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LETTER FROM SAMUEL DAVIES T¢ A FRIEND IN LONDON.

Charlotte, 15th November, 1819,
[REVEREND Sin,

1 think somewhere in your magazine you requested that
all persons having in their possession any of Mr. Davies® let-
ters, would Favour you with them. in a pamphlet I have found
among the old papers of a dececased relative, entitled, <« A
Compassionate Address to the Christian Negroes in Virgi-
nia, &c. by Benjamin Fawcet; there is a letter of Mr. Da-
vies’, which I do not recollect sceing published yet in the ma-
gazine. And it does not appear that Mr. Gillies had the ad-
vantage of it in his Historical Collections; for although Mr.
Fawcet makes severalextracts from Mr. Davies’ letters found
in that work; yet he does not refer the reader to that work
for this, but only says it was written to a correspondent in
London, in the same year, in which this address was writ-
ten, as you will see in his own words.

He is speaking of Mr. Tennent and Davies.—s¢ After these
gentlemen had successfully finished the business of their late
mission in this part of the world; Mr. Davies gave the fol-
lowing particulars to his correspondent in London, in a letter
which he wrote in the spring of the present year, six weeks
after his safe return to his family and fricnds.”]

“ The inhabitants of Virginia are computed to be about
¢ 300,000 men, the one half of which number are supposed to
“be negroes. 'The number of those who attend my ministry
*“ at particular times is uncertain; but generally about three

‘: hundred who give a stated attendance. And never haye [
“ been so much struck with the appearance of an assembly,
(13 . 'Y

as when I have glanced my eye to that part of the mecting -
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or some other, I have as glaring evidences that I t!unp\y share
of it as of my own cxistence. "Lis truly astonishing, sir, that
the candidates for eternity shouid confine their thoughts and
projects so much to the trifles of time. Alas! the world is
asleeps unappechensive of the substantial realities which shall
soon succeed to these flecting vanities. Will the freedom ot a
friend be sufficient to excuse me it 1 here usurp the character
of your serious monitor? (! dear sir, do not trust your eter-
nal all on an implicit venture; do not suspend your everlast-
ing state on a doubtful perhaps; but give all diligence to make
your calling and election sure. A mere possibility of mistalk-
ing in this is more shocking than the certain expectation of
any other misery. Remember, sir, that that plausible fash-
ionable religion which the generality seem to rest in as sufli-
cient, is not the religion of Jesus;

Therefore forsake the fashionable crowd;
And claim the honour to be singly good.

May those preludes of your final dissolution which Lave
lately afflicted, if they do not now afflict your mortal frames,
be happy excitements to a speedy preparation.  If my pray-
ers are heard on your behalf, you will be both heirs togcther
of the grace of life. May Mrs. —— be mindful of res'tnring
mercy, and ripe for death whenever it may come! Butol! the
world soon begins to charm us with its flattering allurements
and render us unmindful of the juster cstimate we formed uf"
them, when on the border of cternity.

Pardon, dear sir, pardon this new-light cants” for I should
really offer violence to my mind should I \Vl'if(;
ously, or less solemnly. Pray, dear si
nonsense, or what you please; for
the pleasure your letters afford me

more ingeni-
Py wrife to me scnse,
Fam sure you do not know
. Lam your's, &c.

S. D.

————

Original Letter Jrom the Rev. Samuel Daeies, jb:‘merly presi
dent of the college of New-Jersey. d

MY VERY DEAR FRIEND,

nevﬂ}lﬁn::npnu a few nocturnal hours to breatle out
nt wishes for you, and to assure You of my pecy
gards. Human life js extremely precarious g
and, perhaps, at your return, 1 may be al,
Jour correspondence; or, perhaps; y‘nur‘
the etermfl shore. 1, thepefore, write to
last agonies of friendsh; po IEX {

my De.
liar re.
and wncertain;
above the reac), ni'
voyn‘;g(-\ may end on
. "ouy dear sip, j
IF X may use the uxprvsslilu,nl.” tilf?
L)
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upon your veturn, you only hear my worthless name tost
from tongue to tongue, and fiud this system ol clay that naw
breathes, and moves, and writes, mouldering into its native
¢lement, you may safely ihdulge this ieh(ctlou s Well, once
I had a fricnd; a friend, whrssv. affections could find room for
me in his retired importunities for mercy at the throne of
grace, when his own wants were so numerous and great, that
they might have engrossed “all his councern.”  Ory il I am
doomed to survive you, I shall have the melancholy satifac.
tion to reflect, ¢ My friend did not live without such assur-
ances of my tender affection as might engage his confidence
in my useless friendship.”

