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A W O R D

T O A

PROTESTANT.

Ry O N'T  you call yourfelt a Proteffant ?
B Why {o ? Do you know what the Word
¥ means? What is a Prose,lant 2 1 {fuppofe
" you niean, one that i1s not a Papifi?
But what is a Papi? ? If youdon’t know, fay fo. Ac-
knowledge you cannot tell. Is not this the Cafe?
You call yourfelf a Protefiarz : But you don’t know
what a Preteflant 1s. You talk againlt Papiis : And
yet neither do you know what a Papit 1s. Why do
you pretend then to the Knowledge which you have
not ? Why do you ufe Words which you don’t un- -
derftand ?

2. Are you defirous to know what thefe Words, Pa-
2t/ and Protefiant mean ? A Paf:/? 1s one who holds
the Pope, or Biftop of Rome (the Name Papa, that 1s
Farber, was formerly given to all Bithops) to be Head
of the whole Chrittian Church : And the Church of
Reme, or that which owns the Pope as their Head, to
be the only Chriftian Church.

3. In a Courle of Years, many Errors crept into this
Church, of which good Men complain’d from Time to
Time. Atlaft, about twwo hundred Years ago, the Pope
appointed many Bithops and others to iacet at a T own
i Germany, callca Trent.  Buat thefe, initead of amend-
ing thoie I'-rors, ettublifh’d them zll by a Law, and f{o
delivered them down, to all lﬂucceeding (Generations.

4. Among thefe Errors may be numnver'd, their Doc-
trine of Seven Sacraiments ;  of Tranfubftantiation
of Commurion in one Kind only; of Purgatory, and
praying tor the Dead thercin ; of Veneration of Re-
licks, and of Indulgences, or Pardons granted by the
Pope, and (o be bought for Money.
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It is thought by fome, that thefe Errors, great as they
are, do only defile the Purity of Chriflianity : But it 1s
{ure, the following ftrike at its very Root, and tend to
banith True Religion out of the World.

¢. Firt, 1he Pottrine of Merit. The very Foun-
dation of Chrittianity 1s, that a NMan can merit nothing
of Gop: That we are juftified freely by his Grace,
through the Redemption that is in Jefus Chnit : Not
for any of our Works, or of our Defervings 5 but by
Faithin the Blood of the Covenant.

But the Papifts hold, That 2 Man may by:his Works
werit or deferve Eternal Life ; and that we are juftified,
not by Faith in Chrift alone, but by Faith and Works
together.

This Doétrine ftrikes at the Root of Chriftian Faith;
the only Foundation of True Religion.

6. Secondly, The Dolrine of Praying to Smunts and
I orfbipping of Images. To the Virgin Mary they pray
in thole Words ; * O Mother of Gop, O Queen of
“¢ Heaven, command thy Son to have Mercy upon us.”
And, ¢ The Right Ufe of Images, fays the Council of
Trent, ¢ is to honour them, by dowing dowwn before
them.” S¢f. 2¢. Par. 2.

This Doérine firikes 2t the Root of th-t great Com-
mandmert, (which the Pugifts call the Fislt) Thou jbait
pot boww down t9 there, uor ".f.cmﬂ*ip them, 1. e, not any
Image whatfoever. Itis ;rofs, open, palpable Idolatry,
fuch as can neithier pe denied, nor excufed ; and tends
dire€tiy to deltroy the Love of Gop, which 1s indeed
the Firil and Grear Commandment,

~_. Thirdlv, T he Dotirine of Perfecution. This has
been for many Agcs a favourite Dodtrine of the Church
of Rome. And the Papilts in gencral ihll maimtamn,
T'hat ¢ ail Hercticks ‘it i, all who differ from themn)
¢ ought to be competd o to receive what they call the
«¢ Trye F.ith; to be fored into thc Chuarch, or out of
““ the Werld. ™

Now this firikes at the Root of, ana viterly tears up,
the Secornd Great Commandment. It diretly tends to
bring in blind, bitter Zeal ; Anger, Hatred, Malice, Va-
riznce ; every Temper, Word and Work that is juft
contrary to theloving our Neighbour as our felves.. -
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Se plun gt :z, that thefe Grand Popifs Doltrines of
olerit, [Wolatry and Perfecution, by dcftroying both Faith
and the Love of Gop and of our Neighbour, tend to
Loinib True Chriftianity out of the World.

