthless terror. And yet,
incredible as it may be thought, I venture to
assert, that after you have contemplated this
last enemy, in his direst form, the christian
faith shall open a way to a complete conguest
over him, and shall teach you {o meet this dread
foe, not only with fortitude, but with composure
and joy,

And this is the great comsolatory topic sug-
gested by the text, the words of which form =o
striking a part of the sublime service with which
our church commits to the tomb the bodies of
the faithfvl; and wherein the Apostle, after
having established the fact of our Lord's resur-
rection, and declared that all things shall be put
in subjection under his feet, denounces that the
last enemy shall be at length overthrown by
him ; and concludes with this his account of the
whole result and consummation of Christ’s me-
diatorial kingdom.

Death the last enemy of man-—Death de-
stroyed by the Son of God—will, therefore, be
the two points to which your attention will be
called on the present mournful oceasion;—in '
the first of which I shall concede to you every
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thing your agitated feelings may demand ;—and
in the second, shall endeavour to exhibit the
triumph of the Saviour, illustrated and enbanced
by those very concessions,

For I allow that death is the last and great-
est enemy of man,” It is ‘that which nature
dreads. The principle of self-preservation is
deeply infixed by the Creator's hand, in the
feelings and habits of every human being. We
shrink from pain, from sorrow, from disease.
When dissolution approaches we start back
with instinctive horror.  Life is half employed in
warding off the advances of death. All the
inventions, and labours, and pursuits of men are
estimated by their relation to thiz one point.
Nor have legislators, ancient or modern, dis-
covered any wore effeclual object of terror for
the prevention of crimes, than the punishment of
death, Wherever the atroke of this enemy -
falls, bereavement and sorrow accompany it.
But on this topic I will not dwell. 1 will not
rend open again the woends which his raokling
darts have left in our bosoms. . I will not speak
of the anguish of the dying couch; of the slow
wasting inroads of disease in one case, and its
rapid strides in another; of the sighs and lamen-
tations of the widow and the orphan. I will not
speak of the softest atfections torn asunder, the
brightest hopes dxtinguished, the loftiest de-
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#igns frustrated, the most extensive usefulness
broken up. Alas! wherever we tarn, the sad
spoila of the common foe meet our view. His
reign is extensive as the race of man. In every
part of the world, in all ages, under all circum-
stances, the tyrant acatters his impoisoned ar-
rows. He lurks behind the other enemies of
our peace, and brings up the rear, as it were, of
the fatal war. Well may he be called. the last
enemy. If we had trimmphed over all others,
we should still have to struggle with this. Every
pust generation was born to die; death stands
prepared to contend with the present; -each fol-
lowing age must sink under his power ; vor will
the horrid monster cease from his immoldtons,
41l the last victim of the whole race of mortals is
offered at his shrine.

So universal, indeed, is the desolation of this
enetny, that man, incapable of resistance, has
learned 1o behold his pregress with a frightful
indifference. The inattention, or torpor, or
selfishoess of the human heart 13 such, that the
impression made by the occurrence of death, in
families and neighbourhoods less intimately con-
nected with our own, is faint and languid. We
speak of it with coldness or levity. We scarcely
stop to make a remark on the irail tenure of
human life, before we reseme our pursuits of
folly and pleasure. We have little of a lively
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recollection that our own safety is concerned ;-
and that as surely as the funeral procession has
proceeded for others, it will proceed for us.

But when, from time to time, the moat ex-
alted personagesin the community fall under the
stroke of the king of terrors ; when a prince within
one atep of the throne, ia precipitated from that
lofty pinnacle; when all that we bave admired
as glorious, and pursued ns goed, is carried off
as by a flood, we awake up for the moment to
our misery. We start as from 2 trance; awhole
nation, moved by a common sympathy, laments:
over the calamity; ordinary pursuits and pas-
sions are suspended; and the public mind is
roused to that state of moral reflection, which iz
most favourable to the entrance of truth. In the
case before us, every circemstauce of the recent
loss recars to the memory with the most tender
associations ; and all the secret springs of aﬁ'et,—

tion and sorrow are opened.

“And is then the presamptive heir of Eng-
land,’ says &ach one with a sigh, <lost to us?
He, who but a year or two since, frdin unusual
vigour of health, promised fair to ascend and
snstain the throne of the greatest empire of
the world ! Are changes and vicissitndes again
to threaten the protestant succession, after so
many previous losses in the royal house within
the last few years! Must we lose a prince
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8o kind-hearted and benevolent—the favourite of
the mpation, and the hoast of his own august
family—one so endeared also, to our noble Sove-
reign, his nearest brother in blood, his partner
in age, in pursuits, in affection, in cares! And,
alas, by what a death is he cut off! The chief
commander of England’s heroes, the pripce be-
loved by the whole army dies, not on the field
of battle—for some illusion of glory might then
have played around the tomb—but is compelled
to surrender to the ignoble power of disease—
month after month his strength is vndermined
by the insidious malady, till the chief and marshal
- of the bravest armies in Europe, sinks under a

v_._dj&ease which might excite commiseration in the
~ feeblest privete citizen!”

Such is the language of every heart! Such
are the woes which have swelled that deep tide
of sorrow which overflows all ranks, and which
perhaps was never surpassed, except a few years
ago, when the blooming bride of England, with
her royal infant, perished in an instant-—the fair-
est flower of the field—by the touch of the same
withering hand.

But we must not longer dwell on the power
of our last enemy, as apparent in these external
and paticnal calamities, however affecting.
These, after all, are only symptoms of the wide
and deeply seated disease. If weé would see
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