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an expression of the pivus luve of a poor
womuan: “ And there cante a certain poor
widow, and she threw in two mites which
make a farthing.  And he called unto him
his diciples, and suith unto. them, verily 1
say unto you, thut this poor widow hath
cast more in than all they who have cast
into the treasury.”

He went up to Jerusalem and the city
was stirred at his approach, not only s
disciples, but others; not only adults, but
children. The grandeur of his character,
the purity of his conduct, the benigmney
of his message seemed for the moment to
pervede all minds.  The air was perfumed
with fraigrance, and rent with cchoes of
Hosanna to Him who cometh in the name
of the Lord. But in the midst of all these
acclamations, mark the condescending no-
tice of the praises of babes and sucklings.
Aund the deep sorrow of his affectionate
heart when he thought of Jerusalem’s cala-
nities  “And Jesus lifted up his eyes and
wept, and said O Jerusalem, Jerusalem,” &c.
~—“What beauty even in grief appears.”

To louk through the vista of many cen-
turies: to take count of the hunian beings
who through them have reached their long
_ bome—«Adown the gulf of time to have
seen the lust of human mould, that shall
creation’s death behold, as he had seen
his prime.” o end the night of stuim
which has striven sv long on our isthinus of
time. To take gage of hu:znan mortality,
throw open’ the gates of eternity, and tell
the prodigees of the resurrection which
will then occury and all occur at the in-
stance of his voice,—borders on the infinite.
“ Jesus said unto her, I am the resurrection
and the life; and he said unte them mar-
vel not at this, for the hour cometh when
all that are in the graves shall hear Aes
voice, and come forth.” But how speedily
does he veil his cffulgence in ahcary of luve
and tears of human sympathy. “Josus
wept.”

It has been said, orriginal writars are
genervally suggestive, much more 1s -
plied than uttered, or uttered with such
simplicity of diction, that the recondite
meaning is overlovked. In the sayings ot
Jesus how forciably this remark applies.
Who has yet exhausted the force of these
" few words, or measured the greatness
which they indicate, “Jesus kuewing that
the Father had given all things iuto hi-
hand ”  Who can count the number of al
things? who can measure their magnifi-
cence? who can divine their duration?
expressive silence help us to muse his
praise. But scarcely have we composed
ourselves to unuttered thought, when the
~ffectionate lowliness of our Lord, beauti-
ful as an opening morning, arrests our at-
tention:—*“He riseth from supper, laid
aside his garments, tock a towel and
girded himself, poured water into basin,
and began to' wash his disiple’s feet”

Which shall we must admire? the riches
of his possessions? all things! or the
condescension of hislove? *}le washed
his disciple’s feet.” There is something aw-
ful in his gooduess; yet his gentleness
mithes us great.  Grace is poured into his
lips; lle is altogether lovely.

He had left the feast of love, and retired
into the gaiden to taste a sorrow all hisown;
asorrow which his love hud wedded on
our account; of his agony he submissively
sought relief three, times; then rose from
his heaviness to meet his betrayer and ene-
ies, with calm unrufiled dignity. « Whom
seek ye ? they said, Jesus.” ™ Inune of those
tones o which the thunder is but like an
infunt’s ery, he said, “1 am He: and they
fell to the ground.” ‘Lwelve legions of un-
gels waited his nod, but a toue so power-
tul shewed how litle they were needed,
and what encrgy slumbered in his arm.
However, the eriand of love must 1ise su-
perior to every thing clse at present; he
allowed them to rise from their prostration,
restored them to themselves, and performed
a gentle nct of healing :—« And Jesus put
furth his hand, and healed the car of Mal:
chus.” Did he ever hesitate to work a
miracle of love, should even an enemy be
the object of it? Did he ever refusc to
work a miracle? yet once, and only once,
and that was a miracle of resentment.
«“Shall we command fire to come down
from heaven and consume them: ye know
nut what «pirit ye are of, I came not to
destroy the world, but to save it That
which lashed the emotions of the disciples
into rage and foam, stirred not the deep
ocean of his affection. e rendered not
evil fur evil, railing for railing, but con-
vrarywise blessing. “'These are not a few
isolated éases in a life crowded with stir-
ring incidents, but a few which we have
isulated frym an unbroken sirics.  From
Bethichem's In, to Cehary’s Cruss, many a
weary step of love he took to bring us buck
to Ged  And by all this supernal moral
heauty He appeals to the affection of our
heart.