8. Well might our Ferefathers proze/t againft thefe :
£nda hence it was that they were called Prozeffints :
¥ven becavfe they publickly protefed, asagaintt all the
tirrors of the Pogifls, {o againft thefe Three in particu-
war + T'he making void Chriitian Faith, by holding that
vlin may merre Heaven by his own Works ; the over-
throwing the Liove of Gop by Zdolutry, and-the Love
ci oar INcighbour by Perfecutivn,

Are you then a Proteflant, truly fo called? Do you
proec’t, as aganft all the reft, {fo m particalar, againg
thele taree grand, fundamental Errors of Popery 2 Do
vou publickiy proteff againit all Meriz in Man ¢ All Sa/-
vaticn by our own Horks 2 Agamft all Idolutry of cvery
“ort ?  And againft every Kind and Degree of Peryse-
cutl.an.

I queftion not but you do. You publickly trot:ft
apiinit all thefe horrible Errors of Pogery. But does
veur Heart agree with your Lips? Do you not iuqv:rd-
/y cherith what you curavardly renounce? ' Tis well, 1f
vai, wio cry cut {o much aganft Pagifls, are not one
youfetf.  °Tis well if you are not your/e/f (as little as
you may think 1t) a rank P.p/f# at the Heart.

g For, firit; How do yoa hope to be faved ? By
‘““ doing thus and this? By doing no Harm, and pay-
‘“ ing every MNlon his own, and faying your Prayers,
“ and going to Church and Sacrament ?**  Alas ! alas!
Now yoa huve thrown off the Musk. This 1s Popery
barefaced. You may juft as well {pealk plain, and fay,
o« Teruft to be faved by the Ao/t of my own Works.™
But where is CHRIST all this time ?  Why, he 1s not
to come in, till you get to the End of your Prayers,
And then you will fay, for JESUS CHRISIs Sake,—
becaufe fo it lands 1n your Boak, O my Iriend, your
Very roundation 15 Popite 1o {cek Salvation by sour
own M0 A5, You trample upon the Dlood of th-e Gogoe-
».»nt. And what can a poor P.pif do more ?

1o, But Jet us go on. re you clear of Ildolatry

any moare than the Papiffs are? It may be indeed
your
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yours is in a different Way. But Low little does thag
fignify ? They fct up their Idols in their Churchoes:
You fet up yours in your He..rt. 'T'heir Idols are only
cover'd avith Gold or Silver: But yours 1s /2lid Gold.
They worthip the Picture of the Queen of Heawer ;
you, the Pitture of the Queen or King of Luglund. In
another Way, they 1dohize a dead Man or Woman ;
whe:ecas your Idol is yet alive. O how littie is the
Difference before GOD ¢ How {mail Preheminence
has the Noney-Worthipper at Lsndsn, over the Image-
Worthipper at Rome ? Or the Idolizer of a living Sin-
ner over him that prays to adexd Samnt ?

1. Tuke one Siep further, Does the P.pi/f abroad
perfecute ? Dues e force another Man's Confcience ?
So does the #. pi/t at home, as far as he can; for all
he calls himf{eif a Proteffant 2 Will the Man in ftaly
tolerute no Opinion but his own? No more, if he
cou!d help it, would the Man in England. Would
you ? Don’t you think the Government much over-
{feen, in de.ring any but thofe of the Church ? Don’z
you with, they would pur dewvn fuch and {uch People 2
You know what yex would do, if you was 1n their
Plice.—And by the very fame Spirit, you would con-
tinue the Inqaiiition at Rome, and rekindle the Fires in
Si?l!j!' Zﬁ:'ir.:'[. '

12. It i becaufe our Nation ic over-run with fuch
Proreftnte, who are full of their own Good Deferwings,
as well as of abominable Idc/atry, and of blind, fiery
Zeal, of the whole Spirit of Pesfecution ; that tile
Sword of GOD, the great, the juft, the jealous GOD
is even now drawn in our Land: That the Armies of
the Aliens are hovering over 1t, as a Vulture over his
Prey ; and that the cpen Papifts are on the very Point
of fwallowing up the pretended Protefiants.

