
Notes and Biographical Sketches OF Ministers and Hymn Writers Mentioned by John Warburton 

TOPICS 13 - 27  

Following are notes and biographical sketches of ministers and hymn writers mentioned by John 

Warburton 

Acknowledgment must be made to the help received in compiling the biographical notes. They are but 

brief comments intended to arouse a desire to read the comprehensive Memoirs and other source 

material from which these outlines have been culled. Especial mention must be made of John Gadsby's 

Memoirs of Hymn Writers, Julian's Dictionary of Hymnology, Hazelton's "Holdfast", the Dictionary of 

National Biography, and the various individual biographies of the men referred to. Those who seek or 

possess a religion that will stand them in good stead both in life and in a dying hour and have not read 

the biographies of these men have a feast awaiting them. Let them not lie with the precious things 

spoken of by Thomas Gray in his Elegy Written in a Country Church Yard.  

 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear:  

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen  

And waste its sweetness on the desert air  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

13 William Cowper 

William Cowper-the best of English letter writers and the most distinguished Christian poet of his day- 

was born at Berkhampstead, Herts, on November 26, 1731. He lost his mother when only six years old 

but retained a vivid memory of her tenderness and piety, illustrated in his poem "My Mother's Picture". 

Always delicate and timid, barbarously treated by a bully at boarding school, following a nervous fever 

he became mentally ill and was for a time in a home; he had a good measure of recovery and in 1767 

removed with Mary, Mr. Unwin's widow who had cared for him before and after her husband's death, 

to Olney where he became an intimate friend of John Newton. Here he joined Newton in composing The 

Olney Hymns "to perpetuate the remembrance of an intimate and endeared friendship, and the 

nineteen years with Newton here were the happiest and most lucid of his life." Notwithstanding critics 

John Newton's influence was both good and needful for as The Quarterly Review has pointed out 

Cowper needed a companion of kindred sentiment. Cowper's poem "To Mary" is full of pathos and his 

hymns, above all "God moves in a mysterious way" have been "blessed to millions". He passed to 

eternal rest on April 25, 1800. Many shadows crossed Cowper's pathway but also bright beams of 

heaven's sunlight. As to the shadows- 

Blind unbelief is sure to err  

And scan His works in vain,  

God is His own interpreter  

And He will make it plain.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

14 William Gadsby 

William Gadsby of Manchester, was born at Attleborough, Warwickshire, January 3, 1773. When about 

twenty years of age he was baptized and united with the church at Coventry, under the care of Mr. 

Butterworth. He received his dismission from this church in 1796, and joined a few people that met him 



in a barn at Hinkley. His first sermon was preached on WhitSunday, at Desford, Leicestershire. While 

pastor of the church at Manchester, Mr. Gadsby travelled over 60,000 miles, and preached nearly 

12,000 sermons. He was singularly consistent with his profession; kindness and friendship were 

conspicuous in his whole life. Benevolent and hospitable, he was constantly engaged in acts of mercy, 

and in dealing out bread to the hungry. He even organized soup kitchens during times of great hunger. 

He was preeminently a good man, and was made a blessing to thousands. He was called home January 

27, 1844, in the 71st year of his age. Amongst his last words were, "I shall soon be with him", shouting, 

"Victory, Victory, Victory (then raising his hand), for ever."  

Between twenty and thirty thousand people attended his funeral.  

 

I hear at morn and e'en, At noon and midnight hour, The choral harmonies of heaven, Earth's Babel 

tongues o'erpower. That resurrection word, That shout of VICTORY Once more: For ever with the Lord 

Amen, so let it be -James Montgomery A most interesting Memoir giving fuller details of Wm. Gadsby's 

life and ministry may be borrowed either from The Evangelical Library, or The Library of the Gospel 

Standard Baptists, and from the same sources more complete accounts of all those referred to may be 

obtained.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

15 Joseph Hart 

Born in London in 1712 this remarkable hymnwriter and minister of Jewin Street Chapel, London, 1760, 

is given considerable prominence in Julian's Dictionary of Hymnology, and his hymns are referred to as 

"of great earnestness and passionate love of the Redeemer"; over thirty are given special mention 

including:  

Descend from Heaven celestial Dove. 

If ever it could come to pass. 

Jesus while He dwelt below. 

Mercy is welcome news indeed. 

Now from the garden to the Cross. 