Much ag there is in a beautiful object to
clicit love, this Jove comes with great addi-
tional furce when we chensh the eonvietion
that the lovely object loves us.  In no de-
partinent is reciprocation more needed, or
more aniously sought. It requires but
slight acquaintance with the human heart
to know that strong affection unrequited
totters on the very verge of insanity, suicide
or hate.  Now while the Gospel exhibits
God in all the beauties of holiness, it leaves
not any who love him a moment in sus-
pense, of o most generous return of affec-
tion:—“We luve him because he first
loved us.”

Nor must _we overlook the fact, that our
affection is strongly moved, when love is
exercised toward us under great self-denials,
at great risk, or with great sacrifices. Now

‘what is the histury of Jesus from his hrst
‘step in the scheme of redemptivn, until Lie
bowed his head upon the eross anedt died?
Lt is u history of self denial; risk, and sueri-
fice. e made himsell of no reputauon;
he became poor; mude himsell a man of
sorrows; he hid not his fuce from shame
and spitting; he endured the eressy he
gave his life o ransom for many ; greater
love hath no man than this, to lay down
his life for his friend; that Jesus did for
his very enemics, and over the altar of his
crucificd Jove, he appeals to our heart.

Love in oblivion is, as if it existed not.
Love unnoticed, produces no efiect. 'io
draw forth affection fiom the heart of man,
how necessary the ubject be presented con-
ttinwously, aud with due excitenent. Two
things tend to fix n fact on the wmemory,
psoteaction and excitement; the seme may
be said in reference to prmanent aud
strong love. 4 he Gospel, tree to nature,
provides these elements tn its appeals to
our heart, its great object cumes befure
us under suitable exctement. It is not
the culd beauty of marble symnitry
bathed in Juuar says; it is the buawy of
living propurtivns, touched into hues of
heavenly radianee by an earnestness wlich
never cools, a steadiness that never tires.
A love which uo surrow could impede, arnd
many  waters could not quench.—* Who
is this that cometh from Edun, with dyed
garments from Buzrah? 1 that speak in
tghtovusness, mighty to sme”  The luie
of Claist is instinet with life, it glows in all
the ardour Of undying devotion.” Tt is love
in agony . —4My God why hast thou for-
saken me.”  Itis love in vivid compassion::
~Father forgive them, for they know
not what they do” It is love in huly
triumpis.—="This day thou shalt be with
mein paradise.”  The sun palls before the
scene; the rocks are torn assunder; the
1ail of the temple is rent; the waim thrill
of life rushes among many of the dead, and
they sit up in their sepulchres. | The sen-
psoriums of the Tniverse seemed touched,
and the Centurion exclaims, “truly this
was the Sun of Gud. ™ Now this was the
love of Christ at its zenith, and tends it
;mt to excite? It is luve in the glow of
ife.

And again, what apt provision is made
to protract the exhibition of thislove,. We
have not only redemption, but the history
,of redemption, spreading over the period
of four thousand years,  We have not only
the incarnation of divine love, Jesus paid
us more than an dngel's visit, he sojourned
on earth for many yeurs; the tabernacle of
God was indeed with man, He dwelt among
us; and after the scene of wae was past,
and the portals of heaven thrown open o
let the King of Glory in, observe how he
lingers over our ruined world, showing his
delights are still with the sons of men.
1“ And he showed hiinsell alive aiter his