13. Do you defire to elcape the Scourge of GOD?
Then I intreat you, firtt, Be a Real Proteftant. By the
Spirit of GOD affitting you (for without him you know
vbu can do nothing) caft away all that -4/ in your
own Righteoufnefs, all Hope of being faved by your
own Mok, Own, yvour Merit is everlafting Damna-
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tion; that you ae/erwe the Damnation of Hell. Humble
yourfelf under the mighty Hand of GOD. Lie in the
Duft. Let your Mouth be ftopt. And let all your
Confidence be in the Blood of Sprinkling 5 all your [Hope
in JESUS CHRIST the Rightecus ; all your Faith in
bim that jufiificth the Ungodly, through the Redemption
that is in FESUS.

O put away your fd/s out of your Heart. Lowve not
the Waorld, neither the Things of the World. Having
¥Faod to eat and Raiment to put on, be content: De-
{ire nothing more but GOD. To-day, hear his Voice,
wha continuallv crics, Aly Son, give me thy Heart.
Give yourielf to him, who gave himfelf for yox. May-.
you love GOD, as he has loved us! Let him be your
Delire, your Delicht, your Joy, your Portion, in Time
and in Eternity.

And if you love GOD, you «wvi// love your Brother
alfo: You will be ready 1o lay down your Life for his
Sake: So far from any Defise to take away his Life,
or to hurt a Hair of his Head. You will then leave
n1s Con/lcience uncontrouled ;5 you will no more think of
JSwrcang hunmto your own Opinions, as neither can he
force you, to judge by 475 Confcience. But each fhall
grve an Aecount of Mimfelf t6 GOD.

i4. It is true, i3f his Confcience be mifinformed, you
fhould endcavour to inform him better. But whatever
you do, let 1z be done in Charity, 1n Love and Meek-
nefs of Wifaem. Be zealous for GOD : But remem-
ber, that the Wrath of Man avorketh not the Righteou/-
ze/s of GOD: Thatangry Zeal, the® oppofing Sin, is
the Servant of Sin; that true Zeal 1s only the Flame
of Love. Let this be your truly Proteffant Zeal:
While you abhor every Kind and Degree of Per/ecx-
2707, let your Heart burn with Love to all Mankind, to
friends and Enemies, Neighbours and Strangers ; to
Chriftians, [icathens, Jews, Turks, Papifts, Heretics ;
to every Soul which GOD hath made. Let this your
Light fhine bcfore Men, that tbey may glorify your Futhsr

swhich is in Heaven.
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HYMN L

I.

HERE have | been {o long
"alt bound in Sin and Nizht?

Mix’d with the blind fclf-righteous Throng,

Who hate the Sons ot Liuht?

I1.
O how fhall I prefume,

Jefus, to call on thee,
Sunk in the loweft Dregs of Rewe,

The worlt Idolatry.

II1.
A Stranger to thy Grace
Long have I labourd, Lord.
To ftablifh my own nghteoufnef ,
And been what I abhor’d.

1V.

Foe to the Popifh Boaft,

No Merit was 1n me,
Yet in my Works I put my Trufi,

And not alone 1n '['hee.

V.

For Works that I had wrought

I look’d to be forgiven,
Aud by my virtuous Tem]:ers thougint

At lalt to purchafe Heaven

L IO
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Vb
Or if 1 necded flill
The Help of Grace divine,
Thy Merit: fhould come in to il
‘The {fmall Detects of mune.

V1I.
Alas! I knew rot then
Thou only didit aone
For all the finful Sons of Nlen,
And purge our Guilt alone :

VI1IL

Didft fhed thy Blood to pay
The all-{fufhicient Price,
And bear the World’s Offence away

By thy great Sacrihce.

IX.
But, O! my dying Gono,
By Thee convinc’a at lalt,
My Soul on that atoning Blood,
On that afone 1 culit.

X

I dare no longer trult
1n ought I do or fecl,

Bu: own., while humbled 1n the Duf,
My whole Defert 1v Hell.

X[
= My Works and Righteoufnefs,
¥ I caft them all away ;

B Me, Lord, Thou frankly muit releafe,

[ 4
3

#%  For I have nought to pay.

“ | X11.

: Not ong good Word or Thougiit

- I to thy Merits join,

But humbdy take the Gift unbought,
The Ri%z:eoufnefs Divine,

o l fr.;;%: XHI#
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X 111.
My Faith 1s all in T hee,

My ozly Hope thou art,
The Pardon thou hatt bought for me,
Engrave it on my Heart.
XIV.
The Blood by Faith apply’d,
O let it now take place,
And fpeak me freely juftify’d,
And fully fav'd thro” Grace.

