CONSERVATIVE REFORMATION.

THE REFORMATION;

ITS OCCASION AND CAUSE.*!

The day before “All-Saints’ Day.”
THE immediate occasion of the Reformation seemed insignificant enough.
Three hundred and fifty-three years ago, on the 31st of October, immense
crowds were pouring into an ancient city of Germany, bearing in its
name, Wittenberg, the memorial of its founder, Wittekind the Younger.
The weather-beaten and dingy little edifices of Wittenberg forbade the
idea, that the beauty of the city or its commercial importance drew the
masses to it. Within that city was an old church, very miserable and
battered, and
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very venerable and holy, which attracted these crowds. It was the "Church
of all Saints," in which were shown, to the inexpressible delight of the
faithful, a fragment of Noah's Ark. some soot from the furnace into which
the three young Hebrews were cast. a piece of wood from the crib of the
infant Saviour, some of St. Christopher's beard, and nineteen thousand
other relics equally genuine and interesting. But over and above all these
allurements, so well adapted to the taste of the time, His Holiness, the
Pope, had granted indulgence to all who should visit the church on the
first of November. Against the door of that church of dubious saints, and
dubious relics, and dubious indulgences, was found fastened, on that
memorable morning, a scroll unrolled. The writing on it was firm; the nails
which held it were well driven in; the sentiments it conveyed were
moderate, yet very decided. The material, parchment, was the same which
long ago had held words of redemption above the head of the Redeemer.
The contents were an amplification of the old theme of glory--Christ on the
cross, the only King. The Magna Charta, which had been buried beneath
the Pope's throne, reappeared on the church door. The keynote of the
Reformation was struck full and clear at the beginning, Salvation through
Christ alone.

It is from the nailing up of these Theses the Reformation takes its
date. That act became, in the providence of God, the
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starting-point of the work which still goes on, and shall forever go on, that
glorious work in which the truth was raised to its original purity, and civil
and religious liberty were restored to men. That the Reformation is the
spring of modern freedom, is no wild assertion of its friends. One of the
greatest Roman Catholic writers of recent times, Michelet, in the
Introduction to his Life of Luther, says: "It is not incorrect to say, that
Luther has been the restorer of liberty in modern times. If he did not create,
he at least courageously affixed his signature to that great revolution which
rendered the right of examination lawful in Europe. And, if we exercise, in
all its plenitude at this day, this first and highest privilege of human
intelligence, it is to him we are most indebted for it; nor can we think,
speak, or write, without being made conscious, at every step, of the
immense benefit of this intellectual enfranchisement;" and he concludes
with the remark: "To whom do I owe the power of publishing what I am
now inditing, except to this liberator of modern thought?" Our Church, as
clearly, in one sense, the mother of the Reformation, as, in another, she is
its offspring, the first, and for a time, the exclusive possessor of the name
Protestantism, its source and its mightiest bulwark, our Church has wisely
set apart a day in each year to commemorate this great deliverance, and
wisely has kept her great Jubilees. There are other ways of noting time,
besides by its loss. The Church Festivals note it by its gains, the Church
Year marks the time which has been redeemed for ever. An old writer
describes the Church of All-Saints at Wittenberg, as a manger, where in
his lowly glory the Son of God was born again. Blessed forever be the
day! On it, through all time, men shall gather, bringing their offerings of
praise; remembering, treasuring, and keeping untarnished, the holy faith
whose restoration was thus begun.

It is well, then, to have added to the grand order of the Church Year,
the Festival of the Reformation, and to the revolution of the centuries, its
Jubilee. Whether as the child or as the parent of the Reformation, whether
she would awake her heart to gratitude as its daughter, or arouse herself to
an



earnest sense of responsibility as its mother, our Church can claim it, as
pre-eminently her privilege, and acknowledge it as pre-eminently her duty
so to do. When the Festival of the Reformation shall come and shall wake
no throb of joy in her bosom, her life will have fled. For if the Reformation
lives through her, she also lives by it. It has to her the; mysterious relation
of Christ to David; if it is her offspring, it is also her root. If she watched the
ark of the Lord, the ark of the Lord protected and blessed her, and when it
passes from her keeping her glory will have departed. Let her speak to her
children then, and tell them the meaning of the day. In the pulpit, and the
school, and the circle of the home, let these great memories of men of God,
of their self-sacrifice, of their overcoming faith, and of their glorious work,
be the theme of thought, and of word, and of thanksgiving. The Festival of
the Reformation is at once a day of Christmas and of Easter and of
Pentecost, in our Church year; a day of birth, a day of resurrection, a day of
the outpouring of the Holy Ghost. Let its return renew that life, and make
our Church press on with fresh vigor in the steps of her risen Lord, as one
begotten again, and born from the dead, by the quickening power of the
Spirit of her God. Let every day be a Festival of the Reformation, and
every year a Jubilee.

Specific occasion and cause of the Reformation

The occasions and cause of so wonderful and important an event as the
Reformation have naturally occupied very largely the thoughts of both its
friends and its foes. On the part of its enemies the solution of its rapid rise,
its gigantic growth, its overwhelming march, has been found by some in
the rancor of monkish malice--the thing arose in a squabble between two
sets of friars, about the farming of the indulgences--a solution as sapient
and as completely in harmony with the facts as would be the statement that
the American Revolution was gotten up by one George Washington, who,
angry that the British Government refused to make him a collector of the
tax on tea, stirred up a happy people to rebellion against a mild and just
rule.

The solution has been found by others in the lust of the human heart
for change --it was begotten in the mere love



of novelty; men went into the Reformation as they go into a menagerie, or
adopt the new mode, or buy up some "novelist's last." Another class,
among whom the brilliant French Jesuit, Audin, is conspicuous, attribute
the movement mainly to the personal genius and fascinating audacity of
the great leader in the movement. Luther so charmed the millions with his
marvellous speech and magic style, that they were led at his will. On the
part of some, its nominal friends, reasons hardly more adequate have often
been assigned. Confounding the mere aids, or at most, the mere occasions
of the Reformation with its real causes, an undue importance has been
attributed in the production of it to the progress of the arts and sciences
after the revival of letters. Much stress has been laid upon the invention of
printing, and the discovery of America, which tended to rouse the minds of
men to a new life. Much has been said of the fermenting political
discontents of the day, the influence of the great Councils in diminishing
the authority of the Pope, and much has been made, in general, of the
causes whose root is either wholly or in part in the earth. The Rationalist
represents the Reformation as a triumph of reason over authority. The
Infidel says, that its power was purely negative; it was a grand subversion;
it was mightier than Rome, because it believed less than Rome; it.
prevailed, not by what it taught, but by what it denied; and it failed of
universal triumph simply because it did not deny everything. The insect-
minded sectarian allows the Reformation very little merit except as it
prepared the way for the putting forth, in due time, of the particular twig of
Protestantism on. which he crawls, and which he imagines bears all the
fruit, and gives all the value to the tree. As the little green tenants of the
rose-bush might be supposed to argue that the rose was made for the
purpose of furnishing them a home and food, so these small speculators
find the root of the Reformation in the particular part of Providence which
they consent to adopt and patronize. The Reformation, as they take it,
originated in the divine plan for furnishing a nursery for sectarian Aphides.
But we must have causes which, however feeble, are adapted



to the effects. A little fire indeed kindleth a great matter, but however little,
it must be genuine fire., Frost will not do, and a painting of flame will not
do, though the pencil of Raphael produced it. A little hammer may break a
great rock, but that which breaks must be harder and more tenacious than
the thing broken. There must be a hand to apply the fire, and air to fan it; it
must be rightly placed within the material to be kindled; it must be kept
from being smothered. And yet all aids do but enable it to exercise its own
nature, and it alone kindles. There must be a hand to wield the hammer,
and a heart to move the hand; the rock must be struck with vigor, but the
hammer itself is indispensable. God used instruments to apply the fire and
wield the hammer; His providence prepared the way for the burning and
the breaking. And yet there was but one agency, by which they could be
brought to pass. Do we ask what was the agency which was needed to
kindle the flame? What was it, that was destined to give the stroke whose
crash filled earth with wonder, and hell with consternation, and heaven
with joy? God himself asks the question, so that it becomes its own
answer: "Is not MY WORD like as a fire? Is not MY WORD like the
hammer which breaks the rock in pieces?"

It is not without an aim that the Word of God is presented in the.
language we have just quoted, under two images; as fire and as a hammer.
The fire 1s a type of its inward efficacy; the hammer, of its outward work.
The one image shows how it acts on those who admit it, the other how it
effects those who harden themselves against it; the one symbolizes the
persuasive fervor of that Word by which it makes our hearts burn within us
in love to the Son of God, the other is an image of the energy with which,
in the hands of the King on the holy hill of Zion, it breaks the opposers as
with a rod of iron. The fire symbolizes the energy of the Word as a Gospel,
which draws the heart to God, the hammer shadows forth its energy as a
law which reveals the terrors of God's justice against transgressors. In
both these grand aspects the Word of God was the creator of the
Reformation and its mightiest instrument. It aroused the workers, and



fitted them for their work; it opened blind eyes, and subdued stubborn
hearts. The Reformation is its work and its trophy. However manifold the
occasions of the Reformation, THE WORD, under God, was its cause.

The Bible in the Middle Ages

The Word of God kindled the fire of the Reformation. That Word lay
smouldering under the ashes of centuries; it broke forth into flame, in
Luther and the other Reformers; it rendered them lights which shone and
burnt inextinguishably; through them it imparted itself to the nations; and
from the nations it purged away the dross which had gathered for ages.
"The Word of God," says St. Paul, "is not bound." Through the centuries
which followed the corruption of Christianity, the Word of God was still in
being. In lonely cloisters it was laboriously copied. Years were sometimes
spent in finishing a single copy of it, in the elaborate but half barbaric
beauty which suited the taste of those times. Gold and jewels, on the
massive covers, decorated the rich workmanship; costly pictures were
painted as ornaments on its margin; the choicest vellum was used for the
copies; the rarest records of heathen antiquity were sometimes erased to
make way for the nobler treasures of the Oracles of the Most High. There
are single copies of the Word, from that mid-world of history, which are a
store of art, and the possession of one of which gives a bibliographical
renown to the city in whose library it is preserved.

