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“By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul loveth: I sought him,
but I found him not. I will rise now, and go about the city in the streets,
and in the broad ways I will seek him whom my soul loveth: I sought him,
but I found him not. The watchmen that go about the city found me: to
whom 1 said, Saw ye him whom my soul loveth? It was but a little that I
passed from them, but I found him whom my soul loveth: I held him, and
would not let him go, until I had brought him into my mother’s house, and
into the chamber of her that conceived me.”—Solemon’s Song, iii. 1—4.

How exquisitely pleasant is communion with cur Lord Jesus Christ!
and how supremely favoured are those who enjoy it! Holy
Scripture exhausts every earthly figure to delineate its sacred charms,
its ineffable delights ; yea, inspiration itself exhausts its metaphors
without compassing its mystery, because it is impossible for human
language to express the sweetness of his grace, or the solace of our
acquaintance with him. In just so much as it is sweet to krow that
fellowship, so is it sad not to know or to experience it. But alas!
how frequently is this communion unfelt and unproved!

I. THE BRIDEGROOM WAS MISSED.

In addressing this large assembly, I can but think a considerable
number of the Lord’s people are in the condition of the spouse.
You do not at present enjoy access to Christ, or intercourse with
him. It may do you good to consider the things that remain to
you, though this fellowship be suspended, for be it remembered that
it is not upon communion with Christ our life depends. Our salva-
tion stands in the knowledge of him, not in communion with him.
We are made safe by what he has done, not bv what we feel. Not
our enjoyments, but his sufferings we must lay as the solid foundation
of our hope.

There remaineth to us, dear friends (for I confess to be sometimes
in the same statey—though there be no privileged token of our love
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to Christ, nor any palpable enjoyment of his love to us—there
remaineth at this hour the positive conviction and the open confes-
sion that we do love him. Four times, I think, does this benighted
spouse cry, * Him whom my soul loveth.” She cannot see him, but
she cherishes a tender affection for him. She does not enjoy his
presence just now, but her heart cleaves to him and appreciates his
excellence. What though she may have been idle and slothful, or
though her spirit may be heavy and hazy, one thing she knows, she
does love her Lord ; about that there can be no mistake. Publicly
in the streets, in the hearing of the watchmen, before the ministers
and messengers of the gospel, she does not blush to say, “ Him whom
my soul loveth.” So it was with Peter. When he had much to
regret, much to reprove himself for, he could say, “Lord, thou
knowest all things, thou knowest that I love thee.” In like manner
can you not vouch for your sincerity when there is reason enough
to challenge your propriety! You feel guilty of a carelessness or a
cowardice that might reflect on your gratitude, but you cannot
admit a wantonness or @ wilfulness that could extinguish your love.
My faithless heart, you would fain tell him, has merited thy rebuke,
but thine infinite discernment can bear witness to the kindling of
my desires. Do not believe my actions, but believe my inmost soul.
Judge me not by the utterances of my recreant lips; rather look
upon the throbbings of my penitent heart. Thou, O Jesus Christ,
art he whom my soul loveth.

Though the spouse does not just now enjoy communion with
Christ, she knows its sweetness, and she feels uneasy until she partakes
of it again. As the needle cannot stop until it points to the pole,
so she trembleth until her soul rests in personal communion with
Jesus. Next best to present fellowship is to hunger and thirst after
it. And you note, too, in this case, and 1u the case of every true
believer in Jesus, not only is love constant, and desire after Christ
earnest, but there remaineth sufficient strength resolutely to seek
for him. You may not as yet have your desire accomplished, yet
your heart is buoyed up with hope, and you are saying, “I must seek
him.” You are not like the traveller across the desert who at last
loses all heart, gives up all effort, and perishes on the sand for want
of water. But you feel an inward impulse stronger than any out-
ward discouragements, and, though faint, you are still pursuing.
What if you have sought him and not found him, yet will you seek
him again till you do find him, for divine grace stimulates you and
urges you forward. As the spark flies upwards towards the sun,
so the new-born nature of the Christian-seeks and soars after Christ.
It is not simply unhappy without him, but it is restless and resolute
to discover him. It would break through every law of nature to
establish this law of grace. The new nature seeks the source from
which it came; it pines and pants to meet with him and talk to
him in whom are all its life, and strength, and joy. Do you not
feel this desire after Jesus, though you are complaining of dullness
and deadness, and worldliness! Is there not some such indescrib