HYMN IL
I

p Orgive me, O thou jealous Gony
A Wretch who on thy Laws have trod,

And robb’d Thee of thy Rigit, ~
A Sinner to myfelf unknown, '
'Guainft Thee I have tranfgrels’d and done - ======s
'i*his Evil in thy Sight. A
II. j i‘t,i

My Body I difdain’d t incline, g

Or worfhip at an Idol’s Shrine -
With ¢»ofs Idolatry :

Bat O! my Soul hath bafer prov'd,

Fomour'd, and fear'd, ard ferv’d, and lov'd,
T'he Creature morc than Thee.

111,

I.et the blind Sons of Reme bow down
To Images of Wood and Stone ;
But I with {ubtler Art,
Safe from the Letter of thy Word,
My Idols fecretiy ador’d,
Set up within my Hears:.
1V,
Bat O ! fuffice the Seafoa p.t.
My Idols now away I calt,

Pleafure, and Wealth, and Fanie,
The World and all its Goods I leave,
To Thee alone refolv’d to give

Whate'er I have, or am.
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Lo ! in a thankfu) loving Heart
I render Thee whate’er Thou art,
I give Thyfelf to Thee ;
And Thee my whole Delight T own,
My Joy, my Glory, and my Crowr,
‘T'o.all Eternity.

. HY MN IIL

I

Thou who fecft what is in Man,
And fhew’t myfelf to mic,
Suffer a Sinner to complain,

And groan his Griefs to Thee.

11.
“A Sinner that has cloak’d his Shame
" With {elf-deceiving Art,
Thy Worthipper reforn’d in Name,
But unrenew’d in Heart.

111

The Servants moft unlilze their Lord
How oft did I condemn,

The Perfecuting Church abhorr’d
Nor faw myfelf in them }

v,
The Spirit of my Foes I caugh?,
The angry bitter Zeal,
And fierce for my owr. Party fought,
And breath'd the Fire of Hel
v

A
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Threatnings I did and Slaughter Lreuthic,

(The Flail of Herefy)

And doom the Seéts 1o bonds or Deaatis

Who did not thinkk with me.
V1.
To propagate the Truth I fought
With Fury and Defpite,
And in my Zeal for Jirac/ foughr,
To flay the Gibconite.

| ﬁ?‘i

Vi,



vir, "

““ The Temple of the Lord are we,”
And all that dar'd deny,

I would not leave their Confcience free
But force them to comply.

VIII.
With wholefome Difcipline fevere
. T'o conquer them I itrove,
And drive into the Pale thro® Fear
Who would not come thro® Love.

[X.

How vainly then the Zealots blind
Of Rome I did diiclaim,

Stll to the Church of Satan join’d,
And diff 'ring but 1n Name!
X.
How could I, Lord, myfelf deceive,
While unreform’d within,

Prorest againit thewr Creed, and cleave
1 neclofer to their Sin ?

.48
Their fouleft Sin my own I made,
(And humbly now confefs)
While by my Arger I eflay’d
1’0o work thy Righteouinefs,
XII.
A Murderer conviét | come,
My Vilenefs to bewail,

By Nature born a Son of Rome,
A Child of Wrath and Hell.

XI1I.

Lord, I at laft recant, rejedt,
(I'hro’ Jeius Strength alone)
T'he Madnefs of the Romifh Selt,

‘T he ﬁfc‘{(/?;c_;@ of Iy owi,

X1V,
Lord, I abhor, renounce, abjure
'1"he fiery Sp’rit unclean,
‘The perfecuting Zeal impure,
T he Sin-oppofing Sin,

’

XV,
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I et others draw with fierce Defpite
The perfecuting Sword,

And with the Devil’s Weapons fight,
The Battles of the Lord ;

XVI.
But O! my gracious Gop, to me
A better Mind impart, ..
The gentle Mind that was in T hee,
The meekly loving Heart.

XVII.

'The Heart whofe Charity o’erflows
To all far off and near,
~ True Charity to Friends and Foes,
Impartially fincere.

X VI

Fleathens, and Jews, and Turks, may I
And Hereticks embrace ;

Nor ev'n to Rome the Love deny
I owe to all the Race.
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