No interdict was yet laid upon the reading of the Word, for none was
necessary. The scarcity and costliness of books formed in themselves a
barrier more effectual than the interdict of popes and councils. Many of the
great teachers in the Church of Rome were devoted students of the Bible.
From the earliest writings of the Fathers, down to the Reformation, there is
an unbroken line of witnesses for the right of all believers freely to read the
Holy Scriptures. No man thought of putting an artificial limitation on its
perusal; on the contrary, there are expressions of regret in the medieval
Catholic writers that, in the nature of the case, so few could have access to
these precious records.

In communities separate from the Church of Rome, the



truth was maintained by reading and teaching the Holy Scriptures. The
Albigensian and Waldensian martyrs, were martyrs of the Word:

"Those slaughtered saints whose bones
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold,
Even those who kept God's truth so pure of old,

When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones."

The invention of printing, and hardly less, the invention of paper
made from rags- for what would printing be worth, if we were still
confined to so costly a material for books as parchment--prepared the way
for the diffusion of the Scriptures.

The Church of Rome did not apprehend the danger which lay in that
Book. Previous to the Reformation there were not only editions of the
Scripture in the originals, but the old Church translation into Latin (the
Vulgate) and versions from it into the living languages were printed. In
Spain, whose dark opposition to the Word of God has since become her
reproach and her curse, and in which no such book as the one of which we
are about to speak has come forth for centuries, in Spain, more than a
hundred years before there was enough Hebrew type in all England to
print three consecutive lines, the first great POLYGLOT BIBLE, in
Hebrew, Chaldee, Greek, and Latin, was issued at Complutum under the
direction of Ximenes, her renowned cardinal and chief minister of state. It
came forth in a form which, in splendor and value, far surpassed all that the
world had yet seen. We may consider the Complutensian Polyglot, the
crown of glory to the labors of the Middle Ages. It links itself clearly in
historical connection with the GRAND BIBLICAL ERA, the
Reformation itself, for though the printing of it was begun in 1502, and
finished in 1517, it was not published till 1522, and in 1522, the FIRST
EDITION OF THE -NEW TESTAMENT, in German, came from the
hand of Luther, fixing the corner-stone of the grand edifice, whose
foundation had been laid in the Ninety-five Theses of 1517.

This, then, is the historical result of the facts we have presented,



that the Middle Ages became, in the wonderful providence of God, the
conservators of the Word which they are charged with suppressing; and
were unconsciously tending toward the sunrise of the truth, which was to
melt away their mists forever.

Where the Bible fell open.

The earliest efforts of the press were directed to the multiplication of
the copies of the Word of God. The first book ever printed, was the Bible.
Before the first twelve sheets of this first edition of the Scriptures were
printed, Gutenberg and Faust had incurred an expenditure of four
thousand florins. That Bible was the edition of the Latin Vulgate,
commonly known by the name of the "Mazarin Bible," from the fact that
a copy of it which for some time was the only one known, was discovered
about the middle of the eighteenth century in the Library of the College of
the Four Nations, founded at Paris by Cardinal Mazarin. At Mentz and
Cologne, the Vulgate translation of the Holy Scriptures was multiplied in
editions of various sizes. Some of these Latin Bibles had been purchased
for the University Library at Erfurth at a large price, and were rarely shown
even to visitors. One of them was destined to play a memorable part in the
history of mankind. While it was lying in the still niche of the Library,
there moved about the streets of the city and through the halls of the
University, a student of some eighteen years of age, destined for the law,
who already gave evidence of a genius which might have been a snare to
indolence, but who devoted himself to study with an unquenchable ardor.
Among the dim recesses of the Library, he was a daily seeker for
knowledge. His was a thirst for truth which was not satisfied with the
prescribed routine. Those books of which we now think as venerable
antiques, were then young and fresh--the glow of novelty was on much of
which we now speak as the musty and worm-eaten record of old-time
wisdom which we have outgrown. There the city of Harlem, through
Laurentius, and the city of Mentz, through Faustus, and the city of
Strasburg, through Gutenberg, put in their silent claims for the glory of
being the cradle. of the magic art of printing. There the great masters in



jurisprudence and in scholastic philosophy challenged, and not in vain, the
attention of the young searcher for knowledge. Some of the most
voluminous of the Jurisconsults he could recite almost word for word.
Occam and Gerson were his favorites among the scholastics. The masters
of the classic world, Cicero, Virgil and Livy, "he read," says a Jesuit
author, "not merely as a student whose aim was to understand them, but as
a superior intellect, which sought to draw from them instruction, to find in
them counsels and maxims for his after life. They were to him the flowers
whose sweet odor might be shed upon the path he had to tread, or might
calm the future agitation of his mind and of his heart." Thus passing from
volume to volume, seeking the solution of the dark problem of human life,
which already gathered heavily upon his deep, earnest soul, he one day
took down a ponderous volume hitherto unnoticed. He opens it; the title-
page is "Biblia Sacra"--the Holy Bible. He is disappointed. He has heard
all this, he thinks, in the lessons of the Missal, in the texts of the Postils, in
the selections of the Breviary. He imagines that his mother, the Church,
has incorporated the whole Book of God in her services. Listlessly he
allows the volume to fall open at another place,-in his hand, and carelessly
looks down at the page. What is it that arouses him? His eye kindles with
amazement and intense interest. He rests the Book on the pile of the works
of Schoolmen and of Fathers which he has been gathering. He hangs
entranced over it; his dreamy eyes are fixed on the page; hour after hour
flies; the shades of night begin to gather, and he is forced to lay the volume
aside, with the sigh, 0, that this Book of books might one day be mine!

Was it accident, or was it of God, that this Book opened where it
did? Could we have arranged the providence, where would we have had
the Book to open? It opened at the first chapter of First Samuel, the simple
story of Hannah consecrating her boy to the Lord. There are many parts of
the Bible as precious as this; with reverence we speak it, there are some
more precious, "for one star differeth from another star in glory," though
God made them all. Why opened not



that Book at some of the most glorious revelations of the New Testament?
This might have been, and who shall say what incalculable loss it might
have wrought to the world, had it been so? For this very portion might
have been one of the Epistles, or Gospels, or Lessons of the Romish
Service, and thus might have confirmed the false impression of the young
man that he already knew all the Bible. This was a critical period of
Luther's life. Already was his mind tending to an absorption in studies
which would have given a wholly different cast to his life. The sound of a
drum upon the street was the turning point of the spiritual life of an
English nobleman. It lifted him from his knees, and drew him again into
the full march upon everlasting death. On what little things may God have
been pleased to hang the great impulses of the man, who proved himself
capable of leading the Reformation, and who, but for these little things,
might have been lost to the world. Nothing in God's hand is trifling. The
portion on which Luther's eye fell was not in the Church Service. It
quickened him at once with a new sense of the fulness of God's Word. In a
double sense it stood before him, as a revelation. His eyes were opened on
the altar of that inextinguishable fire, from which a few sparks had risen
into the Romish Ritual, and had drifted along on the night-breezes of the
ages. Did the angel of the Covenant with invisible hand open that page, or
was it a breath of air from some lattice near at hand? It matters not--God
opened the Book.

That Book was to Luther, henceforth, the thing of beauty of his life,
the joy of his soul forever. lie read and re-read, and prayed over its sacred
teachings, till the place of each passage, and all memorable passages in
their places fixed themselves in his memory. To the study of it, all other
study seemed tame. A single passage of it would ofttimes lie in his
thoughts days and nights together. The Bible seemed to fuse itself into his
being, to become a part of his nature. Often in his writings he does not so
much remark upon it, as catch its very pulse and clothe his own mind in its
very garb. He is lifted to the glory of the reproducer--and himself becomes
a secondary prophet and apostle. His soul ceased to be a mere



vessel to hold a little of the living water, and became a fountain through
which it sprang to refresh and gladden others. As with Luther, so was it
with Melanchthon, his noble coworker, with Zwingle in Switzerland, at a
later period with Calvin in France, with Tyndale and Cranmer in England,
with Knox in Scotland. The Word of God was the fire in their souls which
purified them into Christians--and the man who became a Christian was
already unconsciously a Reformer.

Luther’s Bible

The fire which the Word of God kindled in the Reformers they could
not long conceal. "They believed--therefore they spoke." One of the first,
as it was one of the greatest, revelations of the revived power of the Word
of God, was, that it sought an audience for itself before the people, in their
own language. Every new Pentecost revives the miracle and wonder of the
first Pentecost: men marvelling, say of the apostles to whom the Holy
Ghost has again given utterance: "We do hear them speak in our tongues
the wonderful works of God." Foremost in this imperishable work of the
Sixteenth Century, was the man who was first and chief in more works,
and in greater ones, than ever fell to any of our race, in the ordinary
vocation of God. Great monuments has the Sixteenth Century left us of the
majesty revealed by the human mind, when its noblest powers are
disciplined by study, and sanctified by the Spirit of God. Great are the
legacies of doctrinal, polemical, historical and confessional divinity which
that century has left us. Immortal are its confessions, its devotional,
practical, hymnological and liturgical labors. It was the century of
Melanchthon's Loci and of Calvin's Institutes, of the Examen of Chennitz,
and the Catalogus Testium of Flaccius, and of the Magdeburg Centuries.
Its confessions are still the centres of great communions, its hymns are still
sung by devout thousands, its forms still mould the spirit of worship among
millions. But its grandest achievement was the giving of the Bible to the
nations, and the centre and throne of this achievement is LUTHER'S
TRANSLATION OF THE BIBLE, the greatest single work ever
accomplished by man in the department of theological literature. The

Word of God, in whole or in part, has been translated into several hundred
of



the dialects of our race. Many of these translations, as for example the
Septuagint, the Vulgate, and our own authorized version, have great
historical significance; but in its historical connections and significance,
Luther's is incomparably most important of all. Had it been his sole labor,
the race could never forget his name.