The moon and stars shall lose their light. 

Holy Ghost inspire our praises. 

Oh for a glance of Heavenly Day. 

Once more we come before our God. 

Prayer was appointed to convey.  

 

(All these hymns are in Gadsby's Collection.)  

 

Joseph Hart's parents were pious folk and prayed earnestly for their son and trained him up in the fear 

of the Lord. Nevertheless he became wild and his early youth was spent in evil ways. In 1733 he was the 

subject of the stirrings of the Spirit but he relapsed into unholy life and fell into gross sin. However at 

Whitsuntide 1757 in Fetter Lane Chapel, London he was soundly converted under a sermon on Re 3:10. 

It was during this period that his most beautiful and impassioned hymns were penned. In 1759 he 

published his first hymn book. Soon he became exercised as to the ministry and first preached in St. 

John's Court, Bermondsey. He preached almost to the last and died on the 24th May, 1768 at the age of 

56. He was buried in Bunhill Fields where a fine monument was erected to his memory. An immense 



concourse of people attended the funeral, and the Rev. John Hughes preached on the occasion. An 

extract from this remarkable oration is worth recording here:  

 

"He gave proof of the soundness of his faith by the depth of his repentance; openly confessing his sins to 

all the world and forsaking them; his undaunted courage in stoutly defending with all his might the 

peculiar doctrines of the Gospel viz The Trinity in Unity; the electing love of God; the free justification of 

the sinner by the imputation of Christ's righteousness and salvation alone by His precious blood; the 

new birth and final perseverance of the saints; always insisting on a life and conversation becoming the 

Gospel; contending earnestly for the faith once delivered to the saints. And for this, Oh ye saints of God, 

he hath a right to be remembered of you all -.. a great man is fallen in Israel."  

 

The Rev. John Towers said of his hymns: "The book of hymns so exactly describes the preaching of its 

author that it may be justly said, that, in them "he being dead yet speaketh'. Herein the doctrines of the 

Gospel are illustrated so practically, the precepts of the Word enforced so evangelically, and their 

effects stated so experimentally that with propriety it may be styled a treasury of doctrinal, practical and 

experimental divinity."  

 

The Rev. Hughes preaching Joseph Hart's funeral sermon said to his sorrowing congregation:  

 

"You are witnesses that he preached Christ to you with the arrows of death sticking in him."  

 

Little more is recorded of his last hours but we may with assurance believe that he was amongst those 

of whom John Newton sings:  

 

Thus much (and this is all) we know  

They are completely blest: 

Have done with sin, and care, and woe,  

And with their Saviour rest.  

 

On harps of gold they praise His Name,  

His face they always view; 

Then let us followers be of them 

That we may praise Him too.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

16 Hymn by Joseph Hart 

COME, ye sinners, poor and wretched  

Weak and wounded, sick and sore,  

Jesus ready stands to save you,  

Full of pity, love, and power;  

He is able, He is willing; doubt no more.  

Ho! ye needy, come and welcome,  

God's free bounty glorify;  

True belief and true repentance,  



Every grace that brings us nigh,  

Without money,  

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.  

 

Let not conscience make you linger,  

Nor of fitness fondly dream;  

All the fitness he requireth,  

Is to feel your need of him;  

This he gives you;  

"Tis the Spirits rising beam.  

 

Come, ye weary, heavy laden,  

Lost and ruined by the fall;  

If you tarry till you're better,  

You will never come at all.  

Not the righteous,  

Sinners Jesus came to call.  

 

Agonizing in the garden,  

Lo! your Maker prostrate lies;  

On the bloody tree behold him;  

Hear him cry, before he dies;  

"it is finished!"  

Sinner, will not this suffice?  

 

Lo! the incarnate God ascended,  

Pleads the merits of his blood  

Venture on him, venture wholly,  

Let no other trust intrude;  

None but Jesus 

Can do helpless sinners good.  

 

Saints and angels joined in concert,  

Sing the praises of the Lamb;  

While the blissful seats of heaven  

Sweetly echo with his name;  

Hallelujah!  

Sinners here may sing the same.  

