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THE GRACE OF CHARITY.

A SERMON BY THE LATE THOMAS GUTHRIE, D.D,
« Now abldeth charity s the greatest of these s chiarity,” 1 Cor. xiil. 13,

N the fiest place, let ns consider what wo are to under-
stand by charity,

1t is an old word for love, that inner fountain of which kind-
ness to the poor is but ono of many streams ; :}ntl where, whqn
neither ruflled by passion nor polluted by sin, God, who is
love, sees Ihis own face, the reflection of His features, as we see
ours on looking into a draw-well, I need not tell you whp
have been familiar with love from your carliest days what it
is. At our birth she received us into her arms mgl welcomed
us into the world. TLovo is associated with tho first f:u.:c our
opening facultiea recognised, with the first name our infant
lips over lisped, and with the Ym-e, deop affection of one who
pressed us, new-born, to her happy bosom; aud nursing us
from tho fountains of her breast, forgot all t_he world in the
helpless creature cast upon hor care. 1"1‘0\\'mg .tllrough the
earth like streams amid desert sands, shining in llfc’s' darkest
nights like stars in a wintry sky, throwing a bright how
over every cloud of fortunc—to lovo, more than to anything
else, this world owes what blessedness it enjoys,  Life without
it would not be worth the having; and withont it, thoughwe had
a house, and that house a palace, we could not have a home.

Of this tenderest and strongest passion wba¢ beautiful illus-
trations lie, shining like diamonds, in Bible stoiy ! In Rizpal,
lono woman, who by seven gibbets guards the bodies of her
gons, nor rises by night or day for wecks but to scare sway
the vulture or frontthe hungry wolf, love forgets heraelf—
her only carc the rotting dead. In Judah, yonder, she
pleads for Benjamin, and offers, so he be set at liberty, to
wear & brother's bonds. In that wronged though guilty
mother, who, on seeing her babe in the hands of the execa-
tioner, raises a piercing shriek, and, casting herself at the
king's feet, cries, *“ O my lord, give her the living child, and
in no wso slay it,” love consents to part with her dearest
object to mave its life. Nay, in David, who, forgetting all
Absalom’s crimes at the news of his death, bursts into this
cry of wildest, deepest griaf, O my son Absalom ! my son,
my 8on Absalom ! would God I had died for thee, O Absalom,
my son, mwy son!” love would buy another’s life at the
expense of her own. In the graves of the dead she burics
all thoir crimes, and waters with her tears the memory of
their virtucs. In the garden where Peter sces his Lord
betrayed, beset, and ready to be bound, she takes no count
of numbers; but casting prudence to the wind, rushes on the
foremost foe, striking for her master. Ia Paul her hand
trembles while she writes the doom of the ungodly, her eyes
blot the page with tears, and sie is willing to be herself
accursed from Christ, so that countrymen and kindred are
gaved. One example more. You have anticipated it, and
your thoughts, outrunning my words, have fixed on that amid
whose trauscendent glory these all are lost—like stars swal-
lowed up in the blaze of day. Love, perfeet, divine, hangson
the Cross of Calvary; and speaksin Him who, turning an
eye of pity on His bloody murderers, crivs, ¢ Father, forgive
them ; for they know not what they do.” Well may Paul
say, ** Now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three; but the
greatest of these is charity.”

II. Let us look at some of the fuatures of this grace.

1. Love is a mighty power. Take Paul’s description of it.

First, It “*beareth all things.” So I thought, un seeing a
woman who presented a blessed and, though clad in rags, a
beautiful contrast to those mothers who, commicting most
ravolting murder, lay bloedy hands on their new-born babes,
To appearance she was one of those homeless ereatures who
are tossed about our city like the sea wrack that, torn by the
rude storm from its native rock, goes floating about the shore,
washed in and washed out with each flowing tide. A thread-
bare shawl fell in scanty folds from her shoulders, and covered
something held on her leit arm. As, struck by her forlorn
aspect, I was watching her movements, she suddenly stopped
and raised the shawl. Then, as when a fload of golden sun-
light, bursting throught a rift in the clouds, and suddenly
falling on some field, or lillside, or lake, or village, lightens
up the scene, such change came over her face when she turned
18 earnest gaze on au infant that lay asleep, nestlingin her

bosom. You never saw a smile of moro inetfable delight than
this pour, perhaps guilty creature throw on her helpless.
charge. It was plain that she would have died for it—true
to nature as the bear, who protects her young by offering her
shaggy breast to the hunter's spear; ana there, where love
was turning what others might Jdeem a burden into the one
joy and blessing of the outeast's life, I thought of the words,
1t ““ Leareth all things,”

