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earth ; 80 flow, supplied by the fullness that is in Christ, the pleasures and peace
of piety. It cannot be otherwise. If a man love me, says Jesus, he will
keep my words; and my Father will love him, and we will come unto him, and
make our abode with him.

I have read how, in the "urning desert, the skeletons of unhappy travellers, all
withered and white, are found, not only on the way to the fountain, but lying
grim and ghastly on its banks, with their skulls stretched over its very mar-
gin. Danting, faint, their tongue cleaving to the roof of their mouth, ready
to fill & cup with gold for its fill of water, they press on to the well, steering their
course by the tall palms that stand full of hope above the glaring sands.  Already,
in fond anticipation, they drink where others had been saved. They reach it.
Alas! sad sight for the dim eyes of fainting men, the well is dry. With stony
horror in their looks, how they gaze into the empty basin, or fight with man and
beast for some muddy drops that but esasperate their thirst. The desert reels
around them. Ilope expires. Some cursing, some praying, they sink, and them-
selves expire. And by and by the sky darkeus, lightnings flash, loud thunders
roll, the rain pours down, and, fed by the showers, the treacherous waters rise to
play in mockery with long fair tresses, and kiss the pale lips of death.

But yonder, where the cross stands up high to mark the fountain of the Sa-
viour’s blood, and heaven’s sanctifying grace, no dead souls lie. Once 2 Golgotha,
Calvary has ceased to be a place of skulls. Where men went once to dio, they go
now to live; and to none that ever went there to seek pardon, and peace, and
holiness, did God ever say, Seek me in vain. There are times when the peace of
God’s people, always like a river, is like one in flood, overflowing its margin, and
rolling its mighty current between bank and brae. There are times when the
righteousness of God’s people, always like the waves of the sea, seems like the
“de at the stream, as, swelling beyond its ordinary bounds, it floats the boats
and ships that lie highest, driest on the beach. But at all times and seasons,
faith and prayer find fullness of mercy to pardon, and of grace to sanctify, in
Jesus Christ. The supply is inexhaustible.

Mountains have been exhausted of their gold, mines of their diamonds, and the
oce wn of their pearly gems. The demand has emptied the supply. Over once
busy scenes, si?ence and solitude now reign ; the caverns ring no longer to the
miner’s hammer, nor is the song of the pearl-fisher heard upon the deep. But
the riches of grace are inexhaustible. All that have gone before us have not
made them less, and we shall make them no less to those who follow us. When
they have supplied the wants of unborn millions, the last of Adam’s race, that
lonely man, over whose head the sun is dying, beneath whose feet the earth is
reeling, shall stand by as full a fountain as this day invites you to drink and live,
to wash and be clean.

I have found it an interesting thing to stand on the edge of a noble rolling
river, and to think, that although it has been flowing on for six thousand years,
watering the fields, and slaking the thirst of 2 hundred generations, it shows no
sign of waste or want; and when I have watched the rise of the sun, as he shot
above the crest of the mountain, or in a sky draped with golden curtains sprang
up from his ocean bed, I have wondered to think that he has melted the snows of
50 many winters, and renewed the verdure of so many springs, and painted the
flowers of so many summers, and ripened the goiden harvests of so many
autumns, and yet shines as brilliant as ever, his eye not dim, nor his natural
strength abated, nor his floods of light less full for centuries of boundless pro-
fusion. Yet what are these but images of the fullness that is in Christ? Let
that feed your hopes, and cheer your hearts, and brighten your faith, and send
you away this day happy and rejoicing. TFor, when judgment flames have licked
up that flowing stream, and the light of that glorious sun shall be quenched in
darkness or vailed in the smoke of a burning world, the fullness that is in Christ
shall flow on throughout eternity in the bliss of the redeemed. Blessed Saviour,



