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LOVE to Christ smooths the path of duty, and wings the feet to
travel it; it is the bow which impels the arrow of obedience; it is the
mainspring moving the wheels of duty; it is the strong arm tugging
the oar of diligence. Love is the marrow of the bones of fidelity, the
blood in the veins of piety, the sinews of spiritual strength; yea, the
life of sincere devotion. He that hath love can no more be motionless
than the aspen in the gale, the sear leaf in the hurricane, or the spray
in the tempest. As well may hearts cease to beat, as love to labor. Love
Is instinct with activity, it cannot be idle; it is full of energy, it cannot
content itself with littles; it is the well-spring of heroism, and great
deeds are the gushings of its fountain; it is a giant — it heapeth
mountains upon mountains, and thinks the pile but little; it is a mighty
mystery, for it changes bitter into sweet; it calls death life, and life
death; and it makes pain less painful than enjoyment.

— Spurgeon.
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