And now, when [ feel the soft emotions of friendship, and
speak of the final period of this mortal state, I cannot restrain
mysell from intermixing some of the solemnities of religion.
We shall have an interview beyond the grave, -though we
should never converse more beneath the skies; in the low lan-
guage of mortals.  But, oh! on what happy. or on what dis-
mal coast shall we meet! On the verdant plaius of the celes-
tial paradise, or in the dreary regions of horror and despair?
The humau mind is incapable of forming a more important
inquiry; and it the hurries or amuscments of this infant state
of things can banish it from our minds, we have forfeited the
char.tctt‘l of rational creatures; we are as really, and more
perniciously mad than any wretch in bedlam, though we are
not stigmatized as such by the world, who are seized with the
same delirium. ‘The valley of the shadow of death appears
frequently gloomy and tremendugus to me; but, it is in those
unhappy hours, when my views of the glorious method of sal-
vation through a mediator & appear in an obscure light, and my
u)mplacen(n in it is wavering or languid; when “the fervour
of devotion is abated, and my soul is Iullml asleep in a carnal
security: but my mind cannot rest under this uncertainty: it
is too important a matter to make an implicit venture in. Oh!
sir, an eternity of consummate happiness! An eternity of the
most intolerable misery!—My mind sinks beneath the un-
wieldy thought, and I cannot finish the sentence! IfI am mis-
talen in this, If I form to myself some easy scheme of reli-
gion that may suit the humour of this world well enough, but
will not obtain the approbation of the supreme Judge, then
my reason is a pernicious superfluity, my very being an eter-
nal curse; Foe is me, my mother, thuat thow didst bear me. But,
in those joyful hours, when I can rest my guilty soul on an
all-sufficient redeemer with all the humble confidence of a con-
firmed faith; when I can read the evidences of regenerating
grace upon my heart; when I can recollect the solemn
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transactions between God and my soul, and rencw them in the
most voluntary dedication of myself, anil :ulll am nm_l ha'vu.
to him, through the blessed mediator; then nn.mo,1_-tnl|t,y isa
glorious prospect; the grizzly phantom death, is disarmed of
all its horrors, and with the inviting mildness of an angel,
charms me into its cold embraces. Then the movtal pale, the
dying cold, the quiveving lips, the falling jaws. and all the
grim attendants of the last agony, cavry nothing terrible in
them.

««Clasp’d in my heavenly father’s arms
[ would resign my fleeting hreath;
And lose my life amid the charms

Of so divine and blest a death.”

Dear, dearsir, I have opened to yousome of my sentiments
on experimental religion, anid, you know, we uprhappily differ
upon sundry points relating to it.  Qur differences on many
other points, and sundry of them even with respect to this,
have but a very remote connexion with everlasting salvation;
and, no doubt, multitudes arrive in the same heaven, who are
tenacious of different sides. But that thorough change of
heart, usually denominated regeneration; that distressing
conviction of our undone condition by sin, and utter inability
to relieve ourselves by virtue of that strength common to
mankind in general, that humble acceptance of Christ as our
only Saviour and Lord, by a fuith of divine operation, that
humbling sense of the corruption of human nature, and eager
pursuit and practice of universal holiness, which I have, 1 be-
lieve, mentioned in conversation and my letters, appear to
me of absolute necessity.

I should be glad you would read the second and third of
Dr. Doddridge’s Sermons on Regeneration, which, I thinl,
give a very just and rational account of that important change.
I would not venture my soul on a religion short of this for ten
thousand worlds, and I am inexpressibly anxious, (pardon
the perhaps needless anxiety of my love,) lest you shaould fa-
tally mistake here. My anxiety is heightened when I consi-
der your favourite authors. lillotson’s and Sherlock’s
Works, the Whole Duty of Man, and such authors, are tru-
ly valuable in their place, and handle many points to peculiat"
advantage; but if I know any thing of experimental christi-
anity, they treat of it very superficially, and, I think, in their
most obvious sense, tend to mislead us in sundey things of

great Importance relating to it, not so much by asserting
].al.se. doctrines, as by omitting sundry branches of it absolute
y necessary. I have examined the matter with some care;

