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OUR FATHER'S VOICE.

A SERMON BY THE REV, J. OSWALD DYKES, D.D.
My son, glve Me thino heart.” ~PROVERBS xxlil. 20.

« \7Ehave forgotten tho cxhortation” (says the Now Tosta-
Y ment writor to the Hobrews, quoting a quite similar
text from this Book of Proverbs) ‘‘which speaketh unto you
as untochildron,” Under thiskindly form of address, *‘ Myson,”
the Wiso Proacher of Isracl discoursed to tho men—especially
to the young mon—of his own day, taking his goholars, as it
wore, tuL’ knoo, and oxhorting them on the practical con-
Jduct of lifo with just such frankness, urgency, and tonderness
ag any prudent father might uso to his boy. In thoese cuunscls
of the Helrew sage, huwover, tio New Testamont writer
hears Heaven's uwn discourse with us. a decper than murial
wisdom achoes through the words; the authority is higher,
and the tone moro weighty, than thoso of any eart: 1l¥ parent :
it is the voice of tho Etornal, the Infinite Wisdom the Ifatber
of spirits, which speaks through the gravo and gentlo lips of
this counsellor. God takes all’ of us, go to say, to His kneoe,
and as foolish, inexporienced children of Hisown house, e
warns, mlvises, expostulates, instructs, appeals, as in these fow
pleading, pathetic words, ‘¢ My son, give Mo thine heart.”

1 feel myself warranted, therefore, to take this sentence as,
not by forced accommodation, but in sober fact, a kindly and
authoritative call to oach >f us from Him Who is the wisest
aud best of fathers. And, because we are not ancient
Hobrews, but modern Christians, I shall veature to read it
anow under tho light of the advent of Christ. Snbstnntiall{;the
samein cvery poriod has beon tho eallof our pitiful Parontabove
to His blundering sons below—that patiently repeated call,
whichourSaviour Himselflikened with touchingsimplicity tothe
cluck of a mother-bird to her brood : ‘ How often would I
have gathered thy children together as a hen gathers her
chickens ;” Substantially, 1 say, this call from (fod has meant
the same thing to tho men of every generation. For mea
havo always been given to throw away their heart upon the
same poor objects—to follow tho same unworthy guides;
and, in one form or other, the voice of celestial wisdom has
never ceased to invite such wanderers in the paths which
lead to death to that narrow road of fellowship with Heaven,
which alone conducts to pleasantness and peace. Perhaps,
too, tho Fathor's call falls on as mary reluctant cars to-day
agit ever did. But certainly it never sounded clearer or more
fatherly than it does now :—now, since our relativnship to
(+ed has become that of reconciled children in Jesus Christ ;
now, since God has mado His tatherhood conspicuous in the
gift anil sacritice of His Son ; nouw, since wo have heen shown
by the existence of one obedient Child of God what our
rommon Parent means when e presses on each of us this
request - ‘“ Give thine heart to 3e.” When these old, old,
worls of wisdom are heard coning from the Father of Jesus
to us, the brothers of Jesus, they come with a force and
pathos, a depth of mesning and a pressure of affection, which
they never carried to human hearts before.

For it is evident that the force of such an appeal as this
must depend on the person who makes it. Any admonition
which begins with this preface, “‘My son,” deserves to bLe
listened to, and everything which exacts the parental autho-
rity, or manifests the parental affection of God, goes to
strengthen the power of His words.

The choice of human nature as a fitting organ for the
Divine Son, & vehicle through which His sonship could
adequately realise itself, was itself a testimony to the Divine
image in man. The fact that the thoughts, emotions, wor-
ship, and service of a human soul conld without violence
become (as they did in Jesus) those of God’s own Son—filial
all of them—answering this fatherly call, ‘“Give Mo thine
heart ”—this fact shows how olosely kin our human nature
itself must originally have beon to the Divine; how apt it
always has been to play a son’s part towards heaven, if only
man had chosen. Unless tho heart of man had been in some
most real sense the oﬁ‘s({)ring of Deity-—made in the image of
its celestial Author and Parent—how could the only begotten
Son have transferred His filial life to human conditions? How
could he have bacome true Man without ceasing to be true
Son of the Highest ?