 

Joseph Hart  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

17 William Huntington "S.S." (Sinner Saved) 



This remarkable minister rose to great prominence and popularity from the humblest possible 

beginnings. Son of a country day labourer, William was wild and dissolute in his early days. He was born 

between Goudhurst and Cranbrook in Kent in 1743. For some years his work was that of a coal heaver, 

and the most vivid and interesting account of his life is to be found in several of his works especially in 

"The Kingdom of Heaven Taken by Prayer", "The Bank of Faith" and "The Naked Bow of God". He was 

brought to deep spiritual conviction of sin and granted a most wonderful deliverance. Although his 

education was confined to reading and spelling, he made great strides by study and wrote a hundred 

books. He was extremely independent and forthright to the point of being scathing where he felt truth 

was at stake. He attracted much criticism and was often greatly caricatured. Dubbed an Antinomian by 

some and a hyper-Calvinist by others it has nevertheless been written of him that "no man could have 

had a deeper sense of honour and integrity. Generous to a degree his hand responded to his heart in the 

liveliest and most practical sympathy". He would preach five sermons each week and his Chapel was 

generally packed long before the service when he would hold the people as if listening for eternity for 

two hours at a time.  

He died in the summer of 1813 aged 69.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

18 John Kent 

In the town of Bideford, in the county of Devon, in December 1766 this remarkable hymn writer was 

born of poor parents "rich in faith". As a lad of 14 he was apprenticed to his father, a shipwright at 

Plymouth Dock. In his spare time he sought diligently to improve his education and to cultivate his gift 

for spiritual verse. In 1803 his first Hymn Book appeared.  

He has recorded his experience of divine grace in a poem as a preface to his hymns, and this manifests 

the depth and soundness of his conversion.  

 

While yet in his fifties he became totally blind, but some of his sweetest hymns were taken down by his 

little grandson to whom he dictated them as the words came to him.  

 

At the end as he lay dying he extended his hand cold with the chill of death, and exclaimed "I rejoice in 

hope; I am acceptedaccepted!" Thus he fell asleep in Jesus on the 15th November, 1843 aged 77.  

 

But while the little that is known of John Kent unfolds the glory of redeeming grace in the salvation of a 

sinner, there is a depth of spiritual beauty and as John Hazelton has said a "force, fulness and fervour" in 

his hymns that reach heavenly pathos and leave one overwhelmed with a sense of God's covenant love. 

Such is especially the case with the hymn:  

 

Let Zion, in her songs, record 

The honors of her dying Lord 

Triumphant over sin;  

How sweet the song, there's none can say 

But he whose sins are wash'd away,  

Who feels the same within.  

 

We claim no merit of our own,  



But, self-condemn'd before thy throne,  

Our hopes on Jesus place;  

In heart, in lip, in life depraved,  

Our theme shall be, a sinner saved,  

And praise redeeming grace.  

 

We'll sing the same while life shall last,  

And when, at the archangel's blast,  

Our sleeping dust shall rise,  

Then in a song for ever new 

The glorious theme we'll still pursue,  

Throughout the azure skies.  

 

Prepared of old, at God's right hand,  

Bright, everlasting mansions stand,  

For all the blood-bought race;  

And till we reach those seats of bliss,  

We'll sing no other song but this:  

A sinner saved by grace.  

 

Even Julian, the great hymnologist, gives grudging tribute to their strength and earnestness in his 

Dictionary of Hymnology, but as in dealing with Joseph Irons and Hart, Julian cannot refrain from 

lowering his estimate of their value because they are "Calvinistic!" However, we believe they will 

comfort, and aid the praise of many of the children of God as long as time shall last. To end this brief 

account we quote the first verse of another of his delightful hymns:  

 

What cheering words are these;  

Their sweetness who can tell?  

n time and to eternal days,  

"Tis with the righteous well."  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

19 Hymn by John Kent 

O BLESSED God how kind 

Are all Thy ways to me,  

Whose dark benighted mind 

Was enmity with Thee.  

Yet now, subdued by sovereign grace,  

My spirit longs for Thine embrace.  

How precious are Thy thoughts 

That o'er my spirit roll 

They swell beyond my faults,  

And captivate my soul:  

How great their sum, how high they rise,  



Can ne'er be known beneath the skies.  

 

Preserved by Jesus, when 

My feet made haste to hell!  

And there should I have gone,  

But Thou dost all things well:  

Thy love was great, Thy mercy free,  

Which from the pit delivered me.  

 

Before Thy hands had made  

The sun to rule the day,  

Or earth's foundation laid,  

Or fashioned Adam's clay,  

What thoughts of peace and mercy flowed 

In Thy great heart of love, O God!  

