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. -Noamatter what the duumt coast.
‘Or washed by what far sea.
. No matter whether dark or fuir
" ‘The'burdened peop!~ gathemd there. -

-'The life I live in Him by faith
Islife énough for me,
Tbough #ant and peril, pam and.death
' Bé¢-here my- dettiny, .
. Lyield tlnq life the world: calls:mine
To hide it in the life divine.”

%

largaret Johnstones Easter Oﬂ’eﬂng;
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. next .meeting will be keid Easter week. T, have
been thinking a-great deal about it, thinking of the

many women and girls to’ whom this approachmg :

Euster sesson. brmgl no throd of grateful joy on ac-
count of the Saviour who so freely gave his life a

ransom for them, because they know nothingabout

‘mm Shall wenot eviderice the génuineness of
our thankfulness for knowledge of a Savioui's dying
Jove, for birth.in-a christianland, fof sanctuuy and

_‘home privileges by bringing to our next mesting.s
- vo'uptary thank-offerirg! If so, be the offering
what it-may;, Tet it come'burdened ‘with our prayers

‘that God may use it in wha‘ever way he chooses
in bringing some soulg now in heathen darkness
into the light.” That was all she said, but the

- flush on the fair face bripoko the effort it lad

cost, and the dainty snow-drops which nestled na

-

It waa the night.of the February mbéting of the |
‘Western:missinn éircle anda goodly number were |
assembled. Just before ‘the meeting- -closed Agmes '
Morton, the president. fose and said ‘‘You knowour -

-the window to think.
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Selt-Dedicated : fold of her drenrs: swayed »ud qmvered ]ong after

%he wearer had tesumed her seat.
“Th;mtzb:ﬁe;‘eyccf:;lzz :; {;jeded Amoat ‘Simple words, bt they came with the power

which.prayed-over words always -carry, and each
‘oné:present instinctively renlized in thema message

- Jiréat from God.  One after anothier arose and, in

svlein tones, voiced a desire to' co-uperate mth
their prendent in the carrying out of her suggestion
"and when-a motionin regard: fo-it was finally put
to-the meeting, there was not found a dissenting
voice. - Then they sang-ay if to fasten thé thought

: of how much they really owed Hiw;

“I gaye:my. life for thee,, .

My precivus blood I shed,

That thou wight’st ransomed be,
And.quickened from the dead.
‘I gave, I gave my life for thee,
What hast thou given for ne?"

Among the many who crowded.round the pres-
ident for some parting word, was a stately looking
git], Margaret Johnstone by name, whose calm pale
face gave no ev ridence of the:inward:conflict which

_was now being waged'in her soul. She held .out

her hand to her friend Agnes as she said—and the
carefully modulated: voice-did niot-betray her emo-

on—*‘Good night dear-and thank you for what
you have said, but. I wish you had not.asked us to
sing thavlast piece, it wasalmost.more than.X could
bear,” and before Agnes could:reply, Murgaret left

-the room with hurried step, nor did she:slacken

her pace-until she-had reached her own littleroom.
Hbostily layiug asidé herhatand wrap and v ugloving
her hands, she threw herself in a low rocker by
_*“An Easter thank-offering!
What can I give? - Thave nothing, nothing that
would beat all-commensurate for the blessings I
wccue, the way dgnes putit. How paltry an nﬂ'ex-
ing of a few dollarsif thete was nmﬂu§ YHelidand it,'

Tlu-u. as if in .uswer 2o her mentel query. thore