_ Nor is even that all, But this Man who was at the same
timo a Son to God aund gave God His heart, was, by consent
even of Hig enemies, the very flower or bloom of our human

rnce ; not less s man than other men, but more ; more truo to
the human type, moro frco from inhuman deformities or
dofects, more worthy than any other to boe called Lho ideal
or specimen Man of moen. So that His filial attituds to God,
His responso to the Divine Father's call, ‘*Givo Mo thine
heart,” was actually the thing which crowned His humanity
with exceptional loveliness and perfectvess, It follows,
therofore, that men wero made to be sons of Giod, aad cannot
fulfil tho genuino idea of their own bumanity, nor 1cach their
nature’s proper dignity, without doing what the Son of Man
did, that is, yield each man his heart to (God as tho heart of a
son. So that when this voico comes to each one of you from an
invigible Father: **My son, give mo thino heart, as thy
brother Jesus gave Mo His; bo dovoted ia filial surrender
to Mo, thy DParent, oven as was Jesus -the vuce really
means jast this. Bue out and out true man; reahice your
human nature in its intonded placo and mince; give freo play
to its highest and purvst capaludities ; do not waste, du not
misuse, do not spuil, your own selves.

Surely it cannot cuntent vur Father abuve tu seo anyone
whiom He made to be His uwn son throw that pisition away
for husks! Lcast of all can it content Him nuw, since He
bas made such sacrifices for the sake of winning human
hearts, It was always, through the weary ancient centurics
—tho millenniums of error and crime befuore Christ camo, a
most pitiful sight for Divine oyes to witness, this luss of Divine
children, the ﬁin,{ing away of loves and energies worthy of
(tod upon base things of the earth. This was the lvss which
drew down the Iiter .1 Begotten from the bosom of tho
Father. But surely it must bo—if ono dare speak so humanly
—a more pitiful sight still, after that sacritice has been madeo
for man, and the trus dignity of manhood has boen displayed,
and tho way of return to our Father opened through the
crucified humanity of His incarnate Beloved, for (iod m His
heaven to sve any one of you still repeating the ancient waste,
and flinging your heart and soul sway on seltish gain or
frivolous and voluptuous pursuits !  Once the paternal hoart
has tasted anew the swaeetness of being called * Father” by
a genuino human child, how it must yearn the more over
those who still discard their sacred parentage, and drag their
Divino features in the mire. It has happened to the venerable
Speaker, whose vuico so long has sounded out of Heaven, to
get an answer—entire, ungrudging and affectionate —to that
plaintive claim : *“ My son, give Me thine heart!” e got 1t
from Jesus Christ. Think you He is content now? Content
whilo you, a brother of Jesus, one of tiie same blood with
that Son of His, for whuse recovery that very Son came, while
you (I say) are still withholding a son's trust and loyalty, and

iving up the heart He craves to forbildden objects—to stamed
delights —to petty idols ? Content, my brother! He cannot
be content. He claims you more than ever, His voce 18
more urgent than before.  For Jesus’ sake, Ho pleads with
younow. As Jesus' Father, who touches you by that very
Brother' ' hand—palm to your palm: m Jesus' name, who
18 your own head, your patron, your surety-fuiend : by Jesus’
bloud, who is your kinsman-redeemer, and m whose rizen
body you have been claimed and brought vear again to the
yearning busom of God : He ¢alls to each sval of you out of
His heaven this day: «“ My son, My son, give now thine
heart to me.”

Still reading this Divine solicitation under New Testament
light, I desire now to 1 ¢ that light fall on 1t from another
sude. Speaking as the Suther of Jesus to us, the brothers of
Jesus, Gud's parental tund is far more mtellygible now than
it was before—far warmer, too—far more authontative,
because Iis fatherly relation to us is intimitely hetter seen
than it used to be. Besides this, however, it may also be
said that when God asks of us our heart, we arc now i a
better position to understand what 1le really wants; for we
have seen Jesus.  So far, indeed, as the use goes of tnis
primitive and biblical phraso—the ‘‘heart”—there is little
difficulty in understanding the letter of His demand.
Possibly few of us could deline oft-hand all that is wrapt up
in that siv ple current metaphor of Seripture, man's heart;
but we know protty well what it means for all that. It is a
very natural conjocture of unsciontific people to think that,
among the various organs of the body, the heart is the central
and the chief. If the blood be the life, then the heart is
both its seat—so to say—to which the blood returns, and its
source, from which it flows forth again to distribute vital
force throughout the body. A very obvious analogy leads us
to use the same word for the real contre of power or of
impulse in any system or organisin whatever. We say of