Second, It ¢t believeth all things, hopeth all things,” Whai
will not parents bear from theiwr chi‘ldrcn. and bolieve and
hops of them?  Did not Augustine’s mother pray twenty louy
years for his conversion? Aud what is it Lut th. hope that
love breeds which still sustains the arms of praymg fathers
and mothers? You ay gquench the hopes of reason, bhut
not those of love. It hopes against hope, and will soar like an
cagle, which, rising with the rising tompest, mounts highest
in stormy skies,  Such hopes sustained the mother whom I
saw intently gazing on the stone walls that immured hier boy.
Oppuosite the prison gate, raised on the steps whence sho conlid
seo the windows of the upper cells, her tall form elad in the
attire of humble but honest life, and stooping undor the bur-
dens of grief and age, she stood, oblivious of all around, while
her body went rocking to and fro with that swaying motion
which bespeaks the deepest grief.  An hour thereafter, rooted
to the spot, there still she stood; her eyes, that swam in
tears, and were fixed on an iron-barred window, telling as plainly
a3 if her choking words had told it, that within those gloomy
walls Iay one that had ouce been cradled in her happy arms,
and to whom, hopiag all things, believing all things, her luve
yet clung, like ivy to a crumbling ruin,

Third, 1t * endureth all things”

“Lhus  saith the Lord,” “speaking of Ilis Church,
“Behold, I will extend peace to her like a river, and the
glory of the Gentiles like a tlowing stream : then shall ye suck,
ye shall be borne upon her sides, and be dandled upon her
ktnees. s one whom his mother comfortelh, so will I com-
fort you." What a depth is there in that love which God
chooses as an image of Hisown! and yet the love of a mother's
heart is but a drop from that illimitable ocean into which our
sing, though great ag mountaing, once cast aro lost for ever—
buried out of sight. I believe that His lovoe as far exceeds a
mother’s, when it is deepest and strongest, 25 does the strength
of 1is almighty arm that of the infant which hangs helpless
on her breast.  She may forget a fact which the bluod of
murdered infants proclaims, uy, unheeded by a justice that
weard her sword in vain ju this guilty Jand, it eries aloud to
heaven for vengeance: “yet,” e says, “will 1 not forget
thee, Dehold, T have engraven thes upon the pals of my
hands.”

Now, as it is by His love, seen in the face and form of a
dying Saviour, that Gol melts the stony heart and subdues
sinners to Himself, so to this power also, under God, we must
trust if we would henl sta'ieorn wills, reclaim the vicious,
and save the lost. 'The voice that giates harsbly on the ear,
the eye that does not glisten with tears but glares with auger,
never made the bad good, or the good better. Men are not
to be scolded into the love of God; nor can the terror of hell
frighten any into the love of heaven.  Who would revive dead
souls, let him learn his lesson in the chamber where the
prophet, to restore the Shunamite’s son, rose from his knees,
and took the boy into such loving, cluse embraces, that the
heart of the living heat against the heart of the dead, Deal
not with ungodly children, or careless and ivreligious friends,
wititout taking care to show that you love the sinners as much
at least as you hate their sing.  Cultivate true, gontle, Ubnist-
like love. What good may you not do, what stubborn hearts
may you not melt, what hatred and bardness may you not
subdue by the outgoings and cxpression of that love which is
averse from censure but prone to praise; which pities while it
blames; which, uuselfish, ¢ secketh not Lier own ;77 which
touches wounds with a tender hand; and which, ready to
cover a multitude of sins, spake through Hun who, purest of
the pure, and holiest of the holy, said, as Ife looked with pity
on the guilty woman, “* Neither do [ condemn thee : go, and
siu no more” °

2. Love is the grand prineiple of the Gospel,

A child had strayed from its mother's side i
bpttercups and daisies, had approachied the (,:daé;d,o;fm;he:é:i%
pice. On l‘glsing her head what was the mother's 1,m€,r to
see her darliug tottering on the dreadful brink 1 If she cries
alarmed or in gleesome play, he takes another backward step
and perishea. ~ With prompt, instinctive wisdom, though w;tﬁ