and I am sure their delincation of christianity is not an exact
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copy of what I must experience before I can see the Lord: 1
wust indeed come up  to their account of it; but £ wust not
rest theves therve is a necessity of experiencing something far.
ther than tlu'_y generally inculcate. F'he same thing [ \muld
inoffensively observe with respect to all the sermons 1 have
heard in Virginia from the established clergy. Hence, by the
hy, you may sec the peculiar salety of my schoeme; if their
scheme of religion be suflicient, I am as safe as they, since
minc includes it; but if it should prove essentially defective,
then you sce where the advantage lies. 'This difference is not
at all owing to their being of the church of England, for many
of [luli'(]llilfll agree \uth me; and many Presb.tcnans with
thein; bat it is owing to their imbibing the modern divinity,
which, like a peenicious leaven, has diffused itself among all
denominations: and however confidently some assert it, I
could not cmbrace it without wilfully throwing myself into
ruin.

You krow, sir, what use I would have you make of these
hints; and I aw confident you will pardon the affvctionate so-
licitude fvr you which prompts me to them. I speak solemn-
ly, dear sip, solemnly as in the presence of God, and not with
the contradictious spirit of a disputant.  Of all the systems
of practical religion which have come under my examination,
I have endeavoured to chnose the most sure as the foundation
of myhopes; and I should show a guilty and unfriendly indif-
ference ubout your immortal intercsts, should I notrecommend
it to you,and caution you against those that appear insuflicient.
It matters little to me whether you use the ceremonial peculiar-
ities of the church of i',rrﬂlam], or not; as I know they have
but Jitile concern with experimental rpl!e;mn but our notions
of the substance of vital piety ought to be well examined, and
impartially formed: s a mistake here may be of pernicious
consequences. But I must desist. May almighty grace pre-
pave you for a glorious immortality! May divine providence
be your guardian through the dangerous of the boisterous
ocean!

May He whose nod the hurricanes and storms

And blustering waves in all their dreadful forms

With calm adering reverence obey;

May He with friendiy vigilance preside

Q%er the outrageous winds and boist’rous tide,

And safe through crowds of deaths conduct your dang’rous way!

1 commit two letters to your carve, one to Dr. Doddridge,
and one to Mr. Mauduit.  Upon your arrival in London,
please to write a few lines along with mine to Dr. Doddridge,
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informing him where to find you, that hie may cominit his an-
swer to your care. . _
And now, dear sir, with affectionate salutations to your fa«
mily, my whole sell’ wishes you a most hearty farewell.
I am your most affectionate friend, !
SAMUEL DAVIES.
September 12, 1751,

ANECDOTE OF ARCHBISHOP USHER AND MR. RUTHERFORD.
s¢ Be mot forgelful to entertain strangers.”

Tae eminent Avrchbishop Usher being once on a visit in
Scotland, heard a great deal of the piety and devotion of the
famous Mr. Samuel Rutherford, who he understood, spent
whaole nights in prayer, especially before the Sabbath. The
Bishop wished much to witness such extraordinary down-
pouring of the 8pirit; but was utterly at a loss how to accom-
plish his design. At length it came into his mind to dress
himself like a pauper; and on a Saturday evening, when turn-
ing dark he called at Mr. Rutherford’s house, and asked if he
could get quarters for a night, since he could not go to other
houses at so late an hour for that purpose. Mr. Rutherford
consented to give the poor man a bed for a night and desired
him to sit down in the Kitchen, which he did cheerfully. Mrs,
Rutherford according to custom, on Saturday evening, that
her servants might be prepared for the Sabbath; called them
together, and examined them, In the course of examination
that evening, she asked the stranger, how many command-
ments there were? ‘I'o which he answered, ¢« Eleven.” Upou
receiving this answer, she replied, ¢ What a shame is it for
you! a man with gray hairs, living in a Christian country,
not to know how many commandments there are! there is not
a child of six years old in this parish, but could answer this
question properly.”  She troubled the poor man no more,
thinking him so very ignorant; but lamented his condition to
her servants: and after giving him some supper, desired a
servant to shew him up stairs to a bed ina garret. This was
the very situation in which he desired to be placed, that he
might hear Mr. Rutherford at his secret devotion.
he was disappointed; for that nig
but did not {all asleep for some

' Trr

However,
ht the good man went to bed,
ours. Thestranger did not
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