 

A monument of grace,  

A sinner saved by blood,  

The streams of love I trace 

Up to the fountain, God,  

And in His sovereign counsels see  

Eternal thoughts of love to me.  

 

John Kent  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

20 John Kershaw 

At Lower Fold, Healey, in the Parish of Rochdale in the County of Lancaster, John Kershaw was born on 

the 25th August 1792. His father did all in his power to bring up his children "in the nurture and 

admonition of the Lord". John went peacefully to the House of God at first, but as he grew in years so his 

native hatred of divine things grew too, the Chapel became a prison and often stopping his ears 

(literally) for most of the sermon, at last he would listen for the-to him- only welcome word "Amen" and 

then rush home at full speed. The rest of the Sabbath, and of other days, was spent sinning or "longing 

to have his fling in sin". At the age of fourteen the Holy Spirit began to convince John of sin, though he 

rebelled again and yet again. Cock fighting and card playing attracted his natural inclinations, the latter 

bringing him into the company of an unscrupulous woman who got all his money out of him and left him 

to return home to one of the severest beatings of his life. Yet God used this event to sicken him for ever 

of this enticement, and one of his party drank himself to death while John was brought to the Lord. 

Meantime he again defied his father and went off with evil companions later to receive so severe a 

beating that he could hardly "turn in bed". But God enabled him to perceive how richly he deserved the 

punishment and indeed he wondered at his father's forbearance.  

From this time he passed through one amazing providence after another until he was brought into deep 

conviction and exercise as to his election as a child of God, and at last the Holy Spirit brought him into 

glorious liberty by applying the words "There is therefore now no condemnation to them which are in 



Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh, but after the Spirit" (Ro 8:1). The burden of sin was removed 

and his conscience cleansed by an application of the precious blood of Christ. His joy was indescribable 

for the love of God was shed abroad in his heart. Led by the Spirit into the ministry he became pastor of 

Hope Chapel, Rochdale, and there preached for nearly 53 years.  

 

During his last illness the Lord was so near to him that Satan was not often permitted to molest him. 

When at the end, his voice gone, they read to him hymn 518 (Gadsby's Collection) at the last line of the 

first verse: "Glory to the Lord on high" 

 

and at the last line of the last verse 

 

"Hallelujah to their King" 

 

and in hymn 667 

 

"Immortal honours rest on Jesus' head."  

 

John Kershaw waved his arms triumphantly.  

 

To the amazement of all he rallied, at which he was cast down, but he felt it was God's will and was 

made both willing and able to preach again. It was like life from the dead. The text was "For me to live is 

Christ" taking only this first part of the verse in Php 1:21.  

 

Yet again on January 2nd he preached for the last time, from the words "By them that have preached 

the gospel unto you with the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven"- 1Pe 1:12. Soon after this he began to 

sink fast and at the end he repeated the lines 

 

"Far from a world of grief and sin  

With God eternally shut in."  

 

and added "God is faithful! God is faithful!" and his soul was taken on Tuesday morning January the 11th 

1870. He was in the 78th year of his age.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

21 Hymn by Samuel Medley 

NOW, in a song of grateful praise,  

To Christ my Lord my voice I'll raise;  

With all His saints I'll join to tell,  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

All worlds His glorious power confess,  

His wisdom all His works express;  

But 0, His love what tongue can tell?  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

 



How sovereign, wonderful, and free,  

Has been His love to sinful me 

He plucked me from the jaws of hell;  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

 

I spurned His grace, I broke His laws,  

And yet He undertook my cause,  

To save me, though I did rebel;  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

 

Though many a fiery, flaming dart  

The tempter levels at my heart,  

With this I all his rage repel;  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

 

And when to that bright world I rise,  

And join the anthems in the skies,  

Above the rest this note shall swell,  

My Jesus has done all things well!  