Never were a greater need and the fittest agent to meet it, so brought
together as in the production of this translation. One of the earliest
convictions of Luther was, the people must have the Bible, and to this end
it must be translated. It is true, that beginning with the Gothic translation of
Ulphilas, in the fourth century, there had been various translations of the
Scriptures into the Germanic tongues. About 1466, appeared the first
Bible, printed in German. It came from the press of Eggesteyn, in
Strasburg, (not as has been frequently maintained, from the press of Faust
and Schoffer, in 1462.) Between the appearance of this Bible and that of
Luther, there were issued in the dialect of Upper Germany some fourteen
editions of the Word of God, beside several in the dialect of Lower
Germany. These were, without exception, translations of a translation; they
were made from the Vulgate, and, however they may have differed, they
had a common character which may be expressed in a word--they were
abominable. In a copy of one of them, in the library of the writer of this
article, there is a picture of the Deluge, in which mermaids are floating
around the ark, arranging their tresses with the aid of small looking-
glasses, with a most amphibious nonchalance. The rendering is about as
true to the idea, as the picture is to nature. There is another of these
editions, remarkable for typographical errors, which represents Eve, not as
a house-wife, but as a "kiss-wife," and its typography is the best part of it.
How Luther raised what seemed a barbarous jargon into a language,
which, in flexible beauty, and power of internal combination, has no
parallel but in the Greek, and in massive vigor no superior but the English,
writers of every school, Protestant and Romish alike, have loved to tell. The
language of Germany has grown since Luther, but it has had no new
creation. He who takes up Luther’s



Bible grasps a whole world in his hand--a world which will perish only,
when this green earth itself shall pass away.

The Only Rule

In all lands in which the battle of the Reformation was fought, the
Bible furnished banner, armor, and arms. It was, indeed, more than ensign,
more than shield, more than sword, for “the Word of God is quick and
powerful, sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing even to the dividing
asunder of soul and spirit, and of the joints and marrow, and is a discerner
of the thoughts and intents of the heart.” The Word of God opened the
eyes of the Reformers to the existing corruptions; it called them forth from
Babylon; it revealed to them the only source of healing for the sick and
wounded Church; it inspired them with ardor for their holy work; it lifted
them above the desire for man's favor, and the fear of man's face. The Bible
made them confessors, and prepared them to be martyrs.

The Reformers knew where their strength lay. They felt that what
had redeemed them could alone redeem the Church. They saw that, under
God, their ability to sustain their cause depended on His Word. The
supreme and absolute authority of God's Word in determining all
questions of doctrine and of duty, is a fundamental principle of the
Reformation--a principle so fundamental, that without it, there would have
been no Reformation--and so vital, that a Reformation without it, could
such a Reformation be supposed, would have been at best a glittering
delusion and failure.

It is true, that there was testimony from human sources, which was
not without value, in its right place, in the controversy with Rome. In a
certain sense, her condemnation had already been anticipated by her own
lips. In the long-gone days of her purity, the Church of Rome had men of
God, who held to the truth as it is in Christ Jesus. Thirty years after our
Lord's Ascension, St. Paul wrote to the Church of Rome, “I am persuaded
of you, my brethren, that ye also are full of goodness, filled with all
knowledge, able also to admonish one another. Your obedience is come
abroad unto all men." This glorious condition did not pass away speedily.
There were generations following, in which the truth was kept
comparatively



pure. Papal Rome could no more stand before the judgment of the early
writers in the Church of Rome yet undefiled than she could before the
Scriptures. Hence, the confessors declared® that, in their doctrine, there
not only was nothing in conflict with the Holy Scriptures, and with the true
Church Catholic, or Church Universal, but nothing in conflict with the
teachings of the true Church of Rome, as her doctrines were set forth by
the writers of the earlier ages. The quotations made from these Fathers, in
the Confession, best illustrate the meaning of this declaration, and prove its
truth. Thus, for example, they quote the Nicene Fathers, as witnesses to
the doctrine of the Trinity; Ambrose is cited to show, "that he that believeth
in Christ, is saved, without works, by faith alone, freely receiving
remission." In the articles on Abuses, the testimony of the purer Fathers
and Councils is used with great effect.

But not because of the testimony of the Church and of its writers did
the Reformers hold the truth they confessed. They knew that individual
churches could err, and had erred grievously, that the noblest men were
fallible. Nothing but the firm word of God sufficed for them.

They thanked God, indeed, for the long line of witnesses for the truth
of His Word. Within the Church of Rome, in the darkest ages, there had
been men faithful to the truth. There were men, in the midst of the
dominant corruption, who spake and labored against it. There were
Protestants, ages before our princes made their protest at Spires, and
Lutherans, before Luther was born. But not on these, though they sealed
the truth with their own blood, did the Reformers lean. They joyfully used
them as testimony, but not as authority. They placed them in the box of
the witness, not on the bench of the judge. Their utterances, writings, and
acts were not to be the rule of faith, but were themselves to be weighed in
its balance. In God was their trust, and His Word alone was their stay.

When the great princes and free cities of our Church at Augsburg, in
1530, laid their Confession before the Emperor

> Augs. Confess. 47:1.



and potentates, civil and ecclesiastical, of the realm, they said: “We offer
the Confession of the faith held by the pastors and preachers in our several
estates, and the Confession of our own faith, as drawn from the Holy
Scriptures, the pure Word of God.”” That Confession repeatedly
expresses, and in every line implies that the Word of God is the sole rule of
faith and of life. The same is true of the Apology or Defence of the
Confession by Melanchthon, which appeared in the following year, and
which was adopted by the larger part of our Church as expressing
correctly her views." Seven years later, the articles of Smalcald were
prepared by Luther, for presentation at a general council, as an expression
of the views of our Church. In this he says:> “Not from the works or
words of the Fathers are articles of faith to be made. We have another rule,
to wit: that God's Word shall determine articles of faith--and, beside it,
none other--no, not an angel even."

Half a century after the Augsburg Confession had gone forth on its
sanctifying mission, our Church in Germany, in order that her children
might not mistake her voice amid the bewildering conflicts of theological
strife, which necessarily followed such a breaking up of the old modes of
human thought as was brought about by the Reformation, set forth her
latest and amplest Confession. This Confession, with reference to the
harmony it was designed to subserve, and under God did largely subserve,
was called the Formula of Concord. That document opens with these
words: “We believe, teach, and confess that the only rule and law, by
which all teachings and all teachers are to be estimated and judged, is
none other whatsoever than the writings of the prophets and the apostles,
alike of the Old and of the New Testament, as it is written: "Thy word is a
lamp unto my feet, and a light unto my path;' and St. Paul saith (Gal. 1: 8):
"Though we, or an angel from heaven, preach any other Gospel unto you,
than that which we have preached unto you, let him be accursed."

"All other writings," it continues, "whether of the Fathers, or of
recent authors, be their name what they may, are by no
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means whatsoever to be likened to Holy Scripture; but are, in such sense,
to be subjected to it, as to be received in none other way than as witnesses,
which show how and where, after the apostles' times, the doctrines of the
apostles and prophets were preserved." "We embrace," say our confessors,
"the Augsburg Confession, not because it was written by our theologians,
but because it was taken from God's Word, and solidly built on the
foundation of Holy Scripture."

With equal clearness do the other Churches of the Reformation
express themselves on this point.

If, then, the Reformers knew the movements of their own minds, it
was God's Word, and it alone, which made them confessors of the truth.
And it is a fundamental principle of the Reformation, that God's word 1s
the sole and absolute authority, and rule of faith, and of life, a principle
without accepting which, no man can be truly Evangelical, Protestant, or
Lutheran.

The Providence of God and His Word, working together in the
Reformation

Fire not only makes bright and burning the thing it kindles, but gives
to it the power of impartation; whatever is kindled, kindles again. From
the Reformers, the fire spread to the people; and from cold and darkness
the nations seemed to struggle upward, as by a common touch from
heaven, in flames of holy sacrifice; and here, too, THE WORD showed its
divine power.

We acknowledge, indeed, with joyous hearts, that God had prepared
all things wondrously, for the spread of the flame of the truth. In
GERMANY, the fire was to burst forth, which was to spread to the ends of
the earth. "In no event in the history of mankind does the movement of
Divine Providence present itself more unmistakably, than in the
Reformation in Germany."® The time, the place, the circumstances, the
condition of the religious and of the political world, were in wonderful
unison. They worked with each other, compensating each other's
weaknesses, and helping each other's power, so as to give a sure
foundation, a firm hold, a healthy direction, a high purity, a mighty
protection, a wide-spread recognition, a swift and joyous progress, an
abiding issue to the glorious

° Dr. H. Kurtz, K. G. 211.



work. The soul of the best men of the time was alive to the wretched
condition into which the Church had fallen. A profound longing for the
Reformation filled the hearts of nations; science, literature, art, discovery,
and invention were elevating Europe, and preparing the way for the
triumphal march of pure religion, the queen of all knowledge. In the Papal
chair sat Leo X., a lover of art and literature, careless and indolent in all
things else. Over the beautiful plains of Germany wandered Tetzel,
senseless and impudent, even beyond the class to' which he belonged,
exciting the disgust of all thinking men, by the profligate manner in which
he sold indulgences. To protect the trembling flame of the truth from the
fierce winds, which, at first, would have extinguished it; to protect it till the
tornado itself should only make it blaze more vehemently, God had
prepared Frederick, the Wise, a man of immense influence, universally
revered, and not more revered than his earnest piety, his fidelity, his
eminent conscientiousness deserved. The Emperor Charles V., with power
enough to quench the flame with a word, with a hatred to it which seemed
to make it certain that he would speak that word, was yet so fettered by the
plans of his ambition, that he left it unsaid, and thus was made the
involuntary protector of that which he hated. These and a thousand other
circumstances were propitious.

