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And He did die, See! they bear Him
pale, helpless, still, dead, to His burial; and,
wrapped in the snowy linen grave clothes
that loving hands have provided, with tears
in their eyes, and sore sad hearts, they lay
Him gently to sleep the sleep of death, in
.the somnbre sileat tomb, till the morning of

“she resurrection,
¥. THE MUCH FRUIT.

«But if it die, it bringeth forth much.
fruit.”

‘I'he one whear-grain dies. It ceases to be
You look for it, but you cannot find it Yeu
find perhaps an empty husk, a cast.off skin,
But in sts stead, and out of its grave, out of
its death, comes forth much frait—the thir-
ty-fold, the sixty-fold, the hundred fold.

And is iv not better t have the thirty-fold,
the sixty wheat-grains, the hundred, than
but the one? Is it not better to-day to have
the world’s vast _wheat-fields, the millionsg
fed, .and the one wheat.grain die, since it is
to have so arand a resurrection.

And the Chriet dies on the crnss, and goes
down into the grave, that there may be “the
much fruit of the gospel, the illions saved,
the world redeemed., How dreadful, how
shuddering, the dying ; but how grand, how
blessed, the rising ! The wheat-grain is not
lost. The Christ lives, lives evermore, lives
in millions of resurrected lives. .

The grandeur of Christ’s rescrrection is
not, that on the third morniog after His
death He burst asunder the bauds of death,
unrealed the tomb, auld came forth in power
to live and love. It is this rather, that in
Him, and with Him, and becanse of Him,
there avises £o tnuch—rche ages, the nations, a
dead world, an innumerable multitude of
living earnest souls. Everywhere we ser a
glad resurrection going on, a puttinz off of
the death of sin, and a patting on of a new
glad life. The reason is, the dead Christ
liveg, lives in all this wide vorld-Iife, this
vast church-work and spiritual energy, this
waking nv to power that throbs and pulsates
in all lands.

Thus, out from yonder sepulchre, where
lay the dead-Son of God, burst forth the glad
havests of the world’s salvation, and the
glory to come, and how much the fruit.

Now, in conclusion, we may find here, 1
thinlk, two or three practical thoughfs. And
one is, let us not spare ourselves. God did
not spare His one Son. Our Lord did not
spave His one life, His blood, Himself. We
think we have the wheat. No such wheat
asoura. e have more of truth than others
have. We have ability, genius, skill, tal-
ent. Yey, we have the wheat that no one
else bas, and we are proud of it, and we
want to keep it. We put it in a box of cnri-
ous design, dnd only now and again we bring
it od,"not to sew it, but to let it beseen, to

make a display of it, to let the gem of our
genius sparkle, to let our talent dazzle the
eyes of the wonderiog geping woul.

Ah ! wheat i3notto be kept;itis to be
sown. Go'd is not to be hoarded. Talents
are not to bo buried ; they are to be used, If
you have ability in any way, let the world
have the kenefts of it. If you have some.
thing to s1y that, others need to hear, itis
laid upon you to sayit. If you have an
eloquen.e in your soul, voice it in some way.
If you have thonghts that are throbbing
within you for ntterance, tel' them or write
them, and let the world have the benefit of
them. You cannot do a worse thiog for
yourself, uor for the world, than to bury
your talent, board your gnld, cover up your
light, box up your wheat, spare yourself,
save your life.  You are standing in your
own light, quenching the fice of your own
grains losing all the grandeur of life.  Our
Lord wisely says : Save your lLife, and you
lose it ; lose it for His sake, anil you save it.
Aad you can uniderstand that : Keep your
wheat, and after a while ¥ 'u lose it ; but sow
it; and thenyou find it. And so with genius,
ability, wortb, truth., If you want your
gold to shine, keep it in circulation. Aand if
you want to shine yourself, do all the good
you caun, spare not yourself, Better to wear
out than rust ont.

«It abideth alone.” If the firat wheat-
grain had been content to abide alone, what
a luss to the wo-ld, what a curse to itself !
If the Christ had b-en satisti-d %o abide
ulone ; ii he had kept himself to himself, and
not tried to do any good, to save any one,
to hielp any one, what a loss to the world,
and what a loss to himself ! See him yonder
with adoring myriads of redeemed souls
around him ¥ Oh the joy !

And ace you, my hearer, content to abide
alone, to live for your poor little wratched
self? Youare not tryingin any way to do
gnod, to sweeten any bitterness, to help any
one ton better life, to befriend any cause.
No one ever takes you by the hand aad says:
“Thank you for the kindness; you cannot
understand how it helped me in iny neced.
Tbavk you for those earnest words; they
saved my soul ! 1 owe all I am or ever will
bo to-them. When I stand at God’s right
haad, I will tell the Lord that nexc to him-
self, you are my saviour.”

Think of gcing alone to Heaven.  People
will ask who he x; as they see you on the
streets of new Jergsalem, for (})eop]e are
known there for the good they did, and no
one will knowyou. You relieved no wans.
You cheered no sad life, no comfortless
home. You visited no sick one. Yourmoney
found its way to no charity, no mission
scheme, You did no good and you are alone.