 

Samuel Medley  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

22 Samuel Medley 

At Cheshunt in Hertfordshire on the 23rd of June 1738 Samuel Medley first saw the light. Educated by 

Mr. Tong of Enfield he made rapid progress. His gifts, desires and friends were of a literary rather than a 

commercial character and the unfortunate decision to apprentice him to an Oilman in London came to 

an abrupt end when war broke out in 1755. He entered the Royal Navy as midshipman on board the 

Buckingham. He excelled at sea and quickly gained the esteem of both Captain and Officers, yet he was 

left to the profanity of most seamen and indeed confesses to awful lengths of sin. He tells us that "he 

had neither the fear of God nor man before his eyes." Then sudden flashes of conscience pulled him up 

and he wished he was a dog with no soul to be saved. But God's appointed time to arrest him in his mad 

career soon arrived. In an engagement with the enemy he was seriously wounded in the leg, the 

muscles and a great part of the calf being blown away and the loss of blood quite copius. He now began 

to pray in earnest for the wound was serious. His prayer was quickly answered and the surgeon who saw 

every appearance of gangrene at one time declared after further examination that the change was little 

less than a miracle. His serious religious impressions soon passed away as his health improved and it was 

not till, after returning to the house of his Grandfather, that God deepened the work of conversion. 

Against his inclination but in order not to displease Mr. Tong he listened to a sermon {on Isa 42:6-7} by 

Dr. Watts. At first he listened without interest for the whole idea was irksome to him but suddenly as Dr. 

Watts touched upon the opening of blind eyes, the words sank deep into his heart and true repentance 

was given to him. Soon he went to hear George Whitefield and Gifford and other godly men and God 

blessed him with the comforts of the Gospel. In 1766 Dr. Gifford felt sure that Medley had gifts for the 



ministry, he himself admitted to being exercised to preach, and in 1767 he accepted a call from the 

Baptist Church at Watford, Herts, where he remained till 1772 when he removed to Liverpool.  

He preached annually in Whitefield's places of worship and was happy to know that his labours were 

blessed to many. It is noteworthy that the scope of his ministry was "to humble the pride of man, exalt 

the Grace of God in his Salvation and promote real holiness in heart and life."  

 

Toward the end of his life he trod a path of great suffering but when called to "cross the river" he was 

able to say "Dying is sweet work! sweet work! My heavenly Father, I am looking up to my dear Jesus, my 

God, my portion, my all in all." And then a little before he died he said, "Glory, Glory, Home, Home!" and 

without a struggle or a groan he was taken to heaven on July 17, 1799.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

23 Hymn by Samuel Medley 

ON Christ salvation rests secure;  

The Rock of Ages must endure;  

Nor can that faith be overthrown  

Which rests upon the "Living Stone."  

No other hope shall intervene;  

To Him we look, on Him we lean;  

Other foundations we disown,  

And build on Christ, the "Living Stone."  

 

In Him it is ordained to raise 

A temple to Jehovah's praise,  

Composed of all His saints, who own  

No Saviour but the "Living Stone."  

 

View the vast building, see it rise;  

The work, how great! the plan, how wise!  

O wondrous fabric! power unknown,  

That rests it on the "Living Stone."  

 

But most adore His precious Name;  

His glory and His grace proclaim;  

For us, the lost, condemned, undone,  

He gave Himself, the "Living Stone."  

 

Samuel Medley  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

24 William Tiptaft 

In a sequestered village in Rutland called Braunston on February the 16th, 1803 William Tiptaft was born 

of Yeoman stock. His parents "designed him for the Church" and he became a Curate to Treborough in 

Somerset 1826. It was, however, a year after (January 1827) when divine life entered his soul. By 1829 



God had convinced him of the truth of the doctrines of Election and Free Sovereign Grace. From his new 

birth to his death he adorned the Faith he professed in such an outstanding manner that his holy walk, 

his charity and his uncompromising stand for the distinguishing doctrines of Grace became proverbial 

and he a pattern of godly living, and self-sacrifice. Both he and his bosom friend J. C. Philpot seceded 

from the Church of England and Tiptaft built at his own expense a fine Chapel at Abingdon in Berkshire 

where he preached without financial reward till the end of his days. Towards the close of his life he said, 

"What a mercy, my last moments are my best," and later "Thy love is better than wine, Praise God, 

Praise God," and at the very last "Grace shall have all the praise."  

Thus at 25 minutes past one on the morning of the 17th of August, 1864, aged 61, this good man passed 

to his eternal rest.  