But in vain is the wood gathered, and in vain do the winds breathe,
unless the fire is applied. In vain would Luther, with his incomparable gifts,
have risen--in vain would that genius, to which a Catholic writer declares
Luther's own friends have not done full justice--in vain would that high
courage, that stern resolve have presented themselves in the matchless
combination in which they existed in him, had there not been first a power
beyond that of man to purify him, and from him to extend itself in flame
around him. With all of Luther's gifts, he might have been a monster of
wickedness, or a slave of the dominant superstition, helping to strengthen
its chains, and forge new ones, had not the truth of God made him free, had
not the Spirit of God in His Word made him an humble and earnest
believer. Luther was first a Christian,



and then a Reformer, and he became a Reformer because he was a
Christian. "He believed, therefore he spoke." But Christian as he was, he
could not have been a successful Reformer, had he not possessed the
power of spreading the fire of Divine truth. The fatal defect in all the
Reformatory movements in the councils and universities of Paris in the
fifteenth century, was that they were not based upon the true foundation,
and did not propose to attain the great end by the right means. The cry had
been for a Reform "in the head and members" by outward improvement,
not in the Spirit and through the Word. The Reformation was kindled by
the Word; it trusted the Word, and scattered it everywhere, directing
attention to it in every writing, and grounding every position upon it. The
Word soon made itself felt throughout all Europe. Even in the lands most
thoroughly under Papal power, sparkles of the truth began to show
themselves, as in Austria, Spain, and Italy. But from Wittenberg through
Germany, from Zurich through Switzerland, the first flame spread, and but
a few years passed ere all Europe, which is at this hour Protestant, had
received the pure faith of the Word of God.

The fire of the Divine Word destroyed the accumulated rubbish of
tradition, swept away the hay, wood, and stubble, which the hand of man
had gathered on the foundation and heaped over the temple, and the gold,
silver, and precious stones of the true house of God appeared. The Bible,
like sunshine bursting through clouds, poured its light upon the nations.
The teaching of mere men ceased to be regarded as authority, and the
prophecy was again fulfilled: "They shall all be taught OF GOD."

A Lesson for our time.

Three hundred and fifty-three years ago, the first thrill of the
earthquake of the Reformation was felt in A Lesson for Europe. Men
knew so little of its nature, that they our time. imagined it could be
suppressed. They threw their weight upon the heaving earth, and hoped to
make it lie still. They knew not that they had a power to deal with, which
was made more terrible in its outburst by the attempt to confine it. As the
result of the opposition to the Reformation,



Europe was made desolate. After the final struggle of the Thirty Years'
War, Europe seemed ruined; its fields had been drenched with blood, its
cities laid in ashes, hardly a family remained undivided, and the fiercest
passions had been so aroused, that it seemed as if they could never be
allayed.

Yet the establishment of the work of the Reformation has richly
repaid Europe for all it endured. The earthquake has gone, the streams of
desolation have been chilled, and the nations make a jubilee over the
glorious anniversary of that grand movement which, by the depravity of
men, was made the occasion of so much disturbance and misery. The evils
of which the Reformation was the occasion, have passed away. We must
go to the page of history to know what they were. The blessings of which
the Reformation was the cause, abide; we feel them in our homes, in the
Church, in the State; they are inwoven with the life of our life. Once feeling
them, we know that this would be no world to live in without them.

And how instructive is this to us in the struggle of our day for the
perpetuation of the truth restored by the Reformation. Not alone by Rome,
but also by heretical or fanatical Pseudo-Protestants, is it still assailed--and
when we see the guilty passions, the violence and odious spirit of
misrepresentation excited, and feel them directed upon ourselves, we may
be tempted to give up the struggle. But we are untrue to the lessons of the
Reformation, if we thus yield.

Men tremble and weep as the molten and seething elements make
the earth quake, and pour themselves out in red and wasting streams. But
their outbursting is essential to their consolidation, and to their bearing part
in the work of the world. What was once lava, marking its track in ruin,
shall one day lie below fair fields, whose richness it has made. The olive
shall stay the vine, and the shadows of the foliage of vine and olive shall
ripple over flowers; and women and children, lovelier than the fruits and
the flowers, shall laugh and sing amid them. The blessings from the
upheaving of the heart of the world shall gladden the children of those who
gazed on it with wo-begone eyes. Had a war of three hundred



years been necessary to sustain the Reformation, we now know the
Reformation would ultimately have repaid all the sacrifices it demanded. I
ad our fathers surrendered the truth, even under that pressure to which ours
is but a feather, how we would have cursed their memory, as we contrasted
what we were with what we might have been.

And shall we despond, draw back, and give our names to the
reproach of generations to come, because the burden of the hour seems to
us heavy? God, in His mercy, forbid! If all others are ready to yield to
despondency, and abandon the struggle, we, children of the Reformation,
dare not. That struggle has taught two lessons, which must never be
forgotten. One is, that the true and the good must be secured at any price.
They are beyond all price. We dare not compute their cost. They are the
soul of our being, and the whole world is as dust in the balance against
them. No matter what is to be paid for them, we must not hesitate to lay
down their redemption price. The other grand lesson is, that their price is
never paid in vain. What we give can never be lost, unless we give too
little. If we give all, we shall have all. All shall come back. Our purses shall
be in the mouths of our sacks. We shall have both the corn and the money.
But if we are niggard, we lose all--lose what we meant to buy, lose what
we have given. If we maintain the pure Word inflexibly at every cost, over
against the arrogance of Rome and of the weak pretentiousness of
Rationalism, we shall conquer both through the Word; but to compromise
on a single point, is to lose all, and to be lost.



I1.

LUTHER PICTURED BY PENCIL AND PEN.’

THE pictured life of Luther, by Konig and Gelzer, which alone we
propose to notice at any length, is a charming book--a book with a great
subject, a happy mode of treatment, well carried out, and combining the
fascination of good pictures, good descriptions, and elegant typography.
It is an offering of flowers and fruit on the altar of the greatest memory
which the heart of modern Christianity enshrines. It is the whole history
of Luther told in pictures, and descriptions of those
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pictures, followed by a connected sketch of the Reformation as it centred
in him.

Luther’s Childhood

The work contains forty-eight engravings, divided, with reference to
the leading events of his life, or the great features of his character, into
seven parts. The FIRST division embraces the years of his childhood--and,
not uncharacteristically of the German origin of the book, presents us as
a first picture Martin Luther (such we must here call him by anticipation)
on the night of "his birth, 11 o'clock, November 10th, 1483." Speaking
of Luther's birth, Carlyle says: "In the whole world, that day, there was not
a more entirely unimportant-looking pair of people, than this miner and
his wife. And yet what were all Emperors, Popes, and Potentates, in
comparison? There was born here, once more, a Mighty Man; whose light
was to flame as the beacon over long centuries and epochs of the world;
the whole world and its history was waiting for this man. It is strange, it is
great. It leads us back to another Birth-hour, in a still meaner
environment, eighteen hundred years ago--of which it is fit
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that we say nothing, that we think only in silence; for what words are there!
The Age of Miracles past? The Age of Miracles is forever here!"® In the
second picture, Master Martin is brought to school, to a terrible-looking
schoolmaster, with a bundle of rods in his hand, and with a boy whom

you can almost hear sobbing, crouching at the back of his chair. In the
third, wandering with his little comrades, he comes, singing, to the door of
Madame Cotta in Eisenach, (1498.) In a little niche below, his gentle
protectress brings him his lute, to win him for a while from his books.

Luther’s Youth

The SECOND division leads us over his youth, in seven illustrations.
In the first, Luther is seen in the. Library of the University of Erfurt, gazing
eagerly, for the first time, on the whole Bible--his hand unconsciously
relaxing on a folio Aristotle, as he reads, (1501.) Next, the Providence is
smiting, together with the Word. His friend Alexis, as they journey,falls
dead at his side,by a thunderstroke. Then follows the step of a fearful heart.
With sad face, and with the moon, in her first quarter, beaming on him like
that faith which was yet so far from the full; with his heathen poets beneath
his arm, he takes the hand of the monk who welcomes him to the cloister
of the Augustinian Eremites, (1505.) Next the monk receives the solemn
consecration to the priesthood, and now with the tonsure, the cowl and the
rosary, barefooted, with the scourge by his side, he agonizes, with
macerated body and bleeding heart, at the foot of the crucifix. We turn a
leaf--he lies in his cell, like one dead--he has swooned over the Bible,
which he now never permits to leave his hand. The door has been burst
open, and his friends bring lutes, that they may revive him by the influence
of the only power which yet binds him to the world of sense. Now a ray of
light shoots in: the Spirit chafing in the body has brought him hard by the
valley of death; but an old brother in the Cloister, by one word of faith
gives him power to rise from his bed of sickness, and clasp his comforter
around the neck. With this touching scene, ends this part.

¥ On Heroes and Hero-Worship--or Six Lectures by Thomas Carlyle--New York, 1849, p. 114.



