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QUIET LIVES.

Christa lowly quiet workers uncon-
aciously bless the world. They come out
every morn.ng from the presence of God.
and go to their businese or their house-
hold work.  And all.day long they as
they toil thoy drop gentle words ‘from
their lips and scatter listle sceds of kind-
about them; and to-morrow flowers of
God spring up in the dusty streets of
carth and along the hord pntis of toil on
which their feet tread.

More than once in the Scripturesthe
the lives of God's peoplein this world are
compaved in their influence to the "dew.
There may be other points of analogy,
but especial noteworthy is the quiet man-
ner in which dew performs its ministry.
It falls silently and imporceptibly. It
maker no noise. No one -hears it drop-
ping. It choosea the darkness of night,
when men ure sleeging‘ and whet no
man can witnass its besputiful work. It
covers the leaves with clustersrof pearls.
1t steals into the bosoms of the flewers,
and leaves a new cupful of sweetvess

there. It poursitsetf dovm amony the
roots of the geasses and the tender herbs
and plants. Aud in the morning there is

fresh beauty everywhere. Thetields look
greener, and the gardens are more fra-
grant, all life glows and sparltles with »
new splendor. "

And s there no lesson here -as to :the
manner in which we should do @ood in
this world?
have our influenes felt rather than to be
seén or heatd? Should we not scatter
blessings so silently and so serretly that
no one should know what hand dropped
them?

DIED FOR US

“Qur Lord Jesus Christ, who died for
us. " —1 Thess. v. 8. 10,

Died for us?* Who else-ecver dil1 as
much for yor? Who else ever loved you
a8 much? QOnly thinn, new,.what it re-
ally means, beeause it i3 veally true, and
surely it is most horribly wmngrateful
when one for whom sueh @ great thing

has beea done does not even think about |

it.

You wounld think 4t hard to'be-panish-
ed for some oneelpe's faalt; .but this is
exactly what vur dear Saviour did—let
himsclf be punished for yonr Trult, in-
stead-of yon.

Suppose s0me oruclysan were going to
cut off your leg, what would you thini if

Shauld we not strive to .

your brother came and said, **No: chop
mine off inktead ? ”*  But that would not
be dying for you. And our Lord Jesus
Christ died ” for you.

It was the very most He could do to
shew His exceeding great love to you. He
waz not ohliged to .go throngh with it ;
He tnight have come down from the cross
at any moment. The nails could not have
kept him there au instant longer than He
chose; His love and pity were the real
nails that nailed him fast to the crosstill
the very end; till he counld say, “1t is fi-
nished; till ITe ** died ” for us.

It wus not only becanse He loved His
Father that He did it, but hecaude He
loved us; for the text goes on; “Who
died for us, that, whether we wake or
sleep, we might live tozether 'with
Him.” So he loved vs so mueh that He
wanted us to live together with Him ;

-and as nosin can enter His-holy and beau-

tiful home, He knew omnr sins must be
taken away hofore we eovld gothere.
And only blood conld teke away »in,
only denth could atone Hor it :-and o He
bled het we mightthe washed in His.most
precious bleod ; He ‘diedl, “‘thiat whether
we wake or sleep, we might live together
with Him. ¢
“There is a word I fain would speak,
Jesus died!
O'epey that weep aud hearts thet break,
Jesus died !
No music from the quivering string
‘Conld auch swest soundy of rapture
bring ;
Oh, may I altvays love t¢ sin[i' .
¢ Jesus died! Jesug died !

THE LAST FLIGKT.

‘Sorrow and sighing ate often the
Christian’s convoy on earth, but they
uit him for a better convoy the moment

-ghe disembodied spivit addapes From its

warthly tebermacle.

O think !—to step on shore, and that
shore heaven—to take hold of & hand and
find 14 God’s hand—to breathen new air
and find it celestial air—to feel invigora-
ted and find it immortality! O thimk!—

“to ﬁa from = storm tnd tempess for one
unhinsk

Whsken rest—to wake vp’ and 'fthd it
glory!* :
“My heart is veating, O my-God!
Iilywm give thanks-and eing;
My heart is at the-aource
Of every precious thing.”
—Mrs. Charlesworth,