 

He was as a brillant star amongst the cluster of bright luminaries that adorned the Strict Baptist Ministry 

of his day.  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

25 Arthur Triggs 

This honoured servant of God was born in the village of Kingston in Devon on April 23, 1787 of poor 

parents and in a cottage made mostly of mud. So desperately ill was he as an infant that the doctor gave 

him up and said he must die; his tongue was black and hanging out and his poor mother placed upon it a 

slice of broiled pork and to everyone's amazement his tongue began to move and he sucked the 

nourishment till he began to mend. This is but one of the extraordinary providences which he passed 

through. But the amazing deliverances wrought by God did not touch his soul with gratitude and he 

lived in vile company with hatred to God. He "wanted to have his fill of pleasures and in full vigour 

pursued them notwithstanding pricks of conscience." Yet at times the things of God became real to him, 

in flashes so to speak. When 19 years of age the word Eternity struck him with awful force and he 

rushed to the fields of furze bushes to fall on his knees and cry for mercy. He soon fell in love with a very 

nice girl of good family, and the efforts of everyone to keep him from her were unavailing and God 

brought the two together in a wonderful way and blessed the union. He was brought into Gospel liberty 

and led to preach, doors being opened for him, till at length he became pastor of Trinity Chapel, 

Plymouth (and for a time Gower Street Chapel, London).  

It was to Triggs that Warburton wrote asking him to see and talk to his boy when he ran away from 

home. Triggs "with the utmost kindness and consideration wrought for the welfare of the lad." 

Warburton wrote, "0 the kindness, the love and feeling, that my dear brother Triggs manifested to one 

so unworthy! It knit my soul to him in a moment, and we were of one spirit." "Here were two good men 

(often labelled hard and narrow) deeply stirred by concern for this poor wanderer."  

 

In the year 1859 at the age of 72 dear Triggs came to the end of his life here below and as he lay dying 

he said "If any friends ask about me, tell them it is sweet to die in Jesus. Oh, I am longing to be with Him. 

He is my Redeemer." His last utterance was "Come, Lord Jesus!"  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

26 Isaac Watts 

Isaac Watts was born at Southampton, July 17th, 1674. He was the eldest son, there being four sons and 

five daughters, of Mr. Isaac Watts, the master of a very flourishing boarding-school in that town, which 



was in such reputation that gentlemen's sons were sent to it from America and the West Indies. His 

parents, being conscientious nonconformists, had suffered much from the persecuting measures of 

Charles II, his father having been imprisoned more than once because he would not attend the church. 

During his imprisonment, his wife sometimes sat near the prison-door, suckling her son. Isaac. When 

about 7 years old, Isaac was desired by his mother to write some lines, as was the custom with the other 

boys after the school hours were over, for which she used to reward them with a farthing. Isaac obeyed 

and wrote the following:  

"I write not for a farthing, but to try  

How I your farthing writers can outvie."  

 

Dr. Jennings says, "Through the power of divine grace, he was not only preserved from criminal follies, 

but had a deep sense of religion on his heart betimes." Some gentlemen at Southampton offered to 

defray the expenses of his education at one of the Universities, but he declined it, saying he was 

determined to take his lot amongst the Dissenters. Accordingly, in the year 1690, he was sent to London, 

for academical education under Mr. Thomas Rowe, and in 1693, in his 19th year, he joined in 

communion with the church under the pastoral care of his tutor. While at this academy he wrote two 

English dissertations, one of which was on the subject of justification through the imputed righteousness 

of Christ; in which he says, "The devil has used many artifices to subvert us, among which this is a 

principal one, namely, filling men's minds with wrong opinions concerning it, by representing it as an 

unholy doctrine; and this is the common prejudice against the justification by the imputed righteousness 

of Christ received by faith alone, that it gives liberty to men to live loosely and sinfully, as though there 

was no room for good works in our religion, if they be not brought into our justification. But constant 

experience shows that this is a mistake; for they who embrace this doctrine are for good works as much 

as any, and dare not oppose the authority of that Spirit who, by the apostle James, pronounces that 

faith which is without good works is dead. What we contend for is the right place, use, and end of good 

works in the matters of religion, that they may not be substituted in the stead of Christ, and the glory of 

our salvation be attributed to ourselves, against which the Scriptures so often caution us."  

 

In 1712 a violent fever laid him low and he never fully recovered from its effects. Sir T. Abney took him 

to his home where, although he expected to accept hospitality for a week he remained some 40 years, 

Lady Abney continuing to extend the same hospitality after her husband's death. Here he was visited by 

Lady Huntingdon. He was once in the coffee room of an hotel when he overheard someone say 

scornfully, "Is that the great Dr. Watts?" The Doctor hearing this turned and repeated the following lines 

from his pen:  

 

"Were I so tall to reach the pole,  

Or mete the ocean with my span,  

I must be measured by my soul;  

The mind's the standard of the man."  