Luther at the University

In the THIRD period, we have illustrations of Luther's career at the
University of Wittenberg. As a Bachelor of Arts he is holding
philosophical and theological prelections, (1508.) Then we have him
preaching in the Cloister before Staupitz, and the other brethren of his
order, as a preliminary to appearing in the Castle and City church. Luther's
journey to Rome (1510) is shown in four pictures grouped on one page. In
the first he is starting eagerly on his journey to the “holy city”--in the
second, at first view of that home of martyrs hallowed by their blood, and
not less by the presence of the vicar of Christ and vicegerent of God, he
falls upon his knees, in solemn awe and exultation; in the centre, he is
gazing on the proud and godless Pope Julius, riding with pampered
cardinals in his train--and in the last, he looks back, and waves over that
city the hand whose bolts in after time seemed mighty enough to sink it to
that realm--over which, its own inhabitants told him, if there was a hell,
Rome was certainly built.” "To conceive of Luther's emotions on entering
Rome, we must remember that he was a child of the north, who loved
privation and fasting--who was of a meditative nature, and had vowed to
the cross of Christ an austere worship. His Christianity was of a severe and
rigid character. When he prayed it was on the stone; the altar before which
he knelt was almost invariably of wood; his church was time-worn, and the
chasuble of its ministers of coarse wool. Imagine, then, this monk--this
poor Martin, who walked twelve hundred miles, with nothing to support
him but coarse bread; think of him suddenly transported to the midst of a
city of wonders, of pleasure, of music, and of pagan antiquity. What must
have been his feelings: he who had never heard any greater sound than
was made by the falling water of the convent fountain--who knew no
recreation beyond that of his lute, when prayers were over, and who knew
no ceremony more imposing than the induction of an Augustinian monk--
how must he have been astonished, even scandalized! He had fancied to
himself an austere religion--its brow encircled with

® So hab ich selbs zu Rom gehort sagen: ist eine Holle, so ist Rom darauf gebaut.”



care, its ministers lying on the hard ground, sating their thirst at heavenly
founts, dressed as were the Apostles, and treading on stony paths with the
Everlasting Gospel in their hands. In place of this he saw cardinals borne
in litters, or on horseback, or in carriages, their attire blazing with jewels,
their faces shaded by canopies, or the plumes of the peacock, and marking
their route by clouds of dust so dense as completely to veil and hide their
attendants. His dreams reverted to those days, when the chief of the
Apostles, a pilgrim like himself, had only a staff to support his weakness.
The poor scholar, who, in his childhood, had endured so much, and who
often pillowed his head on the cold ground, now passes before palaces of
marble, alabaster columns, gigantic granite obelisks, sparkling fountains,
villas adorned with gardens, cascades and grottos! Does he wish to pray?
He enters a church, which appears to him a little world; where diamonds
glitter on the altar, gold upon the ceiling, marble in the columns, and
mosaic in the chapels. In his own country, the rustic temples are
ornamented by votive flowers laid by some pious hand upon the altar. Is he
thirsty? Instead of one of those springs that flow through the wooden
pipes of Wittenberg, he sees fountains of white marble, as large as German
houses. Is he fatigued with walking? He finds on his road, instead of a
modest wooden seat, some antique, just dug up, on which he may rest.
Does he look for a holy image? He sees nothing but the fantasies of
paganism, old deities--still giving employment to thousands of sculptors.
They are the gods of Demosthenes, and of Praxiteles; the festivals and
processions of Delos; the excitement of the forum.; in a word, pagan folly:
but of the foolishness of the Cross, which St. Paul extols, he appears
nowhere to see either memorial or representation."" These are the
concessions, and this the apology of a Roman Catholic historian, and we
permit them to pass together. After his return we see Luther with high
solemnities created Doctor of the Holy Scriptures, Carlstadt as Dean of the
Theological Faculty, officiating at his promotion, (1512.) The close of this
era leaves Luther busy in dictating letters, and performing

' Audin’s Life of Luther



the functions of "a Vicar-General of the Augustinian Order," with which
he had been intrusted by Staupitz, (1516.) By this office he was fitted for
that part which he took in giving form to the Church when it ere long
began to renew its youth like the eagle's.

The Reformation in its rise.

We come now to the Reformation itself, (1517,) the warning flash,
the storm, and the purified heaven that followed it. This period is embraced
in sixteen principal pictures, with seven subsidiary ones on a smaller scale.

The first of these grouped pictures presents four scenes. Below,
Luther is refusing, as the Confessor of his people, to give them absolution,
while they exultingly display their indulgences; in the centre, Luther nails
to the door of the church-tower the immortal theses--on the left, Tetzel sells
indulgences, and commits Luther's writing to the flames, and on the right,
the Wittenberg students are handling his own anti-theses in the same
unceremonious way. The smoke from both fires rises to a centre above the
whole, and, like the wan image in a dream, the swan whose white wings
were waving before Huss' dying eyes, is lifting herself unscathed from the
flames. Now Luther bends before Cajetan, and then at night, "without shoe
or stocking, spur or sword," flies on horseback through a portal of
Augsburg. The picture that follows is one of great beauty, rich in portraits.
It represents the dispute at Leipsic between Luther and Eck, (1519.) In the
Hall of the Pleissenburg the two great chieftains face each other--the one
bold, cogent, overwhelming--the other sly, full of lubricity, sophistical and,
watchful; the one Hercules, the other the Hydra. By Luther's side sits
Melanchthon, with the deep lines of thought upon his youthful face; at their
feet, Carlstadt, with a book 1n each hand, with knit brows searches for
something which his treacherous memory has not been able to retain. In
the centre of the court, Duke George of Saxony listens earnestly to the
dispute, till at Luther's words, that "some Articles even of Huss and the
Bohemians accorded with the Gospel," he involuntarily exclaimed, "The
man is mad!" At his feet sits the court-fool, gazing with a puzzled and
earnest air at Dr. Eck,



as though he dreaded remotely that he had in him a dangerous competitor
for his own office. Next we have Luther burning the Papal bull, (1520,)
then his reception at Worms, (1521.) These are followed by a double
picture: above, Luther is preparing by prayer to appear before the Emperor
and the Diet; his lattice opens out upon the towers of the city, and the calm
stars are shining upon him. It reminds us of the garden at Wittenberg,
where, one evening at sunset, a little bird has perched for the night: "That
little bird," says Luther--"above it are the stars and deep heaven of worlds;
yet it has folded its little wings; gone trustfully to rest there as in its home."
His lute rests by his side, his brow is turned to heaven and his hands
clasped fervently; below, he approaches the entrance to the Diet; the knight
Frundsberg lays a friendly hand upon his shoulder, and speaks a cheering
word. In the angles of the ornamental border appear statues of those two
heroes who declared themselves ready with word and sword, if need were,
to defend at Worms their "holy friend, the unconquerable Theologian and
Evangelist;" Hutten rests upon the harp and lifts the sword in his right
hand; his brow is crowned with the poet's laurel; the brave Sickingen lifts
the shield upon his arm, and holds in his right hand the marshal's staff.
Luther has entered the hall--stands before the mighty--and is represented at
the moment when he throws his whole soul into that "good confession,"
surpassed in moral grandeur but by one, in the whole history of the race.
"The Diet of Worms, Luther's appearance there on the 17th of April, 1521,
may be considered as the greatest scene in modern European History; the
point, indeed, from which the whole subsequent history of civilization
takes its rise. The world's pomp and power sits there, on this hand: on
that,.stands up for God's truth, one man, the poor miner Hans Luther's son.
Our petition--the petition of the whole world to him was: 'Free us; it rests
with thee; desert us not.' Luther did not desert us. It is, as we say, the
greatest moment in the Modern History of Men--English Puritanism,
England and its Parliaments, America's vast work these two centuries;
French Revolution, Europe and its work everywhere at present: the germ
of it all lay



there: had Luther in that moment done other, it had all been otherwise.""

Next follows his arrest on the way, (1521.) Next, sitting in the dress of a
knight, his cap hanging on the head of the chair, his sword resting at its
side, in a quiet chamber of the Thuringian castle, we see him at work on
his translation of the Bible. But his active spirit prompts him to return to
his former duties at any risk; now, with his book resting on the pommel of
his saddle, he rides away from the Wartburg; meets the Swiss students at
the hostelry of the Black Bear in Jena, who can talk about nothing but
Luther, who sits unknown, and is recognized by them with astonishment
when at Wittenberg they meet him in the circle of his friends.

Fanaticism

A new stadium 1is now reached in this era. The danger greater than
all outward dangers, that which arises within great moral movements, now
begins to display itself. From applying the internal remedies well
calculated to eradicate the cause of disease, men begin to operate upon the
surface; instead of curing the leprosy, they commence scraping off its
scales. The war against images in the churches commenced; 'Cut, burn,
break, annihilate,' was the cry, and the contest was rapidly changing, from
a conflict with errors in the human heart, to an easy and useless attack on
paint and stone. A harder struggle; than any to which he had yet been
called, demands Luther's energy. He must defend the living truth from the
false issues into which its friends may carry it. Luther arrests the storm
against images. The artist places him in the centre of a band of iconoclasts
in the temple. His hand and voice arrest a man who is about climbing a
ladder to destroy the ornaments of the church. Near him a youth holding a
chasuble is pausing to hear; on the floor, a peasant suspends the tearing of
a missal in the middle of a page; an older man, with a heap of sacred
vestments beneath him and a Broken crosier under his foot, half relaxes
his hold on the Monstrance, and looks scowlingly around. On the extreme
right of the picture, there is a fine contrast between the fanatical
countenance of a man who has just lifted a heavy hammer against the
statue of a saint, and the placid face which he is

' Carlyle, Heroes and Hero-Worship, p. 121.



about to destroy. Carlstadt, with his foot propped upon the shoulder of a
devout old bishop in stone, looks on Luther with an expression of impotent
wrath.

Luther and Melanchthon.

The next picture leads us to a calmer scene. Luther is in his quiet
room. His translation of the Bible is growing beneath his hand. By his side,
rendering invaluable aid, is Melanchthon: "Still," said Luther, "in age,
form, and mien, a youth: but in mind a MAN." This was the time of their
first love, when they were perfectly of one spirit, and full of admiration,
each of the other's wondrous gifts; when Melanchthon knew no glory on
earth beyond that of looking upon Luther as his father, and Luther's chief
joy was to see and extol Melanchthon, (1523-24.)

Luther’s marriage.

Next, as if the artist would lead us through alternate scenes of
sunshine and tempest, we have Luther preaching in Seeburg against the
peasant war, (1525;) a noble picture crowded with varied life. Then from
revelry, arson, and rapine, we are led into a private chapel in the house of
the Registrar of Wittenberg. The jurist, Apel, and the great painter,
Cranach, stand on either side; Bugenhagen blesses the plighted troth of
Luther and Catherine, who kneel before him, she with her long hair
flowing over her shoulders, and the marriage wreath on her brow, her face
meekly and thoughtfully bent downward; he holding her right hand in his,
his left pressing on his heart, and his eyes turned to heaven, (June 13th,
1525.)

