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Or you might go to that pioys man, Mr.
Fletgher, g Mfdeley, nndpstﬁdy hiser-
mons; but it is not in that pious man's
mind to fathom the depths of redeeming
Jove,  Blesss the Lord, his love is unspeak-
atle.  You might follow that nughty
champion of the Cross, George Whitefield,
who held people, as it were, over the bot-
tomless pit, and terrified them, and then
told them of the heights and depths of
redeeming love; but they were aepths
which he could not fathoir; and while his
Yones are bleaching in the cold grave, the
God of Love still reinains the same nighty
theme aud fathomlest mystery. You
might sit at the feet of that sanctified man,
Mr. Wesley, who sacrificed everything that
he had in this world for the love he had
for perishing souls, but he would tell you
that he could not fathom the depths of
redeeming love. You may go with the
Tinker of Bedford. and read his Peilyrim’s
Progress through from beginning to end;
but the love of God he could not fully
deseribe,  Ob, bless the Lord, his love is
both unspeakable and unfathomable; and
a3 these mighty mea could not fathom the
depths nor scale the heights of redeeming
love, it is not likely that a poor illiterate
coller can.  But I do know that “ God so
laved the world us to give his only begot-
ten Son.” 3

if Thad wings, and could fly from this
Lail to-night vight up to yon bleod-washed
throng about the throue, to Abel, that
tirst martyr, who has been singing, * Wor-
thy is the Lamb” for so many thousand
vears, and ask him about the love of God,
Le would tell me that we have it set forth
in the third chapter of St. Johu's Gospel,
*Grod so loved the world”  If 1 could go
16 that wise man Solomoen, as he sits on a
glorious throne up youder, and if 1 were
w rauge over the celestiul plains of the
celedtial country, and ask every blood-
washed soul how much God loves us, they
would say we have it in the thizd chapter
of B¢, Johy's Gospel, * God soloved, the
world.” I 1Twere to go to the angels, the
Cherubim and Beraphim, in the apeelic
world, and talk to them aboui the love of
God, they would be at a loss. to toll me
Low much God loves us. . They couldonly
point to to fhe third chapter of St John's
Goaplo, and say, *¢ God s loxgd the.worll.”
1¥ 1 could euter the celestial company to-

night, and go to that mighty chaﬂ'ot:
and preacher of the faith once deliversd. -
the spints—th§ Apostle Paul, and 33'1
“Paul, Paul, Paul, how much does ¥
love us#” he would tell us, * ’J‘hcf"‘:‘
lengths and breadths, and heights & 0
depths, that pass knowledge, which I
not been able at present tully to c(@l"g
hend. The knowledge of this love (;‘ar
within the compass of my mind to u
stand, much less 1o tell you, how g%
how high, how deep, is God’s love B
deeming sinmers by the death of ].nsd
loved Son.” But, bless God, my
friends, that we have it stated in the g]d*
old biook, that * God so loved the WO"UL,
and if God loves the world, he loves "(h"
my beloved fricnds that are here
night. o
1 know something about the 10%° ,
earthly friends. Iknow what it isto
thelove of an affectionate, tender-b
mother; and 1 have been reading 3 ]ew,
te-day from my brother, and fros ’g{-,
poor old father, seventy-eight yearso! ™5,
which deeply affocted my heart. Ay 1
when I take a retrospective view ©
past lite, and take my mind back wo »
time when I was led by the hand Y
praying mother to chureh, to he“%u,,-;
word of the living God declared oB *
day, and when 1 think how she would%%
me to her knee, and teach me that bed i
ful prayer, «Our KFather, which &
heaven,” when [ think of the love @ Jjs
poor old and atfectionate mother w:, -
me, it almost overwhelms me asI 24 o 1
ber the blackness of my ingratit"‘ ym
wards her, 1 can remember the im®” gl
she put her bands upon me, aB® of
“ God biess thee, lad.” A fathe "
myself, I ean toll how it was that P"ot o
mother Joved her prodigal son. M pef
tell you L like to sce a mother puth™® jud
hand upon the head of her litihe 01
teaching it that prayer, *Our ba obj}d’
Qb, what a beautiful thing it is 0 '

i ren to eall God their father. I %tl‘?

menber the time when my mothef “oef.
me that beautiful prayer, and 1 shy 1 c@pl“:
fprgetit. When 1 was convertedy * iﬂﬁ?
uat pray rauch besides. 1 was P M}
one tilpe, and a young man wak g *
God's grace, pouverted. As 5008 U g
found peaco sud papdan, he saidh "r*‘Y‘
Mr. Waaver, will you allow me 0¥