 

He was unable to sleep for long periods at night and no drug seemed to be effective. About half-an-hour 

before he died Whitefield called upon him and, asking him how he was, he replied, "Here am I one of 

Christ's waiting servants." His comfort at last came especially from the words "I will never leave thee nor 



forsake thee." He was taken home on Nov. 25th, 1748 and was buried in Bunhill Fields where a 

monument was erected over the grave and another in Westminster Abbey.  

 

Scripture tells us that "Great men are not always wise, neither do the aged understand judgment," and 

in the inscrutable providence of God outstanding saints who would perhaps have been in danger of 

worship rather than esteem have taken some unwise step compelling caution respecting some of their 

statements. The God-endowed gift which raised Isaac Watts to high eminence as a leader of Christian 

praise to old and young alike, outshines all criticism but his excursions into polemical discussion upon 

the deep mystery of the Trinity tempted his brilliantly acute mind to venture to explain things which God 

has wisely hidden and Isaac Watts in very beautiful language confesses to much, if not all, wherein he 

was led astray. In these days when many sincere Christians tend to be over wise and to be dogmatic 

respecting prophecy and other mysteries as yet unsolved, it may be well to ponder the confessions of 

this great divine as recorded by Robert Southey in his memoir of the poet. He quotes from Watts 

"Solemn Address to the Great and ever blessed God". Here is an extract:  

 

"Am I not truly sensible of my own darkness and weakness, my dangerous prejudices on every side, and 

my utter insufficiency for my own conduct? Wilt thou leave such a poor creature, bewildered among a 

thousand perplexities, which are raised by the various opinions and contrivances of men, to explain thy 

divine truth?"  

 

"Help me, heavenly Father, for I am quite tired and weary of these human explainings, so various and 

uncertain. When wilt thou explain it to me thyself, O my God, by the secret and certain dictates of thy 

Spirit, according to the intimation of Thy Word? Nor let any pride of reason, nor any affectation of 

novelty, nor any criminal bias whatsoever, turn my heart aside from hearkening to these divine dictates 

of Thy Word and Thy Spirit.  

 

Suffer not any of my native corruptions, nor the vanity of my imagination, to cast a mist over my eyes 

while I am searching after the knowledge of Thy mind and will, for my eternal salvation."  

 

"I intreat, O most merciful Father, that thou wilt not suffer the remnant of my short life to be wasted in 

such endless wanderings in quest of Thee and Thy Son Jesus, as a great part of my past days have been; 

but let my sincere endeavours to know Thee, in all the ways whereby Thou hast discovered Thyself in 

Thy Word, be crowned with such success that my soul being established in every needful truth by Thy 

Holy Spirit, I may spend my remaining life according to the rules of Thy Gospel, and may, with all the 

holy and happy creation, ascribe glory and honour, wisdom and power, to Thee Who sittest upon the 

throne, and to the Lamb for ever and ever!" At the end he said, "It is a great mercy to me that I have no 

manner of fear or dread of death," and on being asked if he experienced the comfort of the Words "I will 

never leave thee nor forsake thee" the dying man replied faintly "I do."  

 

The Mercies of a Covenant God 

27 Two Hymns by Isaac Watts 

O GOD, our help in ages past,  

Our hope for years to come,  

Our shelter from the stormy blast,  



And our eternal home.  

Before the hills in order stood,  

Or earth received her frame,  

From everlasting Thou art God,  

To endless years the same.  

 

Under the shadow of Thy throne  

Thy saints have dwelt secure  

Sufficient is Thine arm alone,  

And our defence is sure.  

 

O God, our help in ages past,  

Our hope for years to come,  

Be Thou our guard while life shall last,  

And our eternal home.  

 

Isaac Watts 

 

ALAS! and did my Saviour bleed?  

And did my Sovereign die?  

Would He devote that sacred head  

For such a worm as I?  

 

2 Was it for crimes that I have done  

He groaned upon the tree?  

Amazing pity! grace unknown!  

And love beyond degree!  

 

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,  

And shut his glories in,  

When the incarnate Maker died 

For man, His creature's sin.  

 

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,  

While His dear Cross appears;  

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,  

And melt my eyes to tears.  

 

Isaac Watts 