Luther and Zwingle

From sunshine to storm--Luther's conference with Zwingle on the
question of the Sacrament, (October 1-4, 1529.) Luther had redeemed the
Gospel doctrine of the Supper from the gross materialism and scholastic
refinings of Rome: it was now his work to maintain it against the error
which violent reaction had produced, a hyperspiritualizing, which was
driven to so violent a resort as confounding the benefits of our Redeemer's
flesh with the feebleness of our own. It was to save the living body of
Christ himself from disseverance, to rescue the Reformation from a
tendency toward Sect, which an easy perversion of some of its principles
might cause, that Luther struggled. As the Protestant world has receded



from the great sacramental principles which Luther maintained at Marburg,
just in that proportion has it been torn with internal dissension--and just in
proportion to its return to them, has there risen a more earnest striving
toward a consummation of the Saviour's prayer: that all his people might
be one. No man in Luther's time, no man since, so harmoniously blended,
so kept in their due proportion all the elements of a real Reformation.
"Luther's character," says Bengel, "was truly great. All his brother
Reformers together will not make a Luther. His death was an important
epocha; for nothing, since it took place, has ever been really added to the
Reformation itself."

The Augsburg Confession
The artist closes this period fitly, with the delivery of the Augsburg
Confession, (1530,) that great providential act by which God, having
brought to mature consciousness the leading doctrines of the Gospel, gave
them currency in the whole world. Thirteen years had passed since the
truth, like a whisper in a secret place, had been uttered at Wittenberg; now
it was to ring like a trumpet before the Emperor and his whole realm. "In
sighs and prayers," writes Luther from Coburg, “I am by your side. If we
fall, Christ falls with us--if He fall, rather will I fall with him than stand with
the Emperor; but we need not fear, for Christ overcometh the world." In the
picture, the artist has ranged the Evangelical party to the right, the Romish
to the left of the spectator: contrary to the historical fact, he has introduced
Melanchthon, who stands most prominently, with folded arms and
careworn face. Below him, the Elector, John the Constant, clasps his hands
in silent invocation; behind whom stands George, Margrave of
Brandenburg, and by his side sits Philip, Landgrave of Hesse, bracing
himself on his sword. In the centre sits Charles, his Spanish origin showing
itself in his features. Back of his seat is embroidered the doubleheaded
crowned eagle of the Empire. A crown with triple divisions, the central
one of which is surmounted by a small cross, rests on his head--the sceptre
1s in his hand. The ermine, crosiers, mitres' cowl, and cardinal's hat mark
the party to his right. Before him the Chancellor Baier reads



the Confession. Around the picture are thrown connected Gothic
ornaments; in the upper arch of which Luther is prostrate in prayer. At its
base an angel holds in either hand the coat of arms of Luther and
Melanchthon, with an intertwining band, on which are traced the words
from Luther's favorite Psalm: "I shall not die, but live, and declare the
works of the Lord." From the highest point, not without significance, rises
the cross, and here this part appropriately ends.

The Reformation in its results.

The Church thus fairly brought to a full self-consciousness, the
FIFTH part, presents us, in four characteristic pictures, the results. In the
first, Luther, with all his co-laborers, Christian and Jewish, around him,
labors on that translation of which even a Jesuit historian speaks thus:

Translation of the Bible.

"Luther's translation of the Bible is a noble monument of literature, a
vast enterprise which seemed to require more than the life of man; but
which Luther accomplished in a few years. The poetic soul finds in this
translation evidences of genius, and expressions as natural, beautiful and
melodious as in the original languages. Luther's translation sometimes
renders the primitive phrase with touching simplicity, invests itself with
sublimity and magnificence, and receives all the modifications which he
wishes to impart to it. It is simple in the recital of the patriarch, glowing in
the predictions of the prophets, familiar in the Gospels, and colloquial in
the Epistles. The imagery of the original is rendered with undeviating
fidelity; the translation occasionally approaches the text. We must not then
be astonished at the enthusiasm which Saxony felt at the appearance of
Luther's version. Both Catholics and Protestants regarded it an honor done
to their ancient idiom.""” In the picture, Luther stands between
Bugenhagen and Melanchthon; Jonas, Forstensius, Creuziger, and the
Rabbins are engaged in the effort to solve some difficulty that has risen.

The Catechism
The second result is shown in a scene in a school-room, in which the
Catechism has just been introduced. Luther sits in the midst of the children
teaching them the first Article of the Creed. Jonas is distributing the

'* Audin’s Luther, chap. xxiv.



book among them, and in the background a number of teachers listen that
they may learn to carry out this new feature in their calling.

The Pulpit Church Service.

The third result is shown in the pulpit. Luther had given the Bible
for all ages, and all places; he had laid primal principles at the foundation
of human thought, by introducing the Catechism into the schools; now he
re-creates the service of the church. In the engraving the artist has grouped
happily, all that is associated with the Evangelical service. Luther, in the
pulpit, is preaching to nobles and subjects, with all the fervor of his soul.
The font and altar, illumined by a flood of sunbeams, recall the Sacraments;
the organ reminds us of the place which the Reformation gave to sacred
music, and the alms-box, of its appeals to sacred pity. The fourth picture
represents the administration of the Lord's Supper in both kinds; Luther
extends the cup to the Elector John Frederick, whilst Bugenhagen
distributes the bread.

Luther in private life. Princes, Friends, Family

The SIXTH general division shows us Luther in private life. First we
have two pictures illustrating his relations to his princes. In one he is
represented reading from the Bible to his devoted friend, the Elector John
the Constant; in the other, on his sick-bed, he is visited and comforted by
the Elector John Frederick, (1537.) Secondly, we have him in his relations
to his personal friends. In the first picture, Luther is sitting for his likeness,
to Lucas Cranach; in the next he is rousing Melanchthon almost from the
torpor of death, by the prayer of faith; the third, illustrating the introduction
of the German church music, conducts us into Luther's "Chantry in the
House." With his children and friends around him, he is giving voice to the
first Evangelical hymns. The little choir is led by Walter, Master of the
Electoral Chapel; on the left stands the Chanter, on the right, Mathesius.
Thirdly. we see him in his family. The first picture shows him in the
enjoyment of all that imparts delight to summer--with his household and
his most familiar friends about him. It is a charming scene of innocent
festivity which the artist here brings before the eye. Under a trellis mantled
with vines.



loaded with rich clusters of grapes, the party is assembled, at sunset. Luther
holds out his hands to his youngest child, who, by the aid of his mother, is
tottering towards his father with a bunch of grapes weighing down his little
hands. The oldest boy, mounted on a light ladder, hands down the grapes,
which Madeleine receives in her apron. The third boy is bringing to his
father a cluster remarkable for its size; the second son is playing with the
dog, perhaps that very dog which, Luther said, had "looked at many
books." The ground is covered with melons. One of Luther's friends plays
upon the flute, another sketches a basket of beautiful fruit; two of them sit
beneath the arbor, and two others wander in the garden in friendly
converse. Through an arch in the wall the river is seen winding quietly
along, under the last rays of the declining sun. What a change from the
time of scourging before the crucifix!

Luther at Christmas.

As a counterpart to this scene, we next have Luther on Christmas
Eve in the family circle. This is a picture that touches the heart. The
Christmas-tides of Luther's life might indeed be considered as its epitome.

Fourteen times Christmas dawned on the cradle, or on the sports of
Luther as a peasant boy. Four times Christmas found the boy in the
school at Magdeburg. Long years after, in his old age, he gave a sketch of
those Christmas days. "At the season when the Church keeps the festival
of Christ's birth, we scholars went through the hamlets from house to
house, singing in quartette the familiar hymns about Jesus, the little child
born at Bethlehem. As we were passing a farm-yard at the end of a village,
a farmer came out, and in his coarse voice, offered us food. His heart was
kind, but we had become so familiar with the threats and cruelty of the
school, that we fled at the sound of harsh tones. But his repeated calls
reassured us, and we returned and received his gifts."

Four times Christmas found him amid the toils of the school at
Erfurt. Then came a Christmas in which the angel voice seemed no more
to sing, “Peace on earth, good will



toward men;" nothing but wrath seemed above him, and the pains of death
around him. In the gray stone walls of the cloister he shut himself up to
wrestle with dark doubts and agonizing fears.

Christmas after Christmas came. Some sunshine flickered in
successive years over the cell of the monk. The gentle hand of him who
came as the Babe of Bethlehem was touching and healing the heart
corroded with care. Gleams of indwelling greatness began to break forth
from the cloud in which he had been folded.

The turn of the autumn leaves of 1517 reminded children that
Christmas was once more drawing near; but on the gales which swept
those leaves from the trees was borne, through all Christendom, the first
sounds of a mighty battle for the right of the Babe of Bethlehem to sit upon
the throne of all hearts as the Saviour of the race. Years followed, but
Christmas and all festivals, and all waking and all dreaming thoughts of
men were directed to one great life-question, were absorbed in one
surpassing interest. In half of Christendom, as Christmas eve came on, the
soft light in children's eyes turned to a fierce glare, as lisping amid their
toys and echoing the words of the old, they spoke of the traitor to the
mother of the blessed Babe, the heretic who would destroy their Christmas
if he could. In the other half of Christendom the eyes of men grew bright,
and those of women were suffused with tears of gratitude, and children
shouted for gladness at the mention of the name of one who had led back
the race to the cradle, and taught them to bow there, as did the shepherds
in childlike trust--trust not in the mother, but in her holy Child.

All days were Christmas to the great Restorer. He had found the-
Christ, and when he was not kneeling with the shepherds, he was singing
with the angels. One Christmas he spent in his rocky Patmos, but a
starlight, as soft as that of Palestine on the mystic night, touched every
pinnacle of the old towers. The next Christmas passed in that circle of near
friends which loved and was loved by one of the greatest and warmest
hearts that ever beat in human bosoms. Battle



and storm, sorrow and sickness came, but Christmas came too.

Then came a bright year, not the most glorious, but the most happy
of his life. That great home-nature had never had a home. His Christmas
had been spent in the home of others. There came a Christmas, and by his
side, as he thanked God once more for the great gift to whose memory it
was consecrated, there knelt by him his wife, her hand in his, and her face
turned with his towards the world, whose light and song is the Babe of
Bethlehem. The heaven of the presence of children was in that home in
the Christmas of after years. Madeleine and Martin, Paul and Margaret,
immortal by their birth, were the olive-plants around the Christmas tree. In
the beautiful pictures by Konig, one of the happiest is devoted to Luther at
Christmas in the family circle. The Christmas tree blazes in all its glory in
the centre; the tapers imparting a new ravishment to those inconceivable
fruits, trumpets, horses, cakes, and dolls, which only Christmas trees can
bear. On Luther's lap kneels his youngest child, clasping him around the
neck. Its little night-cap and slip and bare feet show that it has been kept
from its bed to see the wonderful sight. On Luther's shoulder, and
clasping his hands in hers, leans Catherine, with the light of love, that light
which can beam only from the eye of a devoted wife and mother, shining
upon him. The oldest boy, under Melanchthon's direction, is aiming with
a cross-bow at an apple on the tree, recalling to our mind that charming
letter which his father wrote from Coburg to him, when he was only four
years old, in which are detailed the glories of that paradisiacal garden,
meant for all good boys, where, among apples and pears, and ponies with



golden bits and silver saddles, crossbows of silver were not forgotten."

At the table, "Muhme Lehne" (cousin Helena, not a withered old
woman, as she is generally pictured, but Luther's young niece, who was
not married till Madeleine was nine years old,) is showing a book of
pictures to the second boy; the third boy clasps his father's knee with one
hand, in which, however, he manages to hold a string also, by which he
has been drawing along a knight in full armor on horseback, while with the
other hand he holds up a hobby-horse. Madeleine is clasping in her hand,
in ecstasy, the little angel which always stands apeak of all orthodox
Christmas trees--when it can be had--and which, when the curtain of the
gorgeous child-drama of Christmas eve has fallen, is given to the angel of
the household--the best of the children. Her doll by her side is forgotten,
the full light from the tree is on her happy face, in which, however, there is
an air of thought, something more of heavenly musing than is wont to be
pictured upon the face of a child.

"* Luther's letter to his little son is so beautiful and characteristic that our readers, though they have read it a hundred
times, will not pass it by as we give it here. It was written in 1530, from Coburg, when Luther's destiny, and the
whole future of his work, seemed trembling in the balance. It shows that his childlike mind was at once the cause
and the result of his repose of spirit in God.

"Grace and peace in Christ, my dear little son. I am very glad to know that you learn your lessons well, and love to
say your prayers. Keep on doing so, my little boy, and when I come home I will bring you something pretty from
the fair. I know a beautiful garden, where there are a great many children in fine little coats, and they go under the
trees and gather beautiful apples and pears, cherries and plums: they sing, and run about, and are as happy as they can
be. Sometimes they ride about on nice little ponies, with golden bridles and silver saddles. I asked the man whose
garden it is, What little children are these? And he told me, They are little children who love to pray and learn, and
are good. Then I said: My dear sir, I have a little boy at home; his name is little Hans Luther; would you let him
come into the garden too, to eat some of these nice apples and pears, and ride on these fine little ponies, and play
with these children? The man said: If he loves to say his prayers, and learn his lesson, and is a good boy, he may
come. And Philip and Jocelin may come too; and when they are all together, they can play upon the fife and drum
and lute and all kinds of instruments, and skip about and shoot with little cross-bows. He then showed me a
beautiful mossy place in the middle of the garden, for them to skip about in, with a great many golden fifes, and
drums, and silver cross-bows. The children had not yet had their dinner, and I could not wait to see them play, but I
said to the man: My dear sir, I will go away and write all about it to my little son, John, and tell him to be fond of
saying his prayers, and learn well, and be good, so that he may come into this garden; but he has a cousin Lehne,
whom he must bring along with him. The man said, Very well, go write to him. Now, my dear little son, love
your lessons, and your prayers, and tell Philip and Jocelin to do so too, that you may all come to the garden. May
God bless you. Give cousin Lehne my love, and kiss her for me."



Oh, happy Christmas! thou mayest be the prelude to wailing. The
little coffin may follow the Christmas tree within our door. Thy babe, O
Bethlehem, turned in the sleep of that hallowed night, his pure, pale face
toward Gethsemane. The angel of the Christmas tree could not guard the
home from life's sorrows. Days of grief are coming thick and fast upon
that noble one, whom heaven, earth, and hell knew so well. Carrying the
weight of a wounded heart, that form was bowed, which neither kings, nor
popes, nor devils could bend. The candles of the Christmas tree of 1542
were not mirrored in the eyes of his beautiful and darling Madeleine.
Those gentle eyes had been closed by her father's hand three months
before--the ruddy lips parting in joy at the Christmas festival, one year ago,
had received the last kiss--their music was hushed in the home, and the
little ones grew still in the very flush of their joy, as they thought that their
sister was lying in the church-yard, with the chill snows drifting around her
grave.

The old man's heart was longing for Christmas in heaven, and his
sigh was heard.

Through threescore and two years he had on earth opened his eyes
upon the natal day of our Redeemer. When the next Christmas came he
stood by that Redeemer's side in glory; and transfigured in heaven's light,
and in surpassing sweetness, there stood with him that fair girl who had
gazed upon the angel of the Christmas tree with dreamy eyes, which told
that even then, in thought, she was already in heaven.

As we think upon the obvious meaning of the artist in her attitude
and occupation, the heart grows, not wholly unprepared for the next and
last of these family scenes. Luther kneels by the coffin of this same lovely
daughter. The struggle is over a holy serenity illumines his face. He has
given her back, with no rebellious murmur, to her God.

Luther and Madeleine.

To those who have contemplated the character of Luther only in his
public life, it might appear strange to assert that there never was a heart
more susceptible than his to all that is tender in human emotion, or melting
in human sympathies. The man who, while he was shaking to its



foundation the mightiest dominion the world ever saw, remained unshaken,
was 1n his social and domestic life a perfect example of gentleness.
"Perhaps no man of so humble, peaceable disposition ever filled the world
with contention. We cannot but see that he would have loved privacy,
quiet diligence in the shade; that it was against his will he ever became a
notoriety."--"They err greatly who imagine that this man's courage was
ferocity--no accusation could be more unjust. A most gentle heart withal,
full of pity and love, as indeed the truly valiant heart ever is. I know few
things more touching than those soft breathings of affection, soft as a
child's or a mother's, in this great wild heart of Luther. Luther to a slight
observer might have seemed a timid, weak man; modesty, affectionate
shrinking tenderness, the chief distinction of him. It is a noble valor which
is roused in a heart like this, once stirred up into defiance; all kindled into a
heavenly blaze.""* How open his heart was to those influences which
sanctify whilst they sadden, he showed on the death of Elizabeth, his
second child, in infancy: "My little daughter is dead. I am surprised how
sick at heart she has left me; a woman's heart, so shaken am 1. I could not
have believed that a father's soul would have been so tender toward his
child." "I can teach you what it is to be a father, especially a father of one
of that sex which, far more than sons, has the power of awakening our
most tender emotions." Yet more touching was that event to which our
artist has consecrated this picture. Madeleine, his third child, and second
daughter, died in September, 1542, in the fourteenth year of her age--four
years before her father. "Luther bore this blow with wonderful firmness.
As his daughter lay very ill, he exclaimed, as he raised his eyes to heaven,
'T love her much, but, O my God! if it be thy will to take her hence, I
would give her up to thee without one selfish murmur.' One day she
suffered violent pain: he approached her bed, and taking hold of her small
thin hands, pressed them again and again to his lips. 'My dearest child, my
own sweet and good Madeleine, [ know you would gladly stay with your
father here; but in heaven there

'* Carlyle’s Heroes and Hero-Worship, p. 125.



is a better Father waiting for you. You will be equally ready to go to your
Father in heaven, will you not?’ ‘O yes, dear father, answered the dying
child, 'let the will of God be done.' 'Dear little girl,' he continued, 'the spirit
is willing, but the flesh is weak.' He walked to and fro in agitation, and
said, 'Ah, yes! I have loved this dear child too much. If the flesh is so
strong,what becomes of the spirit?' Turning to a friend who had come to
visit him: 'See,' said he, 'God has not given such good gifts these thousand
years to any bishop as He has to me. We may glorify ourselves in the gifts
of God. Alas! I feel humbled that I cannot rejoice now as I ought to do,
nor render sufficient thanks to God. I try to lift up my heart from time to
time to our Lord in some little hymn, and to feel as I ought to do.'--'Well,
whether we live or die, we are the Lord's.””

The night before Madeleine's death, her mother had a dream, in
which she saw two fair youths beautifully attired, who came as if they
wished to take Madeleine away with them, and conduct her to be married.
When Melanchthon came the next morning and asked the lady how it was
with her daughter, she related her dream, at which he seemed frightened,
and remarked to others, "that the young men were two holy angels, sent to
carry the maiden to the true nuptials of a heavenly kingdom." She died
that same day. When the last agony came on, and the countenance of the
young girl was clouded with the dark hues of approaching death, her father
threw himself on his knees by her bedside, and with clasped hands,
weeping bitterly, prayed to God that he would spare her. Her
consciousness ceased, and resting in her father's arms she breathed her
last. Catherine, her mother, was in a recess of the room, unable, from
excess of grief, to look upon the deathbed of her child. Luther softly laid
the head of his beloved one upon the pillow, and repeatedly exclaimed:
"Poor child, thou hast found a Father in heaven! 0 my, God! let thy will be
done!" Melanchthon then observed that the love of parents for their
children is an image of the divine love impressed on the hearts of men.
God loves mankind no less than parents do their children.



On the following day she was interred. When they placed her on the
bier, her father exclaimed, “My poor, dear little Madeleine, you are at rest
now!" The workman had made the coffin somewhat too small. "Thy
couch here," said Luther, "is narrow; but oh! how beautiful is that on
which thou restest above!" Then looking long and fixedly at her, he said,
"Yes, dear child, thou shalt rise again, shalt shine as the stars, yes, like the
sun...I am joyful in spirit; but oh, how sad in the flesh! It is a strange
feeling, this, to know she is so certainly at rest, that she is happy, and yet to
be so sad." When the body was being lowered into the grave, "Farewell!"
he exclaimed, "Farewell, thou lovely star, we shall meet again."

The people in great crowds attended the funeral, showing the deepest
sympathy with his grief. When the bearers came to his house and
expressed their sorrow, he replied, "Ah, grieve no more for her; I have
given to heaven another angel. Oh that we may each experience such a
death: such a death I would gladly die this moment." "True," said a
bystander; to whom Luther replied, "Flesh is flesh, and blood is blood. But
there may be joy in the heart, whilst there is sorrow in the countenance. It
is the flesh that weeps and is afflicted." At the grave the language of
condolence was offered. "We know how you suffer."--"Thanks for your
sympathy," said he, "but I am not sad--my dear angel is in heaven."

Whilst some laborers were singing at the grave the words "Lord
remember not our sins of old," he was heard to sigh: "No, gracious Lord;
nor our sins of to-day, nor of times to come."

When the grave-digger threw the earth on the coffin, "Fix your
eyes," said Luther, "on the resurrection of the flesh; heaven is my
daughter's portion--body and soul--all is the arrangement of God in his
providence. Why should we repine? Is it not His will that is
accomplished? We are the children of eternity. I have begotten a child for
heaven."

On returning from the burial, he said, amongst other things, "The fate
of our children, and above all, of girls, is ever a cause of uneasiness. I do
not fear so much for boys; they can



find a living anywhere, provided they know how to work. But it is different
with girls; they, poor things, must search for employment, staff in hand. A
boy can enter the schools, and attain eminence, but a girl cannot do much
to advance herself; and is easily led away by bad example, and is lost.
Therefore, without regret, I give up this dear one to our Lord. Children die
without anguish; they know not the bitter pains of death; it is as if they fell
asleep."

This affliction struck Luther to the heart. He looked upon it as an
admonition of Heaven: it was another thunderbolt. The first had taken from
him the friend of his youth, Alexis: the second snatched from him an
idolized child, the joy of his old age. From this period, all his letters are
tinged with melancholy: the raven wing of death was ever fluttering in his
ear. On receiving a letter from the Elector, who wished him many years of
long life, he shook his head mournfully, and in reply to his friend wrote:
"The pitcher has gone too often to the well; it will break at last.' One day,
while preaching, he drew tears from his audience, by announcing to them
his approaching death. "The world is tired of me," said he, "and I am tired
of the world; soon shall we be divorced--the traveller will soon quit his
lodging."

Soon after her death, he wrote to a friend: "Report has, no doubt,
informed you of the transplanting of my daughter to the kingdom of Christ;
and although my wife and I ought only to think of offering up joyful
thanks to the Almighty for her happy end, by which she has been
delivered from all the snares of the world, nevertheless, the force of natural
affection is so great, that I cannot forbear indulging in tears, sighs, and
groans; say rather my heart dies within me. I feel, engraven on my inmost
soul, her features, words, and actions; all that. she was to me, in life and
health, and on her sick-bed--my dear, my dutiful child. The death of Christ
himself (and oh! what are all deaths in comparison?) cannot tear her away
from my thoughts, as it should. She was, as you know, so sweet, so
amiable, so full of tenderness."

When the coffin had been covered with earth, a small tombstone was
placed over it, on which was the name of the child,



her age, the day of her death, and a text of Scripture. Some time after,
when Luther could apply himself to labor, he composed a Latin
inscription, which was carved upon a monumental slab: and which
breathes a spirit of subdued melancholy, and resignation to God's will:

"Dormio cum Sanctis hic Magdalena, Lutheri
Filia, et hoc strato tecta quiesco meo;

Filia mortis eram, peccati semine nata,
Sanguine sed vivo Christe redempta tuo."

"I, Luther's daughter Madeleine, with the Saints here sleep,
And covered, calmly rest on this my couch of earth;
Daughter of death I was, born of the seed of sin,

But by thy precious blood redeemed, O Christ! I live."

“We looked," says Audin, the Romish historian, who, animated by a
strange enthusiasm for the great opposer of the corruptions of his Church,
followed his footsteps as a pilgrim--"we looked for this tomb in the
cemetery at Wittenberg, but could not find it." The mild, regular features,
the gentle eyes, the broad forehead, the flowing hair, and womanly repose,
which the picture®” of this child presents, are all in keeping with the image
which her father's grief has impressed upon the heart; and though the
searcher looks in vain for the stone which marks her lowly resting-place,
her memory shall dwell sweetly in the heart of the world, with that of her
more than illustrious father, to the end of time.

Luther’s last days. Death.

The next two pictures illustrate Luther's strength of character while
in personal jeopardy. The first represents Luther and Kohlhase--the
second, Luther among the dying and the dead, during the plague. The last
three pictures present the closing scenes of his life--his journey to
Mansfeld on a mission of peace and conciliation, his death and burial.
During his last hours he repeated frequently the words: "Father, into thy
hands I commend my spirit. Thou hast redeemed me, O God of truth."
When Jonas and Coelius asked him, "Reverend father, do you die faithful

'* This portrait is given in Juncker’s interesting work on the medals of the Reformation.



to Christ, and to the doctrine you have preached?" He replied distinctly, "I
do!" These were his last words on earth, and in the first hour of February
18th, 1546, he fell asleep in Jesus. "Now," said Melanchthon, as he stood
by the coffin,--"now he is united with the prophets of whom he loved to
speak, now they greet him as their fellow-laborer, and with him thank the
Lord who collects and upholds his Church to the end of time."

In addition to the descriptive matter that accompanies each picture,
we have "Historical Sketches" by Gelzer. First we have an introduction,
and then four sketches. The first sketch presents the preparation and
ground-work of the Reformation--the Reformation before Luther, and the
great work which took place in him before he came forth to the world.
The second sketch embraces the contest with Rome; the third,
"Reformation and Revolution;" the last, the Reformer and his work.

Charles V at Luther’s tomb.

There was one picture promised us, which we would fain have had,
but which is not given. It is one which connects itself with the Providence
of God watching over the ashes of his servant, whose body he had
protected in life. Luther had been "taken from the evil to come." The year
after his death Wittenberg was filled with the troops of Charles V., many of
whom were full of intense hate to the great Reformer. One of the soldiers
gave Luther's effigies in the Castle-church two stabs with his dagger. The
Spaniards earnestly solicited their Emperor to destroy the tomb, and dig up
and burn the remains of Luther, as this second Huss could not now be
burned alive. To this diabolical proposition the Emperor sternly replied:
"My work with Luther is done; he has now another Judge, whose sphere I
may not invade. I war with the living, not with the dead." And when he
found that the effort was not dropped, to bring about this sacrilegious deed,
he gave orders that any violation of Luther's tomb should be followed by
the death of the offender.'® Charles, it is said, died a Protestant on the great
central doctrine of

' Bayle's Dictionary, (H. H.) Juncker's Guldene und Silberne Ehren-Gedachtniss Lutheri. Franckf. und Leipz. 1706,
p.- 281.



justification by faith. May we not hope that after the warfare of life,
Charles, the most ambitious of the Emperors of his age, and Luther, the
greatest disturber of his plans of ambition, have reached a common
consummation.

Luther characterized.

It is a hopeful thing that the German heart, through all religious and
civil convulsions, has remained true to the memory of Luther. Romanists
have emulated Protestants in his praise; Rationalists have seemed to
venerate him whilst they were laboring to undo his work. After three
centuries of birth-throes, Germany feels that she has given to the world no
second Luther.

Lessing.

The womb of Time bears such fruit but once in thousands of years.
"In such reverence do I hold Luther," says LESSING, “that I rejoice in
having been able to find some defects in him; for I have, in fact, been in
imminent danger of making him an object of idolatrous veneration. The
proofs, that in some things he was like other men, are to me as precious as
the most dazzling of his virtues."--"What a shame," says Hamann, (1759,)
"to our times, that the spirit of this man, who founded our Church, so lies
beneath the ashes! What a power of eloquence, what a spirit of
interpretation, what a prophet!"--"We are not able to place ourselves even
up to the point from which he started."

Heine.

"He created the German language," says HEINE. "He was not only
the greatest, but the most German man of our history. In his character all
the faults and all the virtues of the Germans are combined on the largest
scale. Then he had qualities which are very seldom found united, which we
are accustomed to regard as irreconcilable antagonisms. He was, at the
same time, a dreamy mystic and a practical man of action. His thoughts
had not only wings, but hands. He spoke and he acted. He was not only
the tongue, but the sword of his time. When he had plagued himself all day
long with his doctrinal distinctions, in, the evening he took his flute and
gazed at the stars, dissolved in melody and devotion. He could be soft as a
tender maiden. Sometimes he was wild as the storm that uproots the oak,
and then again he was gentle as the zephyr that dallies with the



violet. He was full of the most awful reverence and of self sacrifice in honor
of the Holy Spirit. He could merge himself entire in pure spirituality. And
yet he was well acquainted with the glories of this world, and knew how to
prize them. He was a complete man, I would say an absolute man, one in
whom matter and spirit were not divided. To call him a spiritualist,
therefore, would be as great an error as to call him a sensualist. How shall I
express it? He had something original, incomprehensible, miraculous, such
as we find in all providential men--something invincible, spirit-possessed."

Menzel & Schlegel.

"A fiery and daring spirit," Menzel calls him. "A hero in the garb of
a monk." But the most interesting testimony is that borne by Frederick
Schlegel; interesting not only because of the greatness of its source, but
because based on a thorough knowledge of the person of whom he speaks,
because uttered by a devoted and conscientious Romanist, and
accompanied by such remarks as to show that, deep as is his admiration of
Luther, he has in no respect been blinded by it. We will give extracts from
his,three great works: on "the History of Literature:" on "Modern
History:" and on the "Philosophy of History."

"I have already explained in what way the poetry and art of the
middle age were lost, during the controversies of the sixteenth, and how
our language itself became corrupted. There was one instrument by which
the influx of barbarism was opposed, and one treasure which made up for
what had been lost--I mean the German translation of the Bible. It is well
known to you, that all true philologists regard this as the standard and
model of classical expression in the German language; and that not only
Klopstock, but many other writers of the first rank, have fashioned their
style and selected their phrases according to the rules of this version. It is
worthy of notice, that in no other modern language have so many Biblical
